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L EAR, King of Britain. 
King of France. 

Duke of Burgundy, 

Duke of Cornwall. ns 2 
Duke of Albany. ae 
Earl of Glo'ſter. ; 
Far of Kent. 
Edgar, Sox to Glo'ſter. 
Edmund, Baftard Son to Glo'ſter. 


Cann, 4 Courtier. f ; ? 


Oſwald. Steward to Gen. 

A Captain, employ'd by Edmund. 
Gentleman, Attendant on Cordelia. 
Herald. 

Old Man, Tenant to Glo'ſter.. 
Servant to Cornwall. 


» l. 5 Servants to Glo' ſter. 

6 

—— 5 1 „ «45 
SG to Lear. * 


:obts attending on the King, Officers, Meſſeagers, | 
* y ; 1255 and Attendants. | 
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| Enter Kent, Glofter, and Edmund the Boftar. - 


K r 


7 > 8825 ru the King had more affected 
he Duke of Albans than Coraava ll. 

ö [20 le. It did always ſeem ſo 2k 2 
— now, in the Diviſion of the Kin 

it appears not, which of the Duke be 
«#1 values moſt ; for qualities are ſo weighs 
that curioſity in neither can. 
thoice of either's moiety. 


| Gho, His Breeding, Sir, bath been at my 3 T 

ve ſo often bluſh'd to acknowledge him, that now I 
m braz'd to't. 

F * I cannot conceive you. 

| Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could; where- 
pon ſhe grew round-womb'd ; and had, indeed, Sir, 

v3 for — eradle, ere e n 

Do you {mel a Kult? 


a 


CENE, the KING" PALACE, 


| Kent. Is not this your ſon, my lord? ' 2 A 5 


Tk. 4 3 . 


W : 


6 King L z A R. 


5a 
A 


Ent. 1 cannot wiſh the fault undone, che iſſue of it 


1 * proper. 5 | ? 
Sb. But I have a ſon, Sir, by order of law, ſome © 
| yearelder. than this, who yet is no dearer in my ac- | # 
count; though this knave came ſomewhat fawcily to the _ 
world before he was ſent for, yet was his mother fair ; 
there was good ſport at his making, and the whorſon 
muſt be acknowledg d. Do you know this Nobleman, 
Eadm. No, my lord. TD, | 
Gh. My lord of Ant 
Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend. 
Edm. My ſervices to your lordſhip. _ | 
Kent. I muſt love you; and ſue to know you better. | 
Edam. Sir, I ſhall ſtudy your deſerving. = 
Cb. He hath been out nine years, and away he ſhall * 
again. | Ds, ts ſound, within. : 
th the womb, OOO WIE | 


Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Regan, 
. ba Cordelia, and „ 8 155 1 
Lear. Attend the lords of Fance and Burgundy, 
Sb. I ſhall, my Liege. by [ Exit. 3 
_ Lear, Mean time we ſhall expreſs our darker purpoſe, 
Give me the Map here. Know, we have divided, = 
In three, our Kingdom; and *tis our fait intent, 
To ſhake all cares and buſineſs from our age; 
Conferring them on younger ſtrengths, while we - an 
Unburthen'd crawl tow'rd death. Our ſon of Cornwall, | 
And You, our no leſs loving ſon of Albany, : 
We have this hour a conſtant will to publiſh 
Our daughters ſev'ral Dow'rs, that future ftrife . 
May be prevented now. The Princes France and Bar- 
undy, | z 
Great 5 in our younger daughter's love, 
Long in our Court have made their am'rous ſojourn, 
And here are to be anſwer'd. Tell me, daughters, 
(Since now we will diveſt us, both of rule, — 2 
Iat'reſt of territory, cares of ſtate ) 3s | 


22 ů 


King Lian! 7 


f it rnat we our largeſt bounty may extend, | 
"me Where nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill, 
ac. Our eldeſt born, ſpeak firſt. 


the Con. I love you, Sir, ns 

Dearer than eye-ſight, ſpace and liberty; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare; | 
No leſs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour : 
As much as child &er lov'd, or father found. | 
A love that makes breath poor, and ſpeech unable, 
Beyond all manner of fo much I love you. 
Cor. What ſhall Cordelia do? love and be ſilent. 


4e. 


er. Lear, Of all theſe Bounds, ev'n from this line to this, 
With ſhadowy foreſts and with champions rich'd, 

hal! Wich plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads, | 

in, We make thee lady. To thine and Albany's iſſue - 


this perpetual. What fays our ſecond daughter, 
Dur deareſt Regan, wife of Cornwall ? ſpeak. 
EReg. I'm made of that ſelf-metal as my ſiſter, 
And prize me at her worth, in my true Heart. (1) 
II find, ſhe names my very deed of love; 

Only ſhe comes too ſhort: that J profeſs 


«ie, My ſelf an enemy to all other joys, 
ofe, Which the moſt precious ſquare of ſenſe poſſeſſes ; 
And find, I am alone felicitate - 


n your dear Highneſs love. | 

or. Then poor Cordelia | 2228 
And yet not ſo, ſince, I am ſure, my love's 
More pond'rous than my tongue. 

Lear, To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom; 
No leſs in ſpace, validity, and pleaſure, 
Than that confer'd on Gonerill. Now our joy, 
7 : (1) And prize me at her Worth, In my true Heart,] Mr. Br 
pop preſcrib'd the Pointing of this Paſſage, as I have regula- 
ted it in the Text. Regan would ſay, that in the Truth of 


4 her Heart and Affection, the equals the worth of her Siſter. 
Without this Change in the Pointing, ſhe makes a Boaſt of 
her ſelf without any Cauſe aſſign'd. 37 THE ee 
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Although our laſt, not leaſt ;. to whoſe 


ate K» — Rn ——— — 
- 


King L. E A R. 
* : oung love, 
The vines of France, and milk of Hs — 1 es... 
Strive to be-int'refs'd : what ſay you, to draw  _- 
A third, more opulent than your ſiſters ? ſpeak, _ _ 
e OE Hb 
Lear. Nothing? = | ITT he 
288 Nothing. 1 og e 
Lear. Nothing can come of nothing; f. ga in. 
Cor. u that I am, I Gn 9 8 
My heart into my mouth: I love your Majeſty _ 
According to my bond, no more nor leſs. 
Lear. How, how, Corde/ia? mend your 8 


Leſt you may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good my lord, mu. 
You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. I 
Return thoſe duties back, as are right fit; _ 
Obey you, love you, and moſt honour you. 
Why have my ſiſters husbands, if they ſay, 
They love you, all? hap'ly, when I ſhall wed, _ 
That lord, whoſe hand muſt take my plight, ſhall carry 


A 


* > 


Half my love with him, half my care and duty. 


Sure, I ſhall never marry like my ſiſters, 
Jo love my father all. ——— ba 


Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor, Ay, my good lord. 1 

Lear. So young, and fo untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. | 
Lear. Let it be ſo, thy truth then be thy dower ; 


For by the ſacred radiance of the ſun, 
The myſteries of Hecate, and the night, 


By all the operatians of the orbs, | 3 
From whom we do exiſt, and ceaſe to be: 


Here I diſclaim all my paternal care, 


Propinquity, and property of blood, 

y + 2 as a ſtranger to my heart and me 3 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barb'rous Scythian, 
Or he that makes His generation, meſſes 
To gorge his appetite ; ſhall to my boſom / 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliey'd, - | 
As thou, my {ometime daughter, * 1 Wonne Mg 25 


» 


1 


kg LE AUM 59 
Kent. Good my — e wv of 
Tear. Peace, Kent vat 
come not. between the dragon and his — 155 

I lov'd her moſt, and thought to ſet my Reſt 
On her kind nurs'ry. * avoid my fight . — 


g 1 To Cor 0 

So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Fler father's heart from her; Call France; who firs d 
Call Burgundy, —— Cornwall and Albany, 
With my two daughters' dowers digeſt the third. 
Let pride, which ſhe calls plainneſs, marry her. 
do inveſt you jointly with my Power, 
8 Prehemi ence, and all the large effects 
That troop with Majeſty, Our ſelf by monthly cork 
EWith reſervation of an hundred Knights, 
By you to be ſuſtain'd, ſhall our abode 
Make with you by due turns: only retain 
The name and all th' addition to a King: : 4 "0 

he ſway, revenue, execution, 85 7 
Beloved ſons, be yours; which to confirm, ion 43 
ZXT his Cor onet part between vou. (Ling . Cres: 
Kent. Royal Lear, 
EW hom I have ever honour'd as my King, 

Lov'd as my father. as my maſter follow'd, 


: RE 2 . . * 
5 1 
3 —A . c 
's * * * 1 


* p 
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And as my patron thought on in my pray'rs —— 


Lear. met. bow is bent and drawn, make from che 
t. 

Kent. Let it fall — though the fork invade 
The region of my heart; be Kent unmannerly, -. 
When Lear is mad: what would'ſt thou do, old man? 
Think'ſt thou, that duty ſhall have dread to ſpeak, | 
When pow'r to flatt'ry bows? to plainneſs Honour 
Is bound, when Majeſty to folly falls. 
== Reſerve thy State; with better judgment check 

his hideous raſhneſs; with my life I anſwer, 
Thy youngeſt daughter does not love thee leaſt 3 
Nor are thoſe empty-hearted, whoſe low ſound 
LE Reverbs no hollownefs. 
== Lear. Kent, on thy life no more, 
Tz . My * I never held but as a my 
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(Which nor our nature, nor our place, can bear ; ) 


1 
* 


— A I a 44 710-4 om 


Ihe gods to their dear ſhelter take thee, maid, | a 


_ He'll ſhape his old courſe in a country new. 1 


To wage againſt thy foes ;-nor fear to loſe it, 


Thy ſafety being the motive. SEEK 
ar. Out of my fight!l | . 
Kent. See better, Lear, and let me fill remain | 
The true blank of thine eye. 


Lear. Now by Apollo ——— 
Kent. Now by Apollo, King, 
Thou ſwear'ſt thy gods in vain, 

Lear. O vaſſal! miſcreant! N 
[ Laying bis band on his Fword, 3 
Als. Corn; Dear Sir, forbear. g 
Kent. Kill thy phyſician, and thy fee beſtow 
Upon the foul diſeaſe ;- revoke thy doom, 
Or whilſt I can vent clamour from of throat, 
I'll tell thee, thou doſt evil. 
Lear, Hear me, recreant ! 
Since thou haſt ſought to make us break our vow, © 
Which we durſt never yet; and with ſtrain'd pride, 
'To come betwixt our ſentence and our power ; 


Our potency-made good, take thy reward, 

Five days we do allot thee for proviſion, 

'To ſhield thee from diſaſters of the world ; 

And, on the ſixth, to turn thy hated back 

Upon our Kingdom if, the tenth day following, 

Thy baniſh'd trunk be found in our dominions, 

The moment is thy death: ar By Tapiter, | 

This ſhall not be revok d. 5 
Kent. Fare thee well, King ; fith thus thou wilt appear, | ; 

Freedom lives hence, and baniſhment is here 3 


That juſtly think'ſt, and haſt moſt rightly ſaid ; 

And your 1 ſpeeches may your deeds approve, 
That good e may ſpring from words of love: 
Thus Kent, O Princes, bids you all adieu, 


E nter Glo'ſter, with France and Burgundy, and 
Attendants. | 


e Urie's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 7 


word. 
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Will you require in preſent dower with her, 
Or ceaſe your queſt of love? | 
Bur. Moſt royal Majeſty, 

or will you tender leſs, _. 

Lear, Right noble Burgund, 


hen ſhe was dear to us, we held her ſo; _ 


f aught within that little ſeeming ſubſtance, - 
oOr all of it with our diſpleaſure piec d, 
And nothing more, may fitly like your Grace, 
She's there, and ſhe is yours. | 
Bur. I know no anſwer. 
Lear. Will you with thoſe 
nfriended, new - adopted to our hate, 


— 


Lake her, or leave her? | 
Bur. Pardon, royal Sir; | 
Election makes not up on ſuch conditions 


made me, | 


would not from your love make ſuch a ſtray, 

T avert your liking a more worthy way 
'Than on a wretch, whom nature is aſham'd 

Z Almoſt t acknowledge hers. | 

France. This is moſt firange! + 


Tour Praiſe's argument, balm of your age, 

W Deareſt and beſt ; ſhould in this trice of time 
Commit a thing ſo monſtrous, to diſmantle 
So many folds of favour ! ſure, her offence 
& Muit be of ſuch unnatural degree, | 
That monſters it; or your fore-youch'd affection 
Falh n into taint : which to believe of her, 


ad. wt 
IE 


8. 


crave no more than what your Highneſs offer'd, 


But now her price is fall'n : Sir, there ſhe ſtands, 


infirmities ſhe owes, 


Jo match you where I hate; therefore beſeech you, 


* 


1 That ſhe, - who ev*n but now was your beſt objeR, 


We. firſt addreſs tow'rd you, who with this King 
Have rivall'd for our daughter 3. what at leaſt 


- 


Dower'd with our curſe, and ſtranger'd with our oath, 


» 


Lear. Then leave her, Sir; for by the pow'r that 


tell you all her wealth, 3 For you, great King, : 
$7 | | To France, 
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She is her ſelf a dowry. 


Since that reſpe&s of fortune are his love, 


c "4 
- r 223 r * 9 9 
q 4 : 


Muſt be a faith, that reaſon br ande ; Pt 
Should never lant in me. be 

Cor. J yet beſeech your Majeſty, 1115 5 a, ONT 
(If, for I want that Slib and oily Pp e 
To ſpeak and purpoſe not; Fong what I well SE 
I'll dot before I ſpeak.) that you make known * 
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulneſs, , 5 
No unchaſte action, or diſhonour'd ſtes o 
That hath depriv'd me of race and favour: 7 1 5 
But ev'n for want of that, br which Im richer, '_ 
A ſtill gms eye, and ſuch a tongue, 22. 
That I am gla I've not; though, not e tg” 
Hath loſt me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou - 
Hadſt not been born, than not babe leasd me better. 

France. Is it but this? a tardineſs in nature, 
Which often leaves the hiſtory unſpoke, 2 U 
That it intends to do? my lord of Burgundy, © 
What ſay you to the lady? love's not love, 
When it is mingled with regards, that ſtand. ; 
Aloof from th' intire point. Say, will you n 1 > 


3 


Bur. Royal 1 
Give but that portion which your ſelf propos d, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Dutcheſs of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing: — I've ſworn. 


Bur. I'm ſorry then, you have ſo loſt. a ere 
That you muſt loſe a husband. 


Cor. Peace be with Burgundy, 


I ſhall not be his wiſe. (IP 
Fiance. Faireſt Cordelia, chat art moſt rich, bens 49 
or, . 
Moſt e forſaken; and 5 lov'd, deſpis'd ! 
'Thee and thy virtues here I ſeize upon : 
Be't lawful, I take up what's caſt away. 
Gods, Gods! is ſtrange, that from their cold'ſt negle 
My love ſhould kindle to enflam'd reſpect. 
Thy dow'rleſs daughter, King, thrown to Ty * 


Fl 
{10S 
* N *. 


. 1 of us, of 60 / and our aur Faces 
Not all the Dukes of war 'riſh 1 of 


ean bay thifanpriz'd, precious See.. 

aid: Nee fare wel, Cl, en che cha; rs b 
„ N Thou loſeſt here, a better Where to find. Ss 

2 1 Lear. Thou haſt her, France; let her be ane, fie 0 we 


Have no ſuch daughter; nor mall ever ſee 
. = That face of |hers again; therefore be gone 
- ME Without bur grace, ' our love, our benizon: 

5 Come, noble Burgundy." 

= L Flouriſb. Fler Hear and Burgundy: | 

= übel. Bid farewel to your ſiſtefs.” * 

Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with waſh'd eyes 

© Cordelia leaves you: I know what you are, 

| And, like a ſiſter, am moſt loth to call £652 of 

| Your faults, as they are nam'd. Love well our father: : 

To your proſeſſing boſoms I commit him; 

But yet, alas! ſtood I within his grace, 


— * 


III would prefer him to a better m_ a 
— 80 farewel to you both. . 
T? = Reg. Preferibe not us our duty. 


Son. Let your ſtudy 

Be to content your lord, who hath receiv'd you 
At fortune's alms; you have obedience ſcanted, 8 
And well are worth the Want-that you have wanted. 20 
= Cor. Time ſhall unfold what plaited canning TY 
Who covers faults, at laſt with ſhame derides. 
4 Well may you proſper ! 


: France. Come, my fair Cordelia. | 
[Exeunt France and Co 1 
Gon. Siſter, it is not little I've to ſay, * a 
Of what moſt nearly appertains to us both; ed | 
ing I think, our father will go hence to night. } 
| (2) And witli are worth the Want that you have wanted. 1 I 
This is a very obſcure Expreſſion, and muſt be piec'd out 4 
with an implied Senſe, to be underſtood. This 1 take to be f 
8 the Poet's Meaning, ſtript of the Jingle which makes it dark: | 
| „ You well deſerve to meet with that Vant of Love from U 
% your Husband, which you haye 3 to want fot our | 

e, 2 Father.“ 


Reg. 
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5 Reg. That's certain, and wich 1 next Monch 
with us. 85 
the ob 


Gen. You ſee how fall of. 3 his nas is, 

7 ſervation we have made of it not 11 | Th 7. 
always lov'd our ſiſter moſt, and with what poor ak. * 
ment he hath now caſt her off, appears too 2 71 % 

Reg. Tis the infirmity of his age 3 vet hath erer 

but ſlenderly known himſelf. 

Gon. The beſt and ſoundeſt of his time hath been bs | | 
raſh ; then muſt we look, from his age, to receive. not 
alone the imperfections of long · engrafted condition, but i 
therewithal the unruly, waywardneſs, that wee * 
cholerick years bring with them. 

Reg. Such unconſtant ſtarts are we like to have from 
him, as this of Kent's baniſhment. __ 

. Gan. There is further complement of Lavertaking be | 
tween France and him; pray you, let us hit to ing by 
if our father carry authority with fuckNiſpoliticn as he 
bears, this laſt ſurrender of his will but offend us. 

Reg. We ſhall further think of it. | 

Gon. We muſt do ſomething, and i' th' heat. tern. 
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8 CEN E changer to 4 Ca le ee to Sor 5d 1 


121.1; Buter Ed "7b with a Letter. 

Eam. Hou, Nature, art my Goddeſs ; to thy hw 
My ſervices are bound ; wherefore ſhould I 

Stand in the plague of cuſtom, and permit 

The curteſie of nations to deprive me, (3) 

For that I am ſome twelve or fourteen moon- -ſhines ' + 


(3) The Nicety of Nations] This is Mr. Popes Reading, ex 
Catbedrã; for it has the Sanction of none of the Copies, that 
1 have met with. They all, indeed, give it Us, by a fooliſh 
Corruption, the Curioſity of Nation:; but I ſome time ago 
prov'd, that our Author's Word was, Curtefie, Nor muſt we 
forget that Tenure in our Laws, whereby lou an are held 
by the curteſie of * 


— 


ö N 
=- * 


n EL 3a 183 
g of a brother? Why baftard ? wherefore baſe ? 


ben my dimenſions are as well compact, 7 
ob- My mind as gen'rous,” and my ſhape as true, ?- 
he As honeſt Madam's iſſue? why brand they us © + 3 


Wich baſe? with baſeneſs? baſtardy ? baſe, baſe? bl 
Who, in the luſty ſtealth of nature, take | 
More compoſition.and fierce quality ; pts ca 
han doth, within a dull, ftale, tired bed, 
eo to creating a whole tribe of fops, 


ut 

ot ot 'tween a- ſleep and wake? Well then, 

at d | 

id nr father's/love is to the baſtard Edmund, 8 
m 

| 

Mr 

ie 


N 


itimate Edgar, I muſt have your land; 
do th' legitimate; fine word legitimate 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter ſpeed, 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the baſe 
EX Shall be th' legitimate. I grow, I proſper ; 
Now, Gods, ſtand up for battards! 
Pin, Enter Gloſter. 


6h. Kent baniſh'd thus! and France in choler parted! 
And the King gone to night! ſubſcrib'd his pow'r! 
2X Confin'd to exhibition! all is gone 
VD pon the gad! — Edmund, how now? what news? 
Ean. So pleaſe your lordſhip, none. 
= 5 | [ Putting ap the letter. 
= Gh. Why ſo earneſtly ſeek you to put up that letter? 
*  Edm. I know no news, my lord. | N 
C. What paper were you reading? 
Eam. Nothing, my lord. | | 
56. No! what needed then that terrible diſpatch of 
tit into your pocket? the quality of nothing, hath not ſuch 
== need to hide it ſelf, Let's ſee; come, if it be nothing, 
I ſhall not need ſpeQacles. - 
Tan. I beſeech you, Sir, pardon me, it is a letter 
from my brother, that I have not all o'er-read ;_ and for 
fo much as I have perus'd, I find it not fit for your over- 
looking. | 5 
G1. Give me the letter, Sir. 1 | 
Eadn. I ſhall offend, either to detain, or give it; the 
contents, as in part I underſtand them, are to blame. 
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Gb. Let "a let's .. wt? : 

Edm. I hope, for my brother's liesen, he wrote 
=_ but as an eſſay; or taſte of my virtue. 

Gl. reads.] This 22 and reverence 7 ages — * 
tze avorld bitter to t e beſt of our times; keeps our . 
tunes from us, till our oldneſs cannot reliſh them. 
Begin to find an idle and fond bondage im the oppreſſion * 
aged tyranny 3 which ſays, not as 17 hath power, but 

it is ſuffered. Come to me, that f tbis I may ſpeak 
19 our father would Jeep, till Twafd bin, you 
1 enjoy 174 his revenue for ever, and live the be- 
gar your brother Edgar. Hum Conſpiracy ! 

—a=fleep, till I wake him-— you ſhould: enjoy half 
Kin revenue — My ſon Edgar ! had he a hand to write 
this! a heart and brain to breed it in! When came this 
do you ? who brought it ? 

Edav. It was not brought me, my lord; there's che 
| canning of it. I found it thrown i in at t the caſement of 
my cloſet. 

Sh. Vou know'the character to be your brother 9 

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durſt ſwear, 
it were his; but i in reſpect of that, I would _ n 


= it were not. 


Sb. It is his. 

Eden. It is his hand, my lord; I hope, his heart | is not 
in the contents. 
60. Has he never before ſounded you in this bone. ? 

Edam. Never, m my lord. But I have heard him oft 
maintain it to be fit, that ſons at perfect age, and fathers 
declining, the father ſhould be as a ward to the ſon, and 
the ſon manage his revenue. 

615. O villain, villain! his very opinion in the letter. 


; Abhorred villain! unnatural, deteſted, brutiſh villain ! 
worſe than brutiſh ! Go, fierah; ſeek. kim ; 3 Il appre- 


ben him. Abominable villain! where is he ? 

Edam. I do not well know, my lord; if it ſhall pleaſe 
you to ſuſpend your indignation againſt my brother, till 
vou can derive from him better teſtimony of his intent, 
you ſhould run a certain courſe ; where, if you violently 


Proceed * him, miſtaking his purpoſe, it _ 
m 


- King LIE AX. 17 
are a great gap in your own honour, and ſhake m 
Peces the $74 of his obedience. I dare pawn down 


, . life for him, that he hath writ this to feel my af- 
- Aion to your Honour, and to no other pretence of 
roger. A | 28 211 
1 r en ont] 
o FX -E4n. If your Honour Judge it meet, I will place you 
we where you ſhall hear us confer of this, and by an auri- 
"at Fular alluranee have your ſatisfaction: and that, without 
194 Iny further delay than this very evening, 4 
*. X Gl. He cannot be ſuch a monſter. 
y! | Edm. Nor is not, ſure. | | 
alf | Glo. To his Father, that ſo tenderly and entirely loves 


him . Heav'n and Earth! Edmund, ſeek him out; 
ind me into him, I pray you; frame the buſineſs after 

pour own wiſdom. I would unſtate my ſelf, to be in a 
due reſolution. = | 3 > 

Em. I will ſeek him, Sir, preſently : convey the bu- 

ſineſs as I ſhall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

' GH. Theſe late eclipſes in the ſun and moon portend 


” no good to us; tho the wiſdom of nature can reaſon it 
„thus and thus, yet nature finds it ſelf ſcourg'd by the 


ſequent. effects. Love cools, friendſhip falls off, bro- 
thers divide. In cities, mutinies; in countries, diſcord; 


t in Palaces, treaſon; and the bond crack'd *twixt ſon and 
| father. This villain of mine comes under the predicti- 
? on, there's ſon againſt father; the King falls from biaſs 
a of nature, there's father againſt child. We have ſeen 
$ the beſt of our time. Machinations, hollowneſs, 'trea.- 
chery, and all ruinous diſorders follow us diſquietly to 
dur graves! Find out this villain, Edmund; it ſhall 

| loſe thee nothing, do it carefully — and the noble and 


true hearted Kent baniſh'd ! his offence, Honeſty. Tis 
| ſtrange. | | Fae [ Exit. 

; Manet Edmund. 8 
+ Edam. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that, 
when we are ſick in fortune, (often the ſurſeits of our 
own behaviour) we make guilty of our diſaſters, the ſun, 
che moon and ſtars; as if we were villains on WN ; 
HY N 0015, 


* 
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fools, by heavenly compulſion ;. knaves, thieves, and 
. treacherous, by ſpherical predominance ; drunkards, ly 
ars, and adulterers, by an inforc'd obedience of planet 
Ty influence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine 
thruſting on. An admirable evaſion of whore-maſter "We 
Man, to lay his goatiſh diſpoſition on the charge of a 
far my father compounded with my mother under 
the Dragon's tail, ny nativity was under Ur/a ma. 8 
- For 3 ſo that it follows, I am rough and lecherous. I 
ſhould have been what J am, had the maidenlieſt ſtar in 
the firmament twinkled on my baſtardizing. | 
% ü die in, Later Edgar. 
Pat! he comes, like the Cataſtrophe of the old 
comedy; my cue is villainous Melancholy, with a figh 
like Tom © Bedlam — O, theſe eclipſes portend theſe 
diviſions! fa, ſol, la, me — 8 
Eag. How now, brother Edmund, what ſerious con- 
templation are you in? HT en . == 
- Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read 
this other day, what ſhould follow theſe eclipſe. 
Eag. Do you buſie your ſelf with that 
Edu. I promiſe you, the effects, he writes of, ſuc- 
. ceed unhappily, When ſaw you my father laſt? 
Eag. The night gone by. POL SEO 
 Edm. Spake you with him? | 
Edg. Ay, two hours together. es | 
Edam. Parted you in good terms, found you no diſ- 
ure in him, by word or countenance ? ; 
 FEag. None at all. en e ene: 
En. Bethink your ſelf, wherein you have offended 
him: and, at my intreaty, forbear his preſence, until 
ſome little time hath qualified the heat of his diſpleaſure; 
which at this inſtant ſo rageth in him, that with the miſ- 
chief of your perſon it would ſcarcely allay. 
ag. Some villain hath done me wrong. moe 
En. That's my fear; I pray you, have a continent 
forbearance till the ſpeed of his rage goes ſlower : and, 
as I fay, retire with me to my lodging, from whence 
J will fitly bring you to hear my lord ſpeak: pray 
&: Y | you, 


nl 
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c, go, there's my key : 1 you do ſtir abroad, go 
nnd. : 
Es. Arm'd, brother! 

En. Brother, I adviſe you to the beſt ; I am no ho- 
eit man, if there be any good meaning toward you: I 


> of 2 gave told you what I have ſeen and heard, but faintly ; 
under Pothing like the image and horror of it: pray you, 

ma. ut + 2 

3. IX Z£2p. Shall I hear from you anon? . [Exit. 

ar in Edu. I do ſerve you in this buſineſs : | 


\ credulous father, and a brother noble, 
hoſe nature is ſo far from doing harms, 


hat he ſuſpects none; on whole fooliſh honeſty 

old My practices ride eaſie: I ſee the buſineſs. 

figh Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit; 

heſe : with me's meet, that I can faſhion fit. [Exits 
on- 3 SCE N E, the Duke of Albany's Palace. 
ad . Enter Gonerill and Steward. | 
Gr: on. ID my father ſtrike my gentleman for chid- | 
1 ing of his fool ? 

e- Stew. Ay, madam. 


Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me; every hour 
le flaſhes into one groſs crime or other, | 
That ſets us all at odds; I'll not endure it: 
His Knights grow riotous, and himſelf upbraids us 
On ey'ry trifle. When he returns from hunting, 
1 will not ſpeak with him; ſay, I am ſick. 
lf you come lack of former ſervices, 

vou ſhall do well; the fault of it I'll anſwer, 


il Stew. He's coming, Madam, I hear him. 
's Son. Put on what weary negligence you pleaſe, 
8 { You and your fellows : I'd have it come to queſtion. 


lf he diſtaſte it, let him to my ſiſter, 
= Whoſe mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 
Not to be over-rul'd : Idle old Man, (4) 


That 


(4) 1dle old Man,] The following Lines, as they are fine in 
themſelves, and very much in Character for Gonerill, 1 "_—_ = 
| | or 


Lt 


A — 
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That ſtill would manage thoſe Authorities, 
That he hath giv'n away ! — Now, by my Life, 
Old Fools are in; and muſt be uſed 5 
With Checks, like Mere when they're ſeen 185 - | 
Rehonidinr, Wins I have aid. 
Stew; Very well, Madam. N 
Gon. And let his Knights have ke looks among 1 
you : what grows of it, no matter; adviſe your fellows 
ſo: Ell write trait tomy ſiſter to hold my courſe : pre- 
pare for dinner. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes t fo an open Place before the 


Palace. 
N Enter Kent diſguis'd. 


Kent. F 6 as well I other accents borrow, 

And can my ſpeech diffuſe, my good intent 
May 277 thro? it ſelf to that full iſſue, 
For which I raz d my likeneſs. Now, baniſh'd Kent, 
If thou can'ſt ſerve where thou doſt ſtand condemn'd, 
So may it come, thy maſter, whom thou lov'it, 
Shall find thee full of labours. : 


Horns within, Enter Lear, Knights and Attendants. 


Lear. Let me not ſtay a jot for dinner, go, get it read: 
How now, what art thou? [ce Kent. 

Kent. A man, Sir, | 

Lear. What doſt thou profeſs ? what would 't thou 
with us ? 

Kent. I do profeſs to be no leſs than I ſeem ; to ſerve 
him truly, that will put me in truſt; to love him, that 
is honeſt ; to converſe with him that is wiſe and' ſays - 
little ; to fear judgment; to hght when I cannot chuſe, 
and to eat no fiſh, 

Lear. What art thou ? 


ord from the Old to. The laſt verſe, which I hare ven · 

tur'd to amend, is there printed thus: 
With Cheeks, like Flatt' ties when they are ſee abu 4. FEE 
ent. 


Ws. 
9 
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| Zone. A very honeſt-hearted fellow, and as Poor as 


e King. 

9 e thow deeſt as poor for a ſubject, as he is for 

a King, thou art poor enough. What would i& thou ? 

= Kent. Service. 

Tear. Whom would'ſt thou ſerve J 

Kent. You. 

Ez | Lear. Doſt thou ny me, fellow ? 

WS RF Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in your countenance, 
*F hich I would fain call Maſter. 

Lear. What's that? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What ſervices canſt thou do? - 

E Kent. J can keep honelt counſels, ride, run, marr a 

curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain meſſage 

pluntly: that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qua- 

; lify'd in: and the beſt of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old art thou? 

Kent. Not ſo young, Sir, to love a woman for ſing⸗ 

ing; nor ſo old, to doat on her for any thing. I have 

years on my back forty eight. 

Tear. Follow me, thou ſhalt ſerve me; if I like thee 

no worſe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet. 

Dinner, ho, dinner where's my knave? my fool? 

go you, and call my fool hither. You, you, firrab, 

XZ where's my daughter? 


Enter Steward. 


# Stew. So pleaſe you [Exit. 
* Lear, What ſays the fellow there? call the clotpole 
back: where's my fool, ho? — I think, the world's 
2X aſleep: how now ? where's that mungrel? 

1 Ks z7ht. He ſays, my lord, your daughter is not well. 
| Lear. Why came not the flave back to me when I 
call'd him ! 

Knight, Sir, he anſwer'd me in the roundeft manner, 
he would not. 

Lear. He would not ? 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is ; hae, 
to my Judgment, your Highneſs is not entertain'd 2 

5 


6% Anu Lnank 
that ceremonious affection as you were wont 3 there's ail 


% 


great abatement of kindneſs you as well in the ge- 
ord dependants, as in the Duke himſelf alſo, and you 
daughter. oo 3 


Lear. Ha! fay'ſt thou ſo? | 2 3 
KAKuigbt. JI beſeech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be 
miſtaken ; for my duty cannot be ſilent, when I think + 
your Highneſs is wrong'd. - 1 
Lear. Thou but remember'ſt me of my own concep- 
tion. I have perceiv'd a moſt faint neglect of late, which 
I have rather blamed as my own jealous curioſity, than as ll 
a very pretence and purpoſe of unkindneſs ; I will look Mm 
further into't ; but where's my fool? I have not ſeen him 
any mo days. 7 _ 

ght. Since my young lady's going into France, Sir, 

the fool hath er ST : & 4 1 2. 1 
Lear. No more of that, I have noted it well; go ou 
and tell my daughter, I would ſpeak with her. Go you, 
call hither my fool. O, you, Sir, come yon hither, Sir z | 
who am I, Sir? | | - 


Enter Steward. 


Stew. My lady's father. | | 

Lear. My lady's father? my Iord's knave ! =— you 
whorſon dog, you ſlave, you cur. | 

Stew, I am none of theſe, my lord ; I beſeech your 


pardon. | : 
- Lear. Doyou bandy looks with me, you raſcal ? 


; [Striking him. 
Steau. T'll not be ſtruck, my lord, 
Kent. Nor tript neither, you baſe foot-ball player. 
| on De | [Tripping up his heels. 
Lear. I thank thee, fellow. Thou ſerv'it me, and I'lt 
love thee. | | 
Kent. Come, Sir, ariſe, away; I'll teach you diffe- 
rences : away, away; if you will meaſure your lubber's 
length again, tarry again ; but away, go to: have you 
wiidom ? fo. —— [ Puſpes the Steward out. 
Lear. Now, my friendly kpave, I thank thee ; there's 
earneſt ef thy ſervice. | 7 
s 


King LI AR. 4% 


's a To them, Enter Fool. 3 
= | Lad, Let me hire him too, here's my coxcomb. 


' be Pool. Sirrah, you were beſt take my coxcomb. 
ink Kent. Why, my boy? 
Fol. Why ? for taking one's part, that is out of fa- 
p- 1 TE nay, an thou canit not ſmile as the wind fits, 
ch out catch cold ſhortly. There, take my coxcomb ; 
as Sy, this fellow has baniſh'd two of his daughters, and 
ok 4A 1 the third a bleſſing againſt his will; if thou fol- 
im : him, thou muſt needs wear my umb. How - 
, nuncle? would, I had two coxcombs, and two 
ir, Pughters. 
ear. Why, my boy ? 
on Pool. If I give them all my living, I'll keep my cox- 
u, 4 mb my ſelf ; there's mine, beg another of 1. _ 
r > FR. ' 
* MT zee. Take heed, Sirrah, the whip. — 
5 Fol. Truth's a dog muſt to kennel; he muſt be whi p'd 
'S * when the lady brach may ſtand by th' fire " 
2 in . 
u Tear. A peſtilent gall to me. 
Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a ſpeech. [To Kent. 
Ir | Lear. Do. | 
Fool. Mark it, nuncle; 
1 Iave more than thou ſhoweſt, 
1, peak leſs than thou knoweſt, 
end leſs than thou oweſt, 
Ride more than thou goeſt, 
; Learn more than thou troweſt, . 
Pet leſs than thou throweſt, | 
eave thy drink and thy whore, 
> [And keep within door, 
3 And thou ſhalt have more 
u Than two tens to a ſcore. 
p Kent, This is nothing, fool. 
a Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd 8 


[Giving his cap. 


ear. How now, my pretty knave ? how do'ſt thou ? 


you gave me nothing for t; can you make no uſe of no- 
ing, nuncle? TLC̃iear. 


: oy. N r Ee x mY 1 
. Why, no, boy nothing can be made Out 

| no „ 
| „tell kith fo much the rent of his 1a 


Fool. r.yt th E b 

comes we” + he will not believe a fol. [ Kenl 4 

_ Foul: Doft hou know the Ur, my v betwer 

a __ fool and a ſweet one? 
. "No, lad, teach me. 

3 Lord, that counſel's thee to give away thi 


- ns Wh were by me! de Thou for him mand 

The ſweet and bitter Fool will preſently appear, 1 

The One, in motley here; the Other, found out there 

3 rar. Doft thou call me fool, boy? 9 

Fool. All thy other titles thou haſt given any 3 tha e 
Rt thou waſt born with. 1 

Kent. This is not Bade ol, my lord © 8 

* "Pool. No, faith ; Lb and great” men will WY: let 

me; if I had a monopoly on't, . they would have 25 Wn” 

| opt : nay, the Ladies too, they'll not let me have al 

fool to my felf,. they'll be ſnatching. 5 3 

; Give me an egg, nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns, 2 

; Lear. What two crowns ſhall 2 be? 7 

| Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i'th* middle and 

eat up the meat, the two Trowns o ” the egg 3 When : 

thou cloveſt thy Crown i'th' middle and gav' away 

both parts, thou bor'ſt thine àſs on thy back o'er the 

dirt; thou hadſt little wit in thy bald crown, when thou 

gav*ſt thy golden one away: if I ſpeak like my ſelf i in KF 
this, let him be whip'd that firſt finds it bo. 8 gy 


- Fools ner had kf; grace in a year, | [Signs 
Bow For wiſe men are grown foppiſh; 
F And know not how Witty wits to wear, * 
Their manners are fo ap; r 


iI S Lear. When were you wont to be i. full of fongs, 


* 
* 


2 , n 8 
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fHrrah ? 

= Fool. L, have uſed it, 1 & er Lince Xa mad thy 
| daughters thy mothers ; for When thou gav'it them. the 
; rod, and nk '| down thy own breeches, 1 
ö Then 


= = OO IO 5 = 
put Then obey for Hauben jay aid ei Singing. 
5 223 for | orrow 7 7 JOS», . : b 111 het] 
play e. - L 3: ek 


J 1 AH - hat uch a King hou, 
Key e the fools among, 


well ythee, nuncle, keep a (hool-infter + thateanteach a0 
ol to lie; I would fain learn to lie. 
ar. If you lie, ſirrah, we'll have you:whipt, 
th Fool. I marvel, What kin thou and thy daught ters are: 
en have me wWhipt Or! g true, thou'it have me. 
and Ruupt for lying; and; ſometimes, 1 am Whipt for hold- 
Ie my peace. I had rather be any kind*o'thing than 
here ioo, and yet 1 would not be thee, nuncle; thou haſt 
red thy wit o'both fides, and left e "th" SOT: 2 

khuß ere -comes'one oth? pa rings,” 

| 'P | By 1 feen, Enter Gen. 
t le e 

9 I „ BOW, lar * What A a FER fontlet 
par you are too much ge Pth' frown. 
e al 1 Fool. Thou » a. pretty fellow; . when thou hadſt no 


* 
x 2 2 4 
1 * 5 F St 


ed to care for her frowning 3 now. thou art an O wich- 
a figure ; I am better than thou art now; I. am a 
il, thou art 1 Gt —— Yes, forſooth, I will hold 
dongue; [To G ill J ſo your * bids me, tho 
au ſay nothin 55 
the. 5 : 4 Mum, mum, 2 that "I nor - cruſt nor cram, Singing.” 
"RE Peary of all, hall want ee: TY: | 
thou mars à theal'd Fa; od... & BY 
If in WE Gon. Not only, Sir, this) your all Sees fool 
t other of your infolent retinue 40 
ang. Do hourly carp and quarrel, bre thing forth _ 
8 rank and not to endured. U 
W thought, by making this well known 18 70 8 
have "ound a fate redreſs ; but now cron OY 1 
what your ſelf too late have ſpoke. and 1 
ugs, as you protect this courſe, and put it 5 5 
; your allowance; if you ſhould; the fault | 
thy ould not ſcape cenſure, nor the redreſſes beeps 
.the WV hich, in the tender of a whotefome weal, * 
| Vo . B (HE "Might 
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That it had its head bit off by its Toung ; 
So out went the candle, and We 2 


4 


Might in. their working do you. that offence, 
ich elſe were Maine.) that then nr 
Will call diſcreęt proceeding. 1 

Fool. For you: know, donde, 
The hedge-ſparrow fed the Cuckoo k hong, 72 


Lear. Are you our daughter A 

Con. I 9 2 you 
Whereof I you are f 
'Theſe diſpoſitions, which of lat 
From what you rightly are. 


Fool. May 9. 7 an Aſs tn D the 


horſe ? w oP, Tug, I loye thee. 
oes any he 


Lear. 


Either his notion weakens, his 


diſcervings 
Are lethargied — Ha! waki 


—— *cis not ſoz . 


Who is it that can tell we who T am? 


Lear's ſhadow ?'T would learn; for by the abs! 

Of ſovereignty, of knowled a of reaſon, 

I ſhould be falſe pet ſuaded I had Arp hath may 

Your name, Hir Per entle woman 1 
Gon. This admiration, Sir, is much o'th* favour 

Of other your new pranks. I do beſeech you, 

To underſtand my purpoſes aright. . ' 

You, as you're old and reverend, ſhould be wiſe, 

Here do you keep a hundred' Knights and Squires, 

Men fo diſorder d, ſo debauch'd and bold, 

That this our Court, infected with their manners, 

Shews like a riotous Inn; Epicuriſm and luſt 

Make it more like a tavern or a brothel, 

Than a grac'd Palace. Shame, itſelf doth e 

For inſtant remedy. Be then defir'd 

By her, that elſe will take the thing ſhe begs, 

+ Of fifty re wat M your train; 


4; 


t A little 5s the common reading 3 but it appearis fu 1 4 


re know me ? this i is not Lear : : == 
Does Lear walk thus! caged» thus ? where are his 7 IF 
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| be cut 0 1 which (4s oe editions feed) is no where ſpeciß d 


Lear ſays m the next Scene, that this number fifty was xequir'd'! 1 5 
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And the remainders, that hall ſtill depend, Fee 
o be ſuch men as may beſort your age, 

And know, themſelves. and you. 
Laar. Darkneſs and devils l Ye 
Saddle my horſes, call my train together. 
Degen' rate baſtard. I'll not trouble thee ; 
© Yet have I left a daughter. 
* Cox, You ſtrike my people, and * dilorder d rabble 
Make mn of their betters. 
| To them, E nter Albany 


Lear. Woe! that too late reporters O, Sir, are you 


. | <omnt 
© Is it your will, ſpeak, Sir ? prepare my horſes. — 


nu [To Albany v 
Ingratitude thou . fiend, 
More hideous, when thou ſhew'ſt thee i in a child, 
Than the ſea-monfſter. 

Alb. Pray, Sir, be patient. 

1 Lear. Deteſted kite ! thou lieſt. [To Gonerill. 
My train are men of choice and rareſt parts, 
That all particulars of duty know ; 


SLA IEG an PPP RS th 
a Ef TN 2 3 . F 
8 4, > 22 FL 
. n 
2 3 7 


3 And in the moſt exact regard ſupport 
The worſhips of cheir names. moſt ſmall fault! 
How ugly didſt thou in Cordelia ſhew ? 
Which, like an engine, wrencht my frame of nature 
From the fixt place; drew from my heart all love, 
„ And added to the all. O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 


Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, [Striking his 4 
And thy dear judgment out. — Go, go, my people. 
A. oo an lord, I'm guiltleſs, as I'm ignorant, 

Of what hath moved you. 

Tear. It may be ſo, my lord - 
Hear, Nature, hear; dear Goddeſs, hear a Father! 
Suſpend thy purpoſe, if thou didſt intend 

To make this creature fruitful: 

Into her womb convey ſterility, ? 

Dry up in her the organs of increaſe, 

And from her derogate body never ſpring « 

A Babe to FI; ! If ſhe muſt teem, 


B 2 Create 
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Create her child of ſpleen, that it may live, N 3 * I 
And be a thwart diſnatur'd torment to herr 
Let it ſtamp wrinkles in her brow of youth, ; 
With candent tears fret chanels in her — CY 
Turn - her mother's pains and benefits 
'To laughter and contempt ; that ſhe may feel, - 
How u r than a ſerpent's tooth it is, 2 
To have a Fhanklefs child. — Go, go, my Fern 9 
Alb. Now, Gods, that we adore, Sense comes this! 
Gon. Never afflict your ſelf to know of it: | 
But let his diſpoſition have that ſcope, ER 2 
That dotage gives it. | + 
Lear. What, fifty of my followers at a clap? 
Within a fortnight? — Te 
Alb. What's the matter, Sir ? 
Tear. I'll tell thee — life and death ! T am aan 
That thou haſt power to ſhake my manhood thus; 
2 1 Gon. 
That theſe hot tears, which enk from me pertorce, 1 
Should make thee worth them. — blaſts and fogs upon = 
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thee ! 
Th' untented weundings of a father's curſe 
Pierce every ſenſe about thee ! Old fond eyes, 
ll Beweep this Cauſe again, 11! pluck ye out, 
it And caſt you, with the waters that you loſe, 


To temper clay. Ha! is it come to this? 
Let it be ſo : I have another daughter, 
| Who, I am ſure, is kind and comfortable; 
it When ſhe ſhall hear this of thee, with her nails 

! She'll flea thy wolfiſh viſage. Thou ſhalt find, 

| That I'll reſume the ſhape, which thou doſt Wink 


(5) With cadent Tears, ] Mr. Wat very happily: here | 
falpzs our Author wrote, candent: as an Epithet of much 
more Energy, and more likely to effect Lear's Imprecation. 
He brings in Confirmation, what the King ſays preſently after; 

That theſe hot Tears, that break from me perforce, | 
And u hat he ſays towards the End of the Gy Act: 

— but 1 am bound 
Upon a Wheel of Fire, that mine own Tears - 
De ſcald like molten Lead. 
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; 3 I have caſt off for erer. [Ex. Lear and attendants. 
Gon. Do you mark that?: a 


41. I cannot be ſo partial, Gonerill, | 


* Gor. Pray you, be content. What, Oywald, ho! 
vou, Sir, more-knave than fool, after your maſter. | 
= Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, take the fool 

A Fox, when one has caught her, 
And ſuch a daughter, | 
8 Should ſure to the ſlaughter, 3 
If my cap would buy a halter, 

So the fool follows after. Exit. 
"XZ Gon, This man hath had good counſel, — a hundred 
"© Ts politic „and ſafe, to let him keep | = 
FA hundred Knights; yes, that on ev'ry dream, 
m. Fach buz, each fancy, each complaint, diſlike, 

le may enguard his dotage with their pow'rs, 
on And hold our lives at mercy: Ofwald, I ſay. 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far ; — 
Con. Safer than truſt too far. 
Let me ſtill take away the harms I fear, 
Not fear ſtill to be harm'd. I know his heart; 
What he hath utter'd, I have writ my ſiſter; 
If ſhe'II ſuſtain him and his hundred Knights, 
When I have ſhew'd th' unfitneſs 


Enter Steward. 


hat, have you writ that letter to my ſiſter ? 
Stew. Ay, Madam. : | | 
Gor. Take you ſome company, and away to horſe ; 
Iaform her full of my particular fears, | 
ion. And thereto add ſuch reaſons of your own, 
\s may compact it more. So get you gone, | 
And haſten your return. | [Exit Steward, 
his milky gentleneſs and courſe of yours, 
Though I cendemn it not, yet, under pardon, 
1 B 3 Lou 
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' You are much more at task for want of wiſdom, 
Than prais'd for harmful mildneſs. 


Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, 1 1 cannot oY 
Striving to better; oſt aer ann Wel. 


2 


Gon. Nay, then e hat KY 
Alb. ., 19 th' event [3 31615-97081 [Exc , 
2 | i 4 . 5 TIT 
4 i a * 


8 C E N E, a Court:Yard belonging mo the * 
of Albany's Palace. vt he 


Re-enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman and Foot, "7 
Leer G O you before to Geer with theſe letters ; 1 4 
acquaint my daughter no further with why | 3 
thing you know, than comes from her demand out of 
the Lange z if your diligence be not Peedys 1 hall be 
there afore you. 
Kent. I will not fleep, my lord, "Hill 1 have delivered | 
your letter. [Extt. 7 
Feel. If a man's brain were in his heels ver t not in 


wy 
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danger of kibes? s | 1 Þ 
ed Ay, boy. _ 
Fool. Then, 1 'prychee, be merry, ty wit all not | 5 A 

80 flip- nod. $373 Id 3 ; 3 
Lear. Ha, ha, ha. 1 
Fool. Shalt ſee, thy other 6 will ufe dani TE. 4 


for though ſhe's as like this as a crab's like an apple, yet 
I can tell what I can tell. 
Lear. What can'ft tell, boy? 

Fool. She will taſte as like "this, as à crab does to a ; 2Þ 
crab. Can'ſt thou tell; why one's noſe . TOs middle | RY 
of one's face? | "0 

Lear. No. = | 

Fool. Why, to hs one's Wa f r r öde 0 one's 
noſe ; that what a 2 out; n 
into. 

Lear. I did her vrong — 8 | 

Fool. Can'ſt tell how an oyſter makes his fell? — X 

Lear. deg? IT | 


1 
by TP | 
<7 


l 2 


| x Fol. Nor I neither ; H ou I can tell, 1. N Aan 1 1 


; Too $6 Na pireve head in, not to give it away to 
Sis daughters, leave his horns wi out a caſe. | 
| Fr I will forget my nature: ſo kind a father! be 
y horſes ready ? 

Fool. Thy aſſes are gone about em; the reaſon, why 
ye ſeven ſtars are no more than ſeven, is a pretty reaſon. 
Lear. Becaufe they are not eight. 

Fool. Yes, indeed; thou wouldſt make a good fool. 

: Lo, To take't again rer! { —— monſter ingra- 
-Mmtude ! ; 

Fool. If you were my fool, nuncle, 10 have thee bea- 
en for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How's that? 
= 2 ſhould'ſt not have been old, ill thou hadit 
een wiſe. 

Tear. O, let me not be mad, not mad, ſweet heav'n! | 
Keep me in temper, I would not be mad. 


Enter Gentleman, 


How now, | are the horſes ready ? 
Fl Gent. Ready, my lord. 
Lear. Come, boy. d 
Fool. She that's a . now, and laughs at my de- 


73 F parture, 
0 hall not be a maid long, nies Guy be cut ſhorter. 
be? [Exeunt,. 


Fool. - | B4 | ACT 


3 
8 : 
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Cur. And you, Sir. I have been with your f- 

ther, and given him notice that the Duke of Corn 3. 

. awall, and Regan his Dutcheſs, will be e with bin 1 
wm night q BH 
Edm. How comes that ? A 1 


abroad; I mean, the whiſper'd ones; for they are yer 


the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany? 


My father watches O Sir, fly this place, . 


fg LI Ax. 


ACT II. 


8 0 E N E, A 3 login to the Buri 
of Glo'ſter. 


Enter Edmund and Curan , ſeveralh. | 


.-. WY m9 N D. 
AVE thee, Ds, 


ped: 


Cur. Nay, I know not; you have heard of the news 


but ear-kifling arguments. 
Edm. Not I ; pray you, what are they? 
Car. Have you heard of no likely wars away "tw 


2 | 
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Edm. Not a word. | - = 
. Cur. You may do then in time. Fare you well, , Si. - 
xit, 8 
Edam. The Duke be here to night! the better ! beſt! 
This weaves it ſelf perforce into my buſineſs ; 
My father hath ſet guard to take my brother, 
And I have one thing of a queazy queſtion 
Which I muſt act: briefneſs, and fortune work! 
Brother, a word; deſcend ; Brother, I ſay j =—— 


- To him, Enter Edgar. 


Intelligence is giv'n where you are hid; 

You've now the good advantage of the night — 

Have you not ſpoken gainſt the Duke of Cornwall/? 

He' 8 coming hither, now i'th' night, 1 veh' haſte, <p 
n 


» 
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And Regan with him; have you nothing ſaid 
W pon his Party 'gainſt the Duke of Albany oh 
Adviſe your ff -* 
| Ede. Lm ſure on't, not tec: | 
| Edm. I hear my father coming. Pardon'me — 
n cunning, I muſt draw my ſword upon you ——= 
draw, ſeem to defend your ſelf. 
ow quit you well —= 
ield come before my father—light bos, here 
ly, brother Torches ! — ſo farewel — [Ex. Edg. 
ome blood, drawn on me, would beget opinion 
6 [Wounds his arm. 
DF my more e fierce endeavour. I've ſcen drunkards 
Do more than this in — Father! e 1 


rl 


— 


. Fp, fp; uo ap; 
him 1 To him, Enter Glo'ſter, tet 5 with torches. 


XZ Gh. Now, Edmund, where's the villain ? 
2X Edam. Here ſtood he in the dark, his ſharp ſword out, 


ew umbling of wicked Charms, conj ring the moon 
et ro ſtand s auſpicious miſtreſs. 
650. But where is he? 
wixt "3 Gh. Where is the villain, Edmund ? 
Ean. wry this way, Sir, when by no means ; he 
= could 
Sir. Gh. Parſue him, ho! go after. By no means, what ?— 
: - . Edm. Perſuade me to the murther of your lordſhip ; 


: But that, I told him, the revenging Gods 
Gainſt Parricides did all the thunder bend, 
poke with how manifold and ſtrong a bond 
The child was bound to th' father, ——Sir, in ine, 
Seeing how lothly oppoſite I ſtood _ 

To his unnat'ral purpoſe, in fell motion 

With his prepared ſword he charges home 

My unprovided body, lanc'd my arm; 

And when he ſaw my beſt alarmed ſpirits, 
Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to th' —_— 
Or whether gaſted by the noiſe I made, | 
Full ſuddenly ] he fled. 


3 5 C. 


24 1 21 King. LS 4 2. 


Gb. Let him fly far 

Not in this land aa 80 855 
And found; difpatch——the noble Duke my vater, 
My worthy and arch - patron, comes nne (6) 
By his authority I will proclaim it, | 
That he, who finds him, ſhall deſerve our thanks, 
Bringing the murth*rous coward to the flake: + 
He that conceals him, death. - 

Eu. When I diff vaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with eurſt 

I threaten'd to diſcover him ; be replied, 

Thou unpoſſeſſing Baſtard ! do'ſt thou think, 

If I would ſtand againft thee, would the repoſil 
Of any truſt, virtue, or worth in then 
Make thy words faith'd? no; what I ſhould 2 pms 
(As this I would, although thou didſt produce 

My very character) Pd turn it al! 

To thy ſuggeſtion, plot, and damned practice; 
And thou muſt make a dullard of the world, 
If they not thought the profits of my death . 


Were very pregnant and potential 4 
To n it. ey li; rumpets woithin. 
Gh. O ſtrange, faſten'd, villain! = 
Would he deny his letter? — I never got him. — 3 3 
Hark, the Duke s trympets! I know not why he comes f a 1 
All Ports F1l bar; the villain ſhall not "ſcape; | 


The Duke muſt grant me that; befides, his picture 
I will ſend far and near, that all the Kingdom , 
May have due note of him; and of my land, 
(Loyal and natural Boy!) ll work the means 
To mow thee capable. 


8 3 
3 
3 


SS 
25 OE ESC er open 


r 
2 2 
NE *& 755 72 8 N . STU 3 * 
F 1 FEY 5 
5 NN EA Gn „„ 
> _ 
when = . 4 1 4 
SO 1 
K D 
r : 
To 8 Nee 9 
** x „ 3 


33 
n 
> J N £ 1 


% My W Arch and Patren.] I can meet with no 4 . 

thority of this Word uſed in this manner, to ſignify, m 
Prince, my Chief; but always as an epitatie Particle prefix in oe 
and annex'd to another Noun: and therefore 1 have ventur'd! 
to ſuppoſe a Tranſpoſition of the Copulative, and that we; 
ought to 1ead, Ewe as OT: os Arai. 
b: ſhop, &c. : 


Enter 


„„ 
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Tn Enter Cornwall, Regan, and atttndants.” | 
$ | om. om my" noble friend ? fince I came 
0 Fhich 1 can call but now, I have heard ftrang 
a If it be true, all vengeance comes too 
can purſue th” offender ; how does my lord ; 
1— O , my old heart is crack'd, it's crack'd. 
Reg. What, did my father's godſon ſeek your life? 
e whom my father nam'd, your Edgar ? 
XZ Ghe. O lady, lady, Shame would have it hid. 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights, 
That tend upon my father? 
| Glo. I know not, Madam: tis too bad, too bad. 
| Edm. Yes, Madam, he was of that conſort. 
4 No marvel then, though he were ill affected; 
1 46 they have put him on the old man's death, 
'2 B To have th' expence and waſte of his revenues. 
have this preſent evening from my ſiſter 
"77 Been well inform'd of them; and with ſuch cautions, 
That if they come to ſojourn at my houſe, 
n 'Il not be there. 
2 ” Corn. Nor I, I aſſure thee, Regan; 
Famund, I hear, that you have ſhewn your an 
- ; 2 child-like office. 
Eam. 'Twas my duty, Sir. 
000. He did bewray his practice, and receiv'd 
This hurt you ſee, ſtriving to apprehend him. 
Corn. Is he purſued ? 
Gl. Ay, my good lord. | 
Corn. If he be taken, he ſhall never more | 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpoſe, . 
How in my ſtrength you pleaſe. As for you, Edmund, | 
WW hoſe virtue and obedience doth this inſtant | 
So much commend it ſelf, you ſhall be ours; / | 
Natures of ſuch deep Truft we ſhall much „ 
V ou we firſt ſeize on. 5 | 
| Edam. I ſhall ſerve you, Sir, 
| 3 however elſe. 


Gh. I thank your Grace, 82 1 
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From hence attend diſpatch, Our _ iend, 
Lay Comforts to your boſom ; and beſtow 

' Your needful eounſel to our noggin Bf £14 
Which crave the inſtant uſe. 


1 


Corn. You know not 2 we came to viſit you . 
Reg. Thus out of ſeaſon threading dark-· ey d night; 3 (1 8 
ons, noble G/'fter, of ſome prize, | 
erein we muſt have uſe of your advice. — 
Our father he hath writ, ſo hath our ſiſter, 
Of difrences, which beſt thought it fit 
To anſwer from our home: the ſev'ral meſſen 


61. I ſerve you, Madam: 
Your Graces are right welcome. 


Enter Kent, and Steward, 8 


Steav. Good evening to thee, friend art of this houk! | 
Kent, Ay. 1 
Stew, Where may we ſet eur horſes? 

Kent, I'th' mire. 

Stew. Pr'ythee, if thou lov'ſt me, tell me. 
Kent. I love thee not. 7 
Stew. Why then I care not for thee. 5 
Kent. If [ had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would mak? 


Stew. Why doſt thou uſe me thus? 1 know thee nat." 
Kent. Fellow, I know thee. x 
Stew. What doſt thou know me for ? 


2 baſe, proud, ſhallow, be garly, three-ſuited, bun 
dred- pound, filthy worſted - ſtocking: knave; a lilly? 
liver * action - taking, knave; a whorſon, glaſs-gazing 


<7) —  rhreading darker Night. ] I have not t ventur'd 0 


mote, 

reading darkcey'd whe. : 
J. e. ns {hh in it. The other carries too >" who and 
mean an Alluſion. It muſt either be borrow'd from the Cant 
| phraſe of threading of Alles, i. e. going thro! bye · paſſages | 3H 
to m_ the high Streets; ox to threading a Needle in the dar 9 


Af . 


. King LE AX. ogy 
der · ſerviceable, finical rogue; one-trunk- inheritin 
1 we one that would'ſt be a bawd in way of pool 
rvice; and art nothing but the compoſition of a 
nave, beggar, coward, pander, and the ſon and heir 
f a mungril bitch 3 one whom I will beat into clam- 
Sous whining, if thou deny'ſt the leaſt ſyllable of thy 
addition. | „ ö =» | 
Steav. Why, what a monſtrous fellow art thou, thus 
Jo rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knows 
* Kent, What a brazen-fac'd-varlet art thou, to deny thou 
K&now'ft me? is it two days ago, ſince I tript up thy 
Feels, and beat thee before the King? draw, you rogue; 
bor tho it be night, yet the moon ſhines; I'll make a 
op o'th' moonſhine of you; you whorſon, cullionly, 
" Kharber-monger,: draw. [Drawing his feverd, 
Steno. Away, I have nothing to do with the. 
Kent. Draw, you raſcal ; you come with letters againſt 
Me King; and take Vanity, the Puppet's part, againſt 
Ihe royalty of her father; draw, you rogue, or I'll fo 
rarbonado your ſhanks ——— draw, you raſcal, come 
: A vour ways. . ; | : LA > 
Stew. Help, ho! murther! help] — 
Kent. Strike, you ſlave; ſtand, rogue, ſtand, you neat. 
ZMave, ſtrike. | F [ Beating him. 
Ster. Help ho! murther! murther! —— e Be 
Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Glo'ſter, and 
n 196M nag 
Ean. How now, what's the matter? Part 
Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you pleaſe ; come, 
I'll fleſh ye; come on, young maſter. _ 
Glo. Weapons? arms? what's the matter here? 
| Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives; he dies, that ſtrikes 
again; what's the matte? 
Reg. The meſſengers from our ſiſter and the King? 
Corn. What is your difference? ſpeak. 
Stew, I am ſcarce in breath, my lord. 
Kent. No marvel, you have ſo beſtir'd your valour ; 
you cowardly raſcal ! nature diſclaims all ſhare in thee: 
dark, HE a tailor made thee. | 


Corn. 


PR Li ak 


Cern. Thon art « range fellow 1 a tailor thake « mas 

_ Kent. I, a tailor, Sir; a flone-cutter, or a painter could 
not have mace him ſo nh; n two 
hours 0th” trade. | 


Corn. Speak yet, how grew yo a 1 
Steau. This ancient ruffian, Sir, qo yo 51 have ſpart 
"at ſuit of his grey beard —— 


Kent. Thou whorſon zed! thou — 
my lord, if you will give me leave, 1 this un. 
2 3 —— mortar, beard? the wall of a jakes 
gd e my you r — 
Corn. Peace, — 2 O yo 
You beaſtly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger hath. a privilege. 
Corn. Why art thou angry? x 

_ Kent, That ſuch a ſlave as this ſhou'd wear a ford, 
Who wears no honeſty: ſuch ſmiling rogues as theſe, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain (83) 
Too intrinſicate tunlooſe ; ſooth every 3 
ne in the nature of their lords pg 


(e) Like rats, ofe bite the hal 20 atwaine, \ 
Which are i” intrince, t w#looſt;] Thus the firſt Editors blun- y 
der'd this Paſſage into unintelligible Nonſenſe. Mr. Pope ſo Bi ( 

p 
| 


1 
1 
1 2 
3 +19 
is 
$3! ih 
x 
' [ 
x 1 
5 N 
1 bx 
N 1 
[ 
x 
'S 
[ 
. 1 
5 4 
| i IH 
$i: ki 
11 
x 
i 
i 2 
#343 ft 
1 ' 
5 * 
ff 
[| 
1 } 
6 
14 
14 
| . 
: i 
1 
5 
11 
4 11 
4 
bo 
1 
14 
1 
1 
i} 
it 
+ 
| 
1 


far has diſengag d them, as to give us plain Senſez but by 
"throwing out the Epithet boly, tis evident, he was not aware 
of the Poet's fine Meaning. 111 firſt eftabliſh and prove the 
- Reading; then explain the Alluſion. Thus the Poet . it; 
Lie rats, oft bite the holy Cords in ain, | 
No *intrinficate rfanloſe — ' | 
Je means, inward, hidden; perplextz as a Knot, hard to be 
unravell'd; it is deriv'd from the Larin adverb intrin ſecùs; from 
which the 7ralians have coin'd a very beautiful Phraſe, intrin- 
icarſi col uno, i. e. to grow intimate with, to wind one ſelf in- 
to another. And now to our Author's Senſe. Kent is rating 
the Steward, as a Paraſite of Gonerill's; and ſuppoſes very juſt» 
ly, that he has fomented the Quartel betwixt that Princeſs 
and her Father: in which Office, he compates him to a ſacri- 
legious Rat: and by a fine Metaphor, as Mr. Warburton ob- 
{erved to me, fliles the Union betyeen Parcgts and Children 
the haty Cords. - 


OT 
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King Lt AK; | » 
ring oil to fle, nd t6 their colder mocds : 15 
Nerege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks _ : 
ith ev'ry Gale and Vary of their maſters; 
As knowing ndught, like cops, but lowing. 
A plagds upon your epilep 


ſparu mile you 7 hes, e 5 were 8 9001 . 
Gooſe, i you u arum-plain, 
ter | Md drive ye cackling home to Camblit. © 


is UN- Corn. What art thou mad, old fellow 8 ak. 
Gli. How fell you out? fay that. 1 
_ Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 
Than I and ſach à knave. | 
Corn. Why doſt thou call bim klare! what is is fault? 
| Kent. His countenance likes me not. | 
: Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, nor his, 1 nor 
rd, hers. 
e, Kent. Sir, tis my occupation to be plain 3 
J have ſeen better faces in my time, 8 
Than ſtand on any ſhonlder that I ſee 
Before me at this inſtant. 
Corn. This is ſome fellow, © 
„ | Who having been prais'd for bluntnefs, doth * 
= A ſawey roughneſs ; and conſtrains the garb, 
% Quite from his nature, He can't flatter, he,. 
ware An honeſt mind and plain, he muſt ſpeak ruth; z 
che An they will take it, fo; if not, he's plain. w—_ 
it; Theſe kind of knayes I Dons which in this plainneſs | 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 


Than t filly ducking obſervants, 
be That ſtretch their duties nicely. ' 
rom Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity, 
in- Under th* allowance of your grand aſpect, 
in- Whoſe influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
ing On flickering Phezbus? front 
— Corn. What mean' ſt by this? | | 
. Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you diſcommend 
Uk ſo much : Ik ow, Sir, I am no flatterer ; he, that be- 
guil'd you in a plain accent, was a plain knaye ; z which 


tor my part I will not be, though I ſhould win your diſ- 
| Pleaſure to intreat me to t. 


| | Com: 


* 


49 | 


It pleas d the King his his maſter very lately 


ay 1 him; 3 praiſes of the King 
For him attempting L 


And, in the dehnt of this 1 exploit, If 6 


' You ſtubborn ancient knave, you rev rend deere, 


King 1 2 * A R. 
Corn. What was th' offence you gave Mink. 
Stew. TI never, gave him any: 


To ſtrike at me upon his miſconſtruction: Wo 
5 — he conjun „ and flatt' ring his Alplesſure, : 
Fs me behind; "being down, 5, falted: rail'd, S 
put upon him ſuch. a deal of man, that — 


was ſelf · ſubdu d; . 


Drew on me here: 9 2 i e 
Kent. None of theſe rogues and cowards, ng 

But Ajax is their fool. ma my 
Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks. 


We'll teach you Cad 
: Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn: LES. 

Call not your Stocks for me, I ſerve: 15 Op Te 
On who Ad E e 10ne 29 you 4 A] 
' You ſhall do reſpect, 18 too bold malce | 

Againſt the grace and perſon of my; e = H 

Stocking his meſſenger. e e 

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks; B 


A de e Hi corn * 
Reg. Till noon till night, my lord, and all night too, 


" Kent. Why, Madam, if I were your father's dog, 


Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will? TSrecks bought oat, 
Cooks This is a fellow of the ſelf· fame nature. 
Our ſiſter ſpeaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks, 
Gh. Let me beſeech your Grace not to do ſo; 
His fault is much, and 95 good King his maſter 
Will check him for t; your purpos'd low correction 
Is ſuch, as baſeſt and the meaneſt wretches 
For pilf*rin and moſt-common treſpaſſes, 
Are miſs ; with. The King muſt take it ill, 
That he, ſo ſlightly valued in his meſſenger, 
mw have him thus reſtrain d. . 
Corn. I'll anſwer that. 


Reg. My Siſter may receive it much more worſe, 


0 

F 

You could not uſe me ſo. | 4 
1 

E 


To 
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ro have her Gentleman abus d, * 14 
For following „rg x Put in his leg | 

- _ [Kent 7s put in the Stocks. 
Come, my lord, away. - [Exeunt Regan and Cornwall. 
Gh. I'm forry for thee, friend; tis the Duke's ers, 
hoſe diſpoſition, all the world well knows, - 
Will not be rubb'd nor ſtop'd. I'll intreat for thee. 
| Kent. $5 4 do not, Sir. I've wasch'd and cee 


Some time I ſhall ſleep out, the reſt I'Il whiſtle : 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels 
Give you morrow. 
Gb. T e Duke's to blame in this, weil be ill taken. 
I Exit. 
Kent. Good Eing, that muſt approve the common _ 
Thou out of heaven's benediction com ſt 
To the warm ſun ! 
Approach, thou beacon to this under-globe, 
Looking up to the moon. 
That by thy comfortable . may 
Peruſe this letter. Nothing almoſt ſees miracles, 
But miſery. I know; *tis from Cordelia; ; 
Who hath moſt fortunately been inform*d 
Of my obſcured courſe. I ſhall find time 
From this enormous ſtate, and ſeek to give 
| Loſſes their remedies. All weary and o'er-watch'd, 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold | 
This ſhameful lodging. 
F 1 good night; ; {mile REO; turn thy at: 


[He ſleeps, 
8 C! ENE changes to a part of @ Heath. 


E nter Edgar. 


VE heard my ſelf proclaim d, 
And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 
Eſcap'd the hunt. No port is free, no place, 
That Guard and moſt unuſual vigilance | + 
To Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may "ape, | 


a King Le ak 
I will ES ſelf: and am bethought 
That ever Penury in contempt of man 


Blanket my loins; elfe 


The coun * me A and preſident 


Poor pelting villages, ſheep · coats and mills, 
Sometimes with lunatick bans, ſometimes with pray rs, 
| Inforce their charity; poor 7 arlygood 1 


Tear. 18 ſtrange, that they thould f depurt rom 


Of this remove. 


Your ſon ee 


To tale the baſeſt and the pooreſt ſnape, 


Brought near to beaſt: — ſite Pl grime with filth; | 


my hair in — ; 
And with N nakedneſs out · face | 


The 8 and perſecutions of the sky. 


Of bedlam beggars o, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, ſprigs of roſemary; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 


Tom | — 


That's ſomething yet: Edgar 1 nothing am, [Exit, 


SCENE changes, again, to the Earl 
e Got ng, $ FE? 


Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 


7 home, 1 . 
And not ſend back my meſſenger. | 
Cent. As I learn d, 

The night before, there was no purpoſe in them 


Kent. Hail to thee, noble maſter | _ 

Lear. Ha! mak'ſt thou thy ſhame thy paſtime ? 

Kent. No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha, he wears cruel 3 horſes are ty'd 
by the heads, dogs and (ray by th" neck, monkeys by 
the loins, and men by th' legs; when a man is over-luſty 
at legs, then he wears wooden nether ſtocks. | 

Lear. What's he, that hath ſo much thy Place ; ilk 
To ſet thee here? 

Kent. It is both he and ſhe, | 


Fa 
D 
B 
J 
F 
N 
U 
? 


ent. 


a pu — — 
. r ohm 


— | | 
Lear. By 4. re I ſiren; 1 no. 
Kent. By 7 uno, I ſwear, ay. 
Lear. They durſt not do't.. 


o do upon reſpect ſuch violent outra 
eſolve me with all modeſt haſte, which way 


oming from us ? 
| Kent. My lord, when at their home! «4.3 


Jas riſen from the place, that ſhew'd 
duty kneeling, came ar Poſt, * 
u in his haſte, half breathl , panting forth | 
rom Gonrriil his miſtreſs; ſalutation 1 
deliver'd letters ſpight of intermiſſion, - 

Which preſently they read: on whoſe contents 


nmanded me to follow, 


ud meeting here the other me 

hoſe welcome, I perceiv'd, had poiſon'd mine 3 
Being the very fellow, which of late 
Diſplay'd ſo ſaucily againſt your Hi ghneſt,) 
Having more man than wit about me, I drew); 
He rais'd the houſe with loud and coward cries : 
Your ſon and daughter found this treſpaſs worth 
The ſhame which here it ſuffers. 


Way. 
Fathers, that wear rags, 
Do make their children blind; 
But fathers, chat bear 8 
Shall ſee their children kind. : 
Fortune, that arrant whore, 
Neer turns the key to th' poor. 


But, for all this, thou ſhalt have 3 as many dolours From 


Thy dear daughters, as thou canſt tell in a year. 


hou mightꝰſt deſerve, or they n this uſage, 


__y ſummon'd up their meiny, — oor took horſe 3 


ey could not, would not do't ; wy work chan marcher; 


tid eommend your Highneſs letters to them, 


he leiſure of their anſwer 3 gave me cold looks «3 


Fool. Winter's not yore yet; if the wild geeſe fy chat 


Lear. 


£ 6 — ORCS. "4" 
— P —˙r*˙— m ̃— a 


1 b e 
| _ Lear. Oh, how this mother ſwells up tow'rd my hey 
Hyſterica paſo, down, thou climbing ſorrow, 
Thy element's below; where is this 3 
Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within. 
Lear. Follow me not; ſtay here. ph, 78 Wer ai 
Sen. Made you no more nn 21 
But what you ſpeak 7 e Nu 
LKent. None. | 
How chance the Kin comes » with 0 ſmall a e Cl 
Fool. An thou King been ſet i' th munen 9 


ſtion, thou'dſt well deſerved i it. 0 
Kent. Why, fool-2?? ſou? 
Fool. We for thee to ſchool 0.an- Ant, to teach th ret 

there's no lab'ring i“ th* winter. All, that follow theiiiſfcry 

noſes are led by their eyes, but blind men and chere o, 

2 a N but can ſmell him that's ſtink fr. 


— let go th , when a great wheel runs dowli 
ill, leſt it 1 me thy. neck with following it; but the 
gre reat one that goes upward, let him draw thee after, 
hen a wiſe man gives thee better counſel, give me mite 
again; I would Have nba knaves follow it, iinces 
fool gives it. N or 
That Sir, which. Spes for gain, uns. coin 
Will pack, when it — to rain, . 
And leave thee in the ſtorm: TH , 


But I will tarry, the fool will er. | 01 
And let: the wiſe man fly Ir 
'The knave turns fool, char runs a J | fats, N 
The fool no knave, perdy. oper! 1 ( 
Kent. Where learn d you thine 1 l 
Fool. Not i' th* Stocks, fool. _ "RW | 
Enter Lear and Gloſter. g 


Jour: Deny to ſpeak with me? they're fick, they're 7 


| eary, 
They have travelbd all the night? mere fetches 
The images of revolt and flying off. e an: 


n 1 i 1 [is ot 14% 
You 
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hu know the bs any. hy of the Duke 
i. ben et 67 AT of 4a } 
þ Ven e death! denken | 
ent what ery ty 2 why, Ge, 
with Puke RAY Cornwall, and his with,” 
Well, my good lord, T have Mform'd them fo, 
real Inform d — doſt thou underſtand me, man ? 
Gh. Ay, my good lord? 
Lear. The Ring would ſpeak with Cornwall, the 
dear father 6 
ou'd with his daughter ſpeak 3 community het ſervice: 
re depo inform'd of this? my breath and blood! Pr - 
Wery ? the fiery duke? tell the hot Duke, that 
Wo, but not yet; may be, he is not well) 
firmity doth ſtill negle& all office, 0 
hereto our health is bound; we're not our ſelves, 9 * 
hen Nature, being oppreſt, commands the mind 
Jo ſuffer with the body. I'll forbear ; 
end am fall'n out with my more headier will, 
Wo take the indiſpos'd and fickly fit 
Wor the ſound man. Death on my tate ! but wherefor 
\Fhtould he fit here? this AQ perſuades me, 
hat this remotion of the Nuke and her 
practice only. Give me my ſervant forth; 
, tell the Duke and's wife, I'd ſpeak with them: 
ow, preſently, — bid them come forth and hear me, 
r at their chamber-door [ll beat the , ber of 
Till it cry, fleep to death. * 
Gb. I would have all well betwixt you. ¶[Exit. 
Lear. Oh me, my heart! my riſing heart! 46. down. 
Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the Eels, 
jhen ſhe put them i' th* Paſty alive; ſhe rapt em o'th' 
oxcombs with a ftick, and cry'd, down wantons, down; 
ey're MTwas her brother, that | in pure kindneſs to his horſe 
utter d his hay. 


Euter Cornwall, Regan, Cloer, wy $ ervants. 


| | Lear. Good morrow to you both. 
Corn, Hail to your Grace! [Kent is /et at liberty. 


Reg. 


[Exi 


aber) 
at qu 


ut the 


You 


! 
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Reg. I am glad to ſee your Highnels, - {+ 
| Lear. 33H — — N 
I have to — 3-7 thou were ae . 


2 3: 1 — bs 2 
1 vag ſcarce; eee thoy'le not helieve, 
* w_ deprav'd 5 . Sans Regan | —— 
pray you, Sir, take: patience 3 en 
You leſs know how to value her deſert. * 
Lear. Say ? How.i is that Pm. _ 
World fil her obligation. If Pacha — 
ou ation. ce, 
_ have —— — of ln followers. — | 
*Tis on ſuc to wheleſam , 
As clears her — all blame. 
Lear. My curſes on . r 
3 O Sir, yo arecald, 1 
ature in you ſtands on th e very verge 
Of her confine ; you ſhould be ral'd and led 
By ſome diſcretion, that diſcerns your ſtate 
Better than you your Self : therefore, I pray you, 
That to our ſiſter you do make return; 
Say, you have wrong d her, Sir. 
Lear. Ask her forgiveneſs? 
Do yon but mark, how this becomes the Uſe ? (9) 


600 Do — * mark rok, this Las * Houſe 2] This Phra 
to me is uniutelligible, and ſeems to ſay nothing to the pu 
poſe: Neither can it mean, as 1 conceive, how this become 
the Order of. Families. Lear would certainly intend to repl 
how does asking my Daughters Forgiveneſs become me 1 
Father, and agree with common Faſhion, the eftabliſh'd Rub 
and Cuſtom of Nature? It ſeems, therefore, no Doubt to mt 
but the Poet wrote, as I have alter'd the Text. And that 874 
ſhoe prone Pe. in this E is too obvious to wall 


* 
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ear daughter, I conſeſs, that I am old ; 
ge is unneceſſary: On my knees I 
hat you'll vouchſafe me rainient, bed, and food. 
Reg. Good Sir, no more; theſe « are Raga | tricks 
eturn you to my ſiſter, © 
Lear, Never, Regan: : 
8 1 5 "te tongue, 
ook upon = uck me wi 100 
oſt t-like, u pon the very heart. 124 
IA grate Top —. — oung bon 
In her ingrate 0 e her youn 2 
ou Airs, with Iamenefs [——— N 
Y ub laben — — 
Lear. Vou nimble lightnin a rt your 
nto her ſcornful ey 1 uty, 
ou fen- ſuck d 75 "han by the hag ſun 
To fall, and blaſt her pride. is 
Reg. O the bleſt Gods! | 
zo will you wiſh on me, — 5 the raſh mood is on. 
Lear. No, Regan, thou ſhalt never have my curſe: 
hy tender- heſted nature ſhall not give i. 
ice oer to harſhneſs 5 her eyes are fieree, but thine 
Do poor, and not wn. *Tis not in thee 
2 y pleaſures, to cut off my train, 
ndy haity words, to ſcant my ſizes, _ 
nd, in concluſion, to oppoſe the bolt 
Againſt my coming in. Thou better know'ſt 
The offices of nature, bond of child-hocd, 
Effects of courteſie, dues of gratitude : | 
Thy half o'th* Kingdom thou haſt not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 75 12 | 2 
Reg. Good Sir, to th' pu rumpet within. 
. Who put my man i th' Stocks ? 


* * 


(10) Lesbd black upon me,] This is a Phraſe which I 
a not underſtand; neither have 1 any where elſe met with 
it. But to /ook blank is a known Expreſſion, ſignifying, either 
to give diſcouraging Looks to another, or to ſtand diſmay'd 
and diſappointed one's-ſelf. The Poet means here, that Generill 
gave him cold Looks, as he before phraſes it in this play. 


Enter 


r 2. A OAIAIIS > 


e be mee. = 


Corn, What trampey' that) EW 

Ne. I know't, my fifter's ; Ps 5 ho letter, 
That ſhe would ſoon be here. Is your lady come? 

Lear. This is a ſlave, whoſe e, 11 

Dwells in e 

Out, varlet, * bad hight. Narbe 
Corn. What means your Grace? 


we YO. Fin, Gonerill. 
1 Who fockt: my ſervant? Regan, I've * 


46. 
yy % — N 


1 2 
827 l 


Thou didſt not rene ho comes here? 4 

O Heav'ns .; 

- ou do love old: men our Tweet ſway (11) 1 
n — — old, 


. Mates? it your cauſe ; ſend down, and take my part Br. 
Art not aſham'd to look upon this beard ? - 


O Regan, will you take her by. che hard; v7 He 8 
Gon. Why not by th' hand, Sir? how have I offended! A 
All's not offence, - that indiſcretion ee In 
And dotage terms ſo. 97 0 Is 
Lear. O ſides, you are too tough as to Br 


Will you yet hold? — how came my man i' th* Stocks? Ne 


— I ſet him there, Sir: but his own diforders M 

| Deſerv'd much leſs advancement. Þ __ I | 
Lear. You? did you? T 
Reg. I pray you, Father, being weak, ſeem I 

If, *till the expiration of your month, _:. = 7 
You will return and ſojourn with my viſter, | Ta F 
Diſmiſſing half your train, come then to me; | bob 
I'm now from A ail out of that. Fi | 


1 . 
2 1 


(25 7 your *. ſway 
Allow Obedience,] Could any Man in his Senſes, and Lear has 
dem yer, make it a Queſtion whether Heaven alleuw*d Obedi- 
_ ence? Undoubtedly, the Poet wrote — Hallow Obedience. fit 
i. e. if by your Ordinances you hold and pronounce it ſaniti- ¶ co 
ed; and 2 eOg the Violators of it as ſactilegious Perſons. c 

| "Mr, Warburton, fin 


Wh ich 


— 


E L 2. C 


uch mall be needful for your entertainment. 
Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dim? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chuſe (12) | 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl ; 
0 Wage, 2 gainſt the enmity o th' air, 
Neceſſity pinch —— Return with her? 
hy, the ; hoe blooded France, that dow'rleſs tool 
Our youngeſt born, I _ as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and *Squire-like penſion beg, 
o keep baſe life a- foot; Return with herr 
Perf e me rather to be ſlave, ae ag TT OE” 
To this deteſted groom. - e 
Gon. At your choice, Sir. = | 
Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad? „ 
I will not trouble thee, my child. Farewe © 
We'll no more meet, no more ſee one another ; 
But yet thou art my fleſh, my blood, my daughter, 
Or rather a diſeaſe that's in my fleſh, I 
ded? 3 I muſt needs call mine; thou art a bile, 
A plague-ſore, or imboſſed carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood; but I'll not chide thee. 
I et ſhame come when it will, I do not call it ; 
= |! do not bid the thunder-bearer ſhoot, 
f Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Fove. 

Mend when thou canſt ; be better at thy leiſure, - 

I can be patient, I can ſtay with Regan; 

I, and my hundred Knights, | 

Reg. Not altogether 1o; 
I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome; give ear to my ſiſter 3 


(12) — — and chuſe 
To wage againſt the enmity o th? Air, 
To be a Comrade with the Wolf and Owl, 


* 


* Neceſſity s ſharp Pinch.) The Breach of the Senſe here 
is 2 manifeſt Proof, that theſe Lines were tranſpos'd by tha 
it Editors: Neither can there be any Syntax or Grammatical 


Coherence, unleſs we ſuppoſe Neceſſity's ſharp Pinch to be the 
Accuſative to wage. As I have plac'd the Yeiſes, the Senſe is 
line aud eaſie; and the Sentence compleat and find. 


hich You, TS. - 0 * 


i 
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For thoſe that mingle reaſon with your paſſion, - 
| Muſt be content aa chin you . = io — 
But ſhe knows what ſhe does, 

Lear. Is this well ſpoken ? 

Reg. I dare avouch it, Sir; 310 fifty followers > 
Is it not well ? what ſhould you need of more? 


Yea, or ſo many ? fince both charge and danger 
8 gainſt ſo great a number: how in one houſe To 
Should — y people under two commands O 
Hold xy 2: *tis hard, almoſt impoſſible. E Ste 
Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance | 7 \ 
From thoſe that The calls ſervants, or from mine ? - 'T} 
1 * hy not, my lord ? if then chey chanc'd to W 
e, Tt 
We could 4 om: ;.if you'll come to me, Ne 
(For now I ſpy a oo er) I intreat you TI 
To bring but five twenty; to no more Or 


Will 1 give place or notice. 
Lear. I gave you all 
Reg. And in good time you gave it. | 
| Lear. Made you my Guardians, my depoſitaries EY 
But kept.a 5 Cob to be follow'd. Ca 
With ſuch a number; muſt 1 come to you 


With five and twenty ? Regan, faid you ſo? A 
Reg. And ſpeak't again, my lord, no more with me, 
Lear. Thoſe wicked creatures yet do look well-favour'd, Bu 


When others are more wicked: Not being work, 
Stands in ſome rank of praiſe ; I'll go with the: W 
Thy fifty yet doth double five hy twenty; 
And thou art twice her love. 
Gon. Hear me, my lord; 
What need vou five and twenty, ten, or five, 
Jo follow in a houſe, where twice ſo many 
- Have a command to tend you? 
Reg. What needs one? 
Lear. O; reaſon not the need: our baſeſt beggars 
Are in the pooreſt thing ſuperfluous ; 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
' Man's life is cheap as beaſt?. Thou art a lady: 
1 cal to go warm were gorgeous, obs Tong II 
„ , Way, 


my = 
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Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
hich ſcarcely keeps thee warm; but for true need, 
You heav'ns, give me that patience which I need! 
EY ou ſee me here, you Gods, a poor old man, 
As. full of grief as age; wretched in both!“ 
Uf it be you, that ſtir theſe daughters hearts 
Againſt their father, fool me not ſo much 
To bear it tamely; touch me with noble an 


O let not womens weapons, water-drops ; 


Stain my man's cheeks. No, you unnat'ral hags, 
nce MT will have ſuch revenges on you bot, 
That all the world ſhall —— I will do ſuch things, 

to What they are, yet I know not; but they ſhall-be 
| The terrors of the earth: you think, I'll weep : 
No, I'll not et I have full cauſe of weeping | 
This heart ſhall break into a thouſand flaws _ 
Or ere I weep. O fool, I ſhall go mad. 
[Exeaunt Lear, Glo'ſter, Kent and Fool. 
Corn. Let us withdraw, *twill be a ſtorm. SG 5 
ä 2 | [Storm and tempeſt! 
| Reg. This houſe is little; the old man and his people 
Cannot be well beſtow'd. -- | 
Gon. *Tis his own blame hath put himſelf from reſt, 
And muſt needs taſte his folly. | 
ne, Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly ; 
rd, But not one follower. 
Son. So am I purpos d. 
Where is my Lord of Glo'fler ? 
Enter Gloſter. 
Corn. Follow'd the old man forth; — he is return'd. 
Gh. The King is in high rage, and will I know nog 
whither. | 
Corn. Tis beſt to give him way, he leads himſelf. 
Gon. My lord, intreat him by no means to ſtay. 
Gʃ. Alack, the night comes on: and the high winds 
Do ſorely ruffle, for many miles about 
There's 4 a buſh. 
Reg. O Sir, to wilful men, 
The injuries, that they —_— procure, - 
w 4 


hy, 


MuP 


SP OY D L n dl 


| Muſt be their ſchool-maſters . ſhut up 8 I 
He is attended with a defp'rate train 
And what they may incenſe him to, being apt 
To have his ear awd, wiſdom bids fear. E 
Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord, tis a wild night; 
My enen, well: come out o' th Seem: 215 
| 6 he 21 \ [Excunt. 


A * A. 
8 C E N E. a Heath. 


D and a Gentleman, ſeorrath. 


KEN r. 


7 HO 's there, beſides 8 5 
Gent. One minded like the money moſt 
- unguietly. | 
| Kent. I know you ; where's the King? 
Gent, Contending with the fretful elements; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the ſea "of 
Or ſwell the curled waters *bove the main, | 
That things might Change , or ceaſe : tears his white hair; 
(Which the impetuous blaſts with eyeleſs mas - 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of.) 
Strives in his little World of Man t Ae 
The to-and-fro-conflifting Wind and Rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch, 
The lion, and the belly 4 wolf _ 
Keep their furr dry; unbonnetted he runs, 
And bids what will, take all. | 
Kent. But who is with him? 
Gent. None but the Fool, who labours to wout:jelt 
His heart-ſtruck injuries. 
Kent. Sir, I do know you, 
And dare, upon the warrant of my note, 
Commend a dear thing to * ng 6 diviſion 


(Al- 


4 it 10 board, with thuraler and Lightning. Enter 
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| With matual eunning) twirt Albary and Cornwell: 
| Throne and ſet high?) ſervants, who ſeem no leſs ; 
Intelligent of our ſtate. What hath been ſeen, 


| Into this ſcatter'd kingdom; who already, 


Of how unnatural and bemadding ſorrow , 


Jam a gentleman of blood and breeding, | 


(Although as yet the face of it is cover'd | 


Who have (as who have not, whom their great ſtars (13) 
Which are to France the ſpies and ſpeculations 


Either in ſnuffs and packings of the Dukes; 

Or the hard rein, which both of them have borne 

Againſt the old kind king ; or ſomething deeper, 
hereof, perchance, theſe are but furniſhings — ) * 

But true it is, from France there comes a power | 


Wiſe in our negligence, have ſecret ſea - 
In ſome of our beſt ports, and are at point 
To ſhow their open banner —— Now to you, 
If on my credit you dare build ſo far 

To make your ſpeed to Dower, you ſhall find 
Some that will thank you, making juſt report 


The King, hath cauſe to plain. 


And from ſome knowledge and affurance of you, 
Offer this office. 121 4 of 
Gant. I'Il talk further with. you. 
Kent. No, do not: | 
For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my ont-wall, open this purſe and take 
What it contains. If you ſhall ſee Cordelia, 
(As, fear not, but you ſhall) ſhew her that Ring, 
And ſhe will tell you who this fellow is, 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this ſtorm ! 
I will go eek the King. 8 


(13) Nuo have, as who have net, 1 The eight ſubſequem 
Verſes were degraded by Mr. Pope, as unintelligible, and to no 
purpoſe, For my part, I ſee nothing in them but what is very 
eaſie to be underſtood; and the Lines ſeem abſolutely neceſ- 
ſary to clear up the Motives, upon which France prepar'd his 
Invaſion : not without them is the Senſe of the Context com- 
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Sent. Give me your hand, have you no more to ſay 
. Kent. Few. Nee more than all yet 3 
hat, when we have found: the King, (in which you tak 
That way, I this;) he that firſt lights on him, 
TD, Halloo the other, n . [Exeunt ſeveral) 


Stern fill. Enter Lear and Fl. 


'. Tear. Blow winds, and crack your cheeks; rage, bloy 
| You cataracts, and hurricanoes, ' ſpout - | 
Till you have drencht our ſteeples, drown'd the cocks! 
You ſulph*rous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving- thunder-bolts, _ 
Singe my white head. And thou all-ſhaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o th* world ; © 
Crack pature's mould, all germins ſpill at once (14) 
That make ingrateful man. | 
| Fool. O nuncle, ;court-holy-water in a dry houſe is be: 
ter than the rain-waters out o' door. Good, nuncle, in, 
and ask thy daughters bleſſing: here's a night, that yi 
ties neither wiſe men nor foo ls. 

Lear. Rumble thy belly full, ſpit fire, ſpout rain; 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters; 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindneſs; 

J never gave you kingdom, call'd you children; 
You owe me no ſubſcription. Then let fal! 


6 
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(14) crack Natures: Mould, all Germains ſpill at once.) Thu 
all the Editions have given us this Paſſage, and Mr. Pope hu 
. explain'd Germains, to mean relations, Or kindred Element 
Then it muſt have been gerzmanes (from the Latin AdjeRive 

germanui z) a Word more than once uſed by our Author, tho 
always falſe ſpelt by his Editors. But the Poet means her, 
4 Crack Nature's Mould, and ſpill all the Seeds of Matter, thi 
« ate hoarded within it.” To retrieve which Senſe, we muſt wii 
Germ ins; (a Subſtantive deriv*d from Germen, ere: as tht 
old - Gloſſaries expound it;) And to put this Emendatio 
beyond all Doubt, I'll produce one Paſſage, where our Authot 
not only uſes the ſame Thought again, but the Word that i 
certains my Explication. In Winter's Tale; 
Let Nature crujh the Sides th Earth together, 
And marr the Seeds within, 
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Your horrible pleaſure ; — here I ſtand, your ſlave ; 
A poor, infirm, weak, and deſpis'd old man!! 
But yet I call you ſervile miniſters, © 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd . 
Your high-engender'd- battles, *gainſt a head 

So old and white as this. Oh ! oh ! 'tis foul. 
| Fool. He that has a houſe to put's head in, has a 

head - piece: 1 ; 7 

The codpiece that will houſe, before the head has any, 
The head and he ſhall lowſe ; ſo beggars marry many. 
That man that makes his toe, what he his heart ſhould 


5 


make, 3 | 
Shall of a corn cry woe, and turn his ſleep to wake. 

For there was never yet fair woman, but ſhe made mouths 
in a glaſs. | ; 7 


To them, Enter Kent. 


Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, . 
E will ſay nothing. f 
Kent. Who's there? 1 ö 
Fool. Marry here's grace, and a cod- piece, that's a- 
wiſe man and a fool. a | 
Kent. Alas, Sir, are you here! things, that love night, 
Love not ſuch nights as theſe : the wrathful skies 
Gallow the very wand'rers of the dark, 
And make them keep their Caves: ſince I was man, 
Such ſheets of fire, ſuch burſts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard. Man's nature cannot carry 
Th' affliction, nor the force. | - 
| Lear. Let the great Gods, | 
That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That haſt within thee undivulged crimes, 
| Unwhipt of juſtice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand, 
Thou Perjure, and thou Simular of virtue, 
That art inceſtuous : caitiff, ſhake to pieces, 
That under covert and convenient ſeeming, Ka 
Haſt praQtis'd on man's life ! — Cloſe pent · up guilts, 
KRive your concealing continents, and ask 7:7" pag 
vou C4 Theſe. 
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Come on, my boy. How doſt, in 


That's ſorry yet for thee. 


— 


Theſe dreadful ſummoners — lM am a 
More finn'd DN 
Kent. Alac date heed ? 
| Graciou ous m lord, hard by here is 6 1 
Some ip will it lend you” gainſt the tempeſt, 
' Repoſe you there, while I to this hard houſe 
(More hard than is the ſtone whereof 'tis rais'd 3 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 
Deny'd me to come in) return, "nl orgs Gt 
Their ſcanted courteſie. 
Lear. My wits begin to turn. 


I'm cold my ſelf. Where is the ſtraw, my fellow ? 
. The art of our neceſſities is ſtrange, 

t can make vile things precious. Come, your hove; 
Poor fool and knave, I've one part in my _ 
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Fool. He that has an a little nie wit, 
With heigh ho, the wind and the rain; 

Mufl make content with his fortunes fit, 

Though the rain it raineth every day. 


„Aar. True, my good boy : come, bring us to this 
1 4 [Exit, 
Fool, 'Tis a brave night to cool a curtezan, 
Il ſpeak a prophecy, or ere I go; 
When prieſts are more in words than matter, 
When brewers marr their malt with water ; 
When nobles are their tailors“ tutors; LE 
No hereticks burn'd, but wenches' ſuitors * 
When every caſe in law is right, 
No Squire in debt, nor no poor Knight? 
When ſlanders do not live in tongues, 
And cut- come not to thron 
When uſurers tell their gold i' th field, 
And bawds and whores do churches build: : 
Then ſhall the realm of Albion | = 
Come to great confuſion : - | 
'Then comes the time, who lives to ſee t, 
W Youu ſhall be us'd with: „ 
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eee for I do live before 


[Exit. 
80 E N 25 An apartment in Ober, cal. 
2 nter . Glo'ſter, and Edmund, 1 8 


' LACK; alack, Edmund, I like not this unna- - 
"tural dealing; when I 'defir'd their leave that 
I might pity bim, they took from me the uſe of mine 
own houſe; charg ko him, ere fr Km, or any yy 
neither to ſpeak. of him, entreat i 
ſuſtain. im. 
 Edm. Moſt ſavage and unnatural Þ' ' 
Ch. Gd'to ; ſay you nothing. There is diviſion be- 
tween the Dukes, and a worſe matter-than that : I have - 
receiv'd a letter this night, tis dangerous to be ſpoken z 3 
(I have lock d the letter in my cloſet :) theſe inj uries, the 
King now bears, will be revenged home; there is part 
of a already footed z we muſt incline to the King; 
I will look for him, and privily relieve-him ; go you, and 
maintain talk with the Duke, that my charity not of . 
him perceiv'd ; if he ak for me, I am ill, and gone to 
bed; if I die for it, as no leſs is chreaten d me, the King e 
my old maſter muſt be relieved. There are range things 
toward, Edmund; pray, you, be careful. [Exit. . 
Edm. This courteſie, forbid thee, ſhall the. Duke 
Inſtantly know, and of that letter too. 
This ſeems a fair deſerving, and muſt draw me 
That which my father * no leſs than all. 


| The younger rites, when the old doth fall. Exit. 
| SCENE changes to a part the Heath with a Hovel. 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fol. . 


ku, LTE RB is the place, my lord ; good my lord, 


enter. 
The tyranny 0? the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure, . [Storm ſtill. 
C * | ; Lear. 


or any way . * 
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Lear. Let me alone 
5 1 -xh Good my lord, enter ae. 
ear. Will't eas my heart? mel | 
Kent. I'd rather break mine own; GENTE lord, enter 
— Thou think'ſt tis much, that this contention 3 
orm 
Invades us to the ikin; ſo 'tis to thee ; il 
But where the greater malady i 1 
The leſſer is ſcarce felt. Thou' dſt ſhun a bear; 
But if thy flight lay toward the roaring ſea, 5 
Thob'dſt meet the bear i th* mouth. When the mind 5 free, 
The body's delicate; the tempeſt in my mind 
Doth from my ſenſes take all Feeling elſe, 
Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude! _ 
Is it not, as this mouth hoald tear this hand 
For liking food to't ? - But * uniſh home; 
No, I will weep no more uch a_ night, 
'To ſhut me out ? — pour on, T will endure : | 
In ſuch a night as this?-O Regan, Gonerill, : 
Vour old kind father, whoſe frank heart gave all: 
O, that way madneſs lies; let me ſhun thatz ' £ 
No more of that. 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 
Tear. Pr'ythee, go in thy ſelf; ſeek thine own . + | 
This Tempeſt will not give me leave to ponder | 
On things would hurt me more —— but I'll go in; 
In, boy, go firſt. You houſeleſs poverty —— 
Nay, get thee in; I'll pray, and then III ſleep —— 
Poor naked wretches, whereſoc'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs ſtorm ! 
How ſhall your houſeleſs heads, and unfed ſides, 
Pour loop'd and window'd raggedneſs, defend you 
From ſeaſons ſuch as theſe? O, I have ta'en 
Too little care of this! take phyſick, Pomp 3 
Expoſe thy ſelf to feel what wretches feel, 
That thou mayꝰſt ſhake the ſuperflux to them, 

And ſhew the Heavens more juſt. [poor Ton. 
Eg. within. Fathom and half, fathom and half! 
Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a ſpirit; help 

me, help me. [The Fool runs out from the _ 

ent. 


enter 


ſe; 


- | that hath laid knives 


e LIAN. 9 
Kent... Give me chy hand, who's chere? 
Fool. A ſpirit, a ſpirit ; he ſays, his name's poor Tom. 
Kent. What art thou, that doſt grumble there i'th 
„o 
Enter Edgar, diſguis'd like a Madman, 
Eds. Away l the foul fiend follows me. Through the 
ſharp hawthorn blows the. cold wind. Humph, go to 
thy bed and warm the. 1 


F 


Lear. Didſt thou. give all to thy daughters ? and art 


chou come to this? + 


Eds. Who gives any thing to poor Tan ? whom the 


: W 
OT ID 5 io nes. 
through for w „ o'er an mire ; . 
. —— his pillow, and LO his 
pew ; ſet ratsbane by his Porridge, made him proud of 
heart, to ride on a bay trotting horſe, over four inch'd 
bridges, to courſe his own ſhadow for a traitor, — bleſs 
= thy fivewits 3 Tom's a-cold. O do, de, do, de, do, de; 


— bleſs thee: from whirl-winds, ſtar-blaſting, and 


& taking ; do poor Tom ſome charity, whom the foul fend 


vexes. There could I have him now, and there, and 
here again, and there, [Storm ftill, 
Lear, at, have his daughters brought him to 
this paſs ? 75 8 - 
Could'ſt thou fave nothing? did'ft thou give 'em all? 
Fool. Nay, he reſerv'd a blapket, elſe we had been 


in ſhamed. 


Lear. Now all the plagues, that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er mens faults, light on thy daughters ! 
Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir. 1 
Lear. Death ! traitor, nothing could have ſubdu'd 

nature 875 . 


To ſuch a lowneſs, but his unkind daughters. 


Is it the faſnion, that diſcarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their fleſh ? 


- Judicious puniſhment ! *twas this fleſh begot 


Thoſe pelican E=. | 
Eag. Pillicock {at on pillicock-hill, halloo, halloo, loo, 


Fool. 


Tool! 
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them in the ſweet face of heav'h. One that ſlept in the 
Contriving luſt, and wak'd to do it. Wine lov'd I deep: 
Iy; dice dearly ; and in woman, out-paramour'd the 
_ Turk. Falſe of heart, light of ear, bloody of hand; hoy 


the worm no filk, the beaſt no hide, the ſheep no Wool, 
cated. Thou art the thing it ſelf; unaccommodated man | 


art. Off, off, you lendings; come, unbutton here. 


4 


d > 1 23 e T1 | | b 
Fol. This cold night will turn us all to fools, a 


Fax. Take heed o'th' foul fiend ; obey thy parent, 
keep thy word juſtly ; ſwear not; commit not wit 
man's {worn ſpouſe ; ſet not thy ſweet heart on provi 
array. Tom's a-cold. 

Lear. What haſt thou been ? dA ; 
ag. A ſerving-man, proud in heart and mind; tha 
curPd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ſerv'd the lu 
of my miſtreſs's heart, and did the act of darkneſs wid 
her: ſwore as many oaths as I ſpake words, and bree 


4 


in floth, fox in ſtealth, wolf in greedineſs, dog in mad 


neſs, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of ſhoes, not i 
the ruſtling of filks, betray thy poor heart to woman. 2 
| Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, f. 
thy pen from lenders? books, and defie the foul fiend, 
Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind: ſay; 
ſuum, mun, nonny, dolphin my boy, boy, Seſey: let 
him trot by, Storm ſtill. 
Tear. Thou wert better in thy grave, than to anſwer | 
with thy uncover'd body this extremity of the skies. I: 
man no more than this ? Conſider him well. Thou ow't | 


the cat no perfume. Ha! here's three of us are ſophiſti- 
is no more but ſuch a poor, bare, forked animal as thou Þ 


[Tearing off his clothes. 

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; tis a naughty 
night to ſwim in. Now a little fire in a wild field were 
like an old lecher's heart, a ſmall ſpark, and all the reſt 
on's body cold ; look, here comes a walking fire, 

Edg. This is the foul Flibbertigibbet 3 he begins at 
curfew, and walks till the firft cock; he gives the web 
and the pin, ſquints the eye, and makes the hair-lip : 


mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature 


of the earth. Saint 


Faint Withold footed thrice the Wold, ( 15 | 


1 1 "I" 
He met the night. mare, and her nine-fold, 
Bid her alight, and her troth plight, 
And aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee. 


: Kent. How fares your Grace ? 
Enter Glo'ſter, with a Torch, 


Lear. What's he ? | 5 

Kent. Who's there? what is't you ſeek ? 
G. What A you there q moe names ?:- 7 
Ed. Poor Tom, that eats the ſwimming , the toad, 
the ol. e; the wall-newt, and the 9 . ; that 
in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats 
cow-dung for ſallets; ſwallows the old rat, and the ditch- 
dog ; drinks the green mantle of the ſtanding pool ; who 


0 is whipt from tything to tything, and ſtock- puniſh'd, 


and impriſon' d: who hath had three ſuits to his back, 


ö ſix ſhirts to his body; 


Horſe to ride, and awenpon to avear ; 
But mice, and rats, and ſuch ſmall deer 
Hawe been Tom's food for ſeven long year, 


= Beware my follower. Peace, S mollin, peace, thou fiend ! 


Gh. What, hath your Grace no better company? 

Eag. The Prince of Darkneſs is a gentleman ; Modo 
he's call'd, and Mah. 

Gh. Our fleſh and blood, my lord, is grown ſo vile, 


Eag. Tom's a- cold. | | 
G. Go in with me; my duty cannot ſuffer 


(r;) Swithold footed thrice the old,] What Idea the Editors 
had, or whether any, of footing the old, I cannot pretend to 
determine, My ingenious Friend Mr. Biſhop ſaw it muſt be 
Wold, which ſignifies a Down, or champion Ground, hilly 
and void of Wood. And as to St. Withs!d, we find him again 
mention'd in our Author's Troubleſome Reign of King Fohn, 
in two Parts: | ; 

Sweet St. Withold, of thy Lenity, 
Defend us from Extremity, 


Tobey 


32 nn Le AX. 
Tobey in all your Daughters hard commands: 
Though their injunction be to bat my doors, 
And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you; 

Vet haye I ventur'd to come ſeek you out, 

| And beng you, where both fire and food is ready. 

| | Lear. Firſt, let me talk with this Philoſopher ;— 

| What is the cauſe of thunder ? 

| Kent. My good lord, take his offer, 


Go into th' houſe. 3 at CRT. nan 
Lear. I'll talk a word with this ſame learned Theban tha 
What is your ſtudy? ? 377 5 me 
Eag. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin, | 
- Lear, Let us ask you one word in private. the 
Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord; : pr 
His Wits begin t' unſettle.  _ hi 
6. Can'it thou blame him? [Storm fili. 
His Daughters ſeek his death: ah, that good Kea! ? Pe 
He faid, it would be thus; poor baniſh'd man | —— * 
Thou ſay'ſt, the Kin 2 mad ; I'll tell thee, friend, 12 
I'm almoſt mad my ſelf ; I had a ſon, : = 0! 
Now out-law'd from my blood ; he ſought my life, 
But lately, very late; I lov'd him, friend, 
No father his ſon dearer : true to tell thee, n 
The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this? 
J do beſeech your Grace. 1 


Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir: 0 
Noble Philoſopher, your company. 
Eag. Tom's a- cold. 5 | 
_ Ghz. In, fellow, into th* hovel ; keep thee warm. 
Lear. Come, let's in all. | 
Kent. This way, my lord. | 
Lear. With him; = E 
I will keep ſtill with my Philoſopher. | i 
Kent. Good my lord, ſooth him; let him take the 
fellow. TP | | 
65. Take him you on. 
Kent. Sirrah, come on ; along with us. 
Lear. Come, good Athenian. - 
Glo. No words, no words, huſh. 
Fag. Child Rowland to the dark tower came, 


a. Ws fruit 


13 


8 
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His word Was ſtill, fie, , foh, and fum, I 
ſmell the blood of a Bnitiſb man. | 32 [Excunt. 


y. SCENE changes to Glo'er's. Caſt le, 
; + © "Enter Cornwall, and Edmund, 


Corn. 1 ill have revenge, ere I depart his houſe. 
I Tan. How, my lord, I may be cenſur'd, 
ban; ¶ that Nature thus gives way to loyalty, ſomething fears 
me to think of. Sit a 3 
Cor. I now perceive, it was not altogether your bro- 
& ther's evil diſpoſition made him ſeek his death: but a 
n 2 merit, ſet a-work by a reprovable badneſs in 
imſelf. : 5 | y 
= En. How malicious is my fortune, that I muſt re- 
pent to be juſt ? this is the letter, which he ſpoke of; 
which approves him an intelligent party to the advan- 
tages of France. Oh heavens ! that this treaſon were not; 
or not I the detector! | 
= Corn. Go with me to the Dutcheſs. 
Fan. If the matter of this paper be certain, you have 
mighty buſineſs in hand. 
Corn. True or falſe, it hath made thee Earl of Ger: 
| ſeek out where thy father is, that he may be ready for 
our Apprehenſion. 3 
Fam. If I find him comforting the King, it will ſtuff 
his ſuſpicion more fully. - [aſide.] I will perſevere in 
my courſe of loyalty, though the conflict be ſore be- 
= tween that and my blood. 
Corn. I will lay truſt upon thee ; and thou ſhalt find 
Z a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt. 


he ; S CE N E, a Chamber, in a Farm-houſe. 
| Enter Kent and Glo' ſter. 
| Gh. ERE is better than the open Air, take it 


thankfully: . I will piece out the comfort 


| with what addition I can; I will not be long from you. 
| [ Exzt. 
Kent, * 


r * 


2 3 | : * 2 5 4 7 by. 
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Kent. All the of his wits has given way to1 
"lthpatience +: aired your ka eſs 1. F 


AF, | Enter Lear; Edgar, and ek. © 
Eag. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Mrs 152 


. —1 in the lake of darkneſs : pray et, and bl 
ware the foul fiend. (16) 
Pol. Pr ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether ar nadmaf 

de a gentleman, or a yeoman ? © 21.4 | 

Lear. A King, a 42133 <7 
Pool. No, he's a yeoman that has a gentleman\to l Ml 
ſon: for he's a mad yeoman, that free bis on gen = 

man before him. O: 

Lear. To have a thouſand with red burning ſpits . po 
Come hizzing in upon ein 
#4g. The foul fiend bites my back. 
Pool. He's mad that truſts in dhe tameneſs of a wol : 
the health of a horſe, the love of a boy, or the oath a 2 

a whore. | 

Lear. It ſhall be done, I will arraign- em dunit V 

Come, fit thou here, moſt learned juſticer; 7 
Thou ſapient Sir, fit here — now, ye-ſhe-foxes! — .. F 

Edg. Look, where ſhe ſtands and glares. Wanteſ 
| thou eyes- 
At tryal, Madam? 1 


Come oer the Broom, Beſly, to me. 
Fool. Her Boat hath a Leak, and ſhe muſt not fpeal, 8 * 
Why ſpe dares not come over to thee, 
_ Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of 
a aightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for two 
white Herrings. Croak not, black angel, I have no food 
for thee. | 
Kent. How do you, Sir? ſtand you not ſo amaz'd ; 


Will you lye down, and reſt upon the Cuſhions * 


(16) Fraterrito calls me,] As Mr. Pepe had begun to in- 


ſert ſeveral Speeches in the mad Way, in this Scene, from 


the Old Edition; I have veatur'd to replace ſeveral others, 


which ſtand upon the ſame Footing, and had an equal right 


of being reftor' d, 
| Lear, 


to l 


18 2 


ce” 


1 


Liar. I'll ſee their tryal firſt, bring me in the evi- 
_ dence. $3 

ou robed man of alte, take thy place; 
And thou his yoke- fellow of equity, 


a I Bench by his fide. You are o'th' commiſlion, fit you too. 
nd we: 


Edg. Let us deal juſtly, ̃ . 

| 2 eft, or wakefl thou, jolly Shepherd? 
Sheep be in the Corn; 

And for one Blaſt of thy minikin Mouth, 


= _ ſhall take no Harm. 


Purre, the Cat, is grey. 
Lear. Arraign her firſt, tis Ganerill. J here take my 


Oath before this honourable Aſſembly, ſhe kick d the 


poor King her Father. 
Fool. Come hither, Miſtreſs, is your name Gonerill? 
Lear. She cannot deny it. 
Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a Joint-ſtool.. 
1 And here's another, whoſe warpt Locks pro- 
aim 6 
What ſtore her Heart is made of. Stop her there; 
Arms, arms, ſword, fire, — Corruption in the place 
Falſe juſticer, why haſt thou let her *ſcape ? a 
Edo. Bleſs thy five wits. 
Kent. O pity ! Sir, where is the patience now, 


| That you ſo oft have boaſted to retain ? 


Eag. My tears begin to take his part ſo much, 
They mar my counterfeiting. [ Hide. 
Lear. The little dogs and all, 


Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, ſee, they bark at me 


| Eap. Tow will throw his head at them; avaunt, you 
cars !. 


Ze thy mouth or black or white, 


Tooth that poiſons if it bite; 

Maſtiff, grey-hound, mungril grim, 
Hound or ſpaniel, brache, or hym; 

Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail, 

Tom will make him weep and wail : 

For, with throwing thus my head, 
Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 
Do, de, de, de: Seſſey, come, march to wakes _— | 
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And market towns; poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 
Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan — ſee vl 
breeds about her heart Is there any cauſe in nature i 
makes theſe hard hearts? You, Sir, I entertain for d 
of my hundred; only, 1 do not like the faſhion of ya 
— You will ſay, they are Perfar ; but let the 


change d. | 
_ Re-enter Gloſter. 


Kent. Now, good my lord, lye here and reſt a wh 
Lear. Make no noiſe, make no noiſe, draw the curtain 
So, ſo, we'll go to ſupper i' th morning. | 
Fool. And I'll go to bed at noon. 


1 


Gh. Come hither, friend; where is the King, mf 
Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not; his wits are gon 
le. Good friend, I pr'ythee, take him in thy arm 
I have o'er- heard a plot of death upon him: 
There is a litter ready, lay him in t, | | 
And drive tow'rd Dower, friend, where thou ſhalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy maſter. 
If thou ſhould'ſt dally half an hour, his life, 
With thine, and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in aſſured loſs. Take up, - take up, 
And follow me, that will to ſome proviſion 
Give thee quick conduct. 7 | 
Kent. Oppreſt Nature ſleeps : (17) | 
This Reſt might yet have balm'd thy broken Senſes, 
„ - Which, if Conveniency will not allow, | 
Stand in hard Cure. Come, help to bear thy Maſter ; 


(17) oppreſt Nature ſleeps :] Theſe two concluding 
Speeches by Rent and Edgar, and which by no means ought to 
have been cut off, I have reſtored from the Old Quarto. The 

Soliloquy of Edgar is extreamly fine; and the Sentiments of it 
are drawn equally from Nature and the Subject. Beſides, with 
Regard to the Stage it is abſolutely neceſſary : For as Edgar is 
not defign'd, in the Conſtitution of the Play, to attend the 
King to Dover 3 how abſurd would it look for a Character of 
his Importance to quit the Scene without one Word ſaid, ot 

. the leaſt Intimation what we ate to expect from him? . 
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hou muſt not ſtay behind. | [7 Fool. 


ee yh Glo, Comes come, away. 

= 0 [Excunt, bearing off the King. 
or 

Ff 50 Manet Edgar. 


t the Ede. When we our Betters ſee bearing our Wees, 

| > Caredy think our Miſeries our Foes. 

I bo alone ſuffers, ſuffers moſt '1'th” Mind ; 

Whil Leaving free things, and hap Y Shows behind : _ 

tan But then the Mind much Suff rance does o'erskip, _ 

wen Grief hath Mates, and Bearing Fellowſhip. 

How light, and portable, my pain ſeems now, 

When That, which makes me bend, makes the a bow 3 3 
He childed, as I father d! — Tom, aways _ 


Mark the high Noiſes, and thyſelf bewray, 


In thy juſt Proof repeals, and reconciles thee. 
What will, hap more to Wei! ſafe Eo the Kin 
eet Lurk, Lark, o——mm— [Exit] 2 


S CE N E ae to Glofter Caftle. 
Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Edmund, and 


Servants, 


OST ſpeedily to my lord your . 
| ſhew him this letter ; the army of France is 
landed; ſeek out the traitor Gloſter. 

Reg. Han 2 inſtantl y. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my diſpleaſure. Edmund, keep 
you our ſiſter company; the revenges, we are bound to 
take upon your traiterous father, are not fit for your be- 
holding, Adviſe the Duke, where you are going, to a 
moſt feſtinate preparation; we are bound to the like. 
Our Poſts ſhall be ſwift, and intelligent betwixt us. Fare- 

wel, dear ſiſter ; farewel, my lord of Gloſter. 


Enter Steward. 


"Hoy now f where's the Ning? 5 
19 Stew. 


Corn. 


BY When-falſe Opinion, whoſe wrong Thought defiles thaw 


/ 


Aa 
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Stew. My lord of G/#/ter, hath convey'd him hence 

Some hve or ſix and thirty of his Knights 
Hot Queſtriſts after him, met him at gate; 
Who with ſome other of the Lords dependants, | 
Are gone with him tow'rd Dover ; where they boaſt 
To. have well-armed friends. —_— RR , 
Corn. Get horſes for your miſtreſs, 
Gon. Farewel, ſweet lord, and ſiſter. 1 
| | [Exeunt Gon. and EA 
Corn. Edmund, farewel: go ſeek the traitor GI fer 
Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us: F 
Though well we may not paſs upon his life - 
Without the form of juſtice ; yet our pow'r _ 
Shall do a court'ſie to our wrath, which men 
May blame, but not controul.. . 
Enter Glo'ſter, brought in by Servante- 
Who's there? the traitor ? Wy YT hoo 
. Reg. Ingrateful fox ! tis he. 
Corn. Bind faſt his corky arms. da art eas 
Gh. What. mean your Graces ? Good my-Friends,. 
| © +: = CORN, a 3 
2 Vou are my Gueſts: Do me no foul play, friends. 
: Corn. Bind him, I fay. [They bind hin. 

Reg. Hard, hard: O filthy traitor! 

Gb. Unmerciful lady as you are! I'm none. 

* by this chair bind him. Villain, thou ſhalt 
Sb. By the kind gods, tis moſt ignobly done [po 

To pluck me by the beard. 4 STEM] 
Reg. So white, and ſuch a traitor? - 

Gh, Naughty lady, a | | 
Theſe hairs, which thou doſt raviſh'from my chin, 
Will quicken and accuſe thee; I'm your Hoſt ; 

With robbers hands, my hoſpitable favours 
| You ſhould not ruffle thus. What will you do? 
Corn. Come, Sir, what letters had you late from 
France? 144} 
Reg. Be ſimple anſwerer, for we know the truth. 
Corn. And what confed'racy have you with the * 8 


: NI a Fa 


King L IA. 6? 
| te footed 3 in the kingdom? Es; 1 
Peg. To whoſe hands | 

Eve you ſent the lunatick King ? f | 
l. I have 4 letter gueſſingly ſet own, | 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
1d not from one oppos d. 

Corn. Cunning 

= Reg. And falſe. ' © 
c. Where haſt thou ſent the King? 
* Co To Dover. 

eg. Wherefore to Dover? 
at thou not charg'd, at peril — 
Corn. Wherefore to Dover? let him firſt anſwer chat. 
ch. I am ty'd to th' ſtake, and I muſt ſtand the 

e are 
Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 
8 Glo. Becauſe I would not ſee thy cruel 1 
luck out his ow Fo Liab nor thy fierce ſiſter 
a his anoin boariſh phangs. | 
de ſea, with ben a i as his bare head 
q hell-black night indur'd, would have buoy'd up, 
nd quench'd the ſtelled fires 3 (18) 
et poor old heart, he help'd the heav'ns to rain. 
F wolves had at thy gate howl'd that ſtern time, 
hou ſhould'ſt have ſaid, go, porter, turn the key; 
Il cruels elſe ſubſcrib'd ; but I ſhall ſee 
Ne _—_ vengeance overtake ſuch children. 
Corn. See't ſhalt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair. 
pon theſe eyes of thine I'll ſet my foot. 
[Glo'ſter 7s held —_— w Cornwall treadst out 
one of his 
| Ch, He, that wil think to live till he be old, 
ive me ſome help. O cruel! O you gods! f 


(18) And quenchd the ſteeled fires. } The ſagacious Editors 
ave all blunder'd in this Word without the leaſt Variation: 
| is indiſputable, that the Author muſt have wrote, 

And quench'd the ſtelled fires, 
e, the ov Fixes ; an adjective coin'd from Stella. 


nds, 
in. 


alt. 


Reg. 
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Reg. One fide will mock another * Ay ache too! F 
Corn. If you ſee vengeance = n thi 
Serv. Hold your hand, my lord: 10 
I've ſerv'd you, ever, fince I was a child! . | 
But better ſervice have I never Hope Wei 1 8 
Than now. to bid you hold. By 
Reg. How now, you dog? _ | | 5 
. If you did wear a beard upon your dis, ole: 
I'd ſhake it on this quarrel. What do you mean ? low 
Corn. My villain! . 2 
Serv. Nay then come on, and take the chance o&, anger 
[Fight ; in the Scuſſie Cornwall 5s. ai 
Reg. Give me thy ſword. A peaſant. ſtand u thus? 


[£2115 hin, 
Serv. Oh, I am fain—— my brd, You have one 
eye left 
To ſee ſome miſchief on him. | hw 125 Din 
Corn. Leſt it ſee more, prevent it; out, vile gelly: 
Where is thy luſtre. now? [Treads the ather au. 
65. All dark and comfortleſs — where's my. fon 
Edmund? 
Edmund, enkindle all che ſparks 7 nature 
To quit 'this horrid act. | 


Reg. Out, . treacherous 19.50 1 
Thou * call't on him, that hates thee: It was ke 
That made the overture of thy treaſons to us: 
Who is too good to pity thee. 
Gh.:O my follies 5 
Then Edgar was abus d. Kind gods, forgive. 
Me. that, and proſper him! 
g. Go thruſt him ont 5 
At gates, and let him ſmell his way to Dover. 
[Ex. with Glo'ſter. 
How ist, my lord, how look you ? 
Corn. I have receiv'd a hurt; follow me, lady, - 
Turn out that eyeleſs villain ; throw this ſlave 
Upon the dunghil. Regan, I bleed apace. 
| Untimely comes this erh Give me your arm. 
- [Exit Corn. led by Regan, 
| II. Ser. 


en, * 
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if. Serv, T Il never care what Wickedneſ I do, (19) 
this Man come to Good. 

24. Serv. If She live long, 

nd, in the End, meet the old ab of Death. 


omen will all turn Monſters. Leif 
. Serv. Let's follow the old Earl, and get che 
Bedlam 


o lead him where he would; his roguiſh Madneſs 
lows itſelf to any Thing. 
24. _ Go thou; 5 Th fetch ſome Flax and whites - 


gen = 
ded: bond to? alas Face. Nen, Heaven hel! p him! 
us? = xeunt feveralh. 
hin, | TP 7 Fe | 
D N D 


20 . Win 
* SCENE, an open Country, 


b TNT 


E T better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than ftill contemn'd and flatter*d. To be worlt, 
The loweſt, . moſt dejected 1 nan of Fortune, 

dtands ſtill in eſperance ; ; lives not in 

he lamentable change is from the beſt; - 

he worſt returns-to laughter. Welcome then, + 

hou unſubſtantial air, that I embrace! | 

he wretch, that thou haſt blown unto the worſt,” 

Owes nothing 1 to thy blaſts. 


(u) PI never care what Wickgdneſs J do, ] This ſhort Dia- 
logue 1 have inſerted from the Old Quarto, becauſe 1 think 
it full of Nature, Servants, in any Houſe, could hardly ſee 
ſuch a Barbarity committed on their Maſter, without Reflec- 
tions of Pity; and the Vengeance that they preſume muſt. over- 
take the Actors of it, is a Sentiment and Doctrine well * | 
ot the e | 


ſer, 


gan. 
ru. 


E nier 
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f "Rater Gloiter, hed by a an old man. F 
But who comes here? 1 -ri 
My father poorly led ? World, world, O o world! (20 Ml 
But that thy ſtran Mutations make us wait thee, It 
Life would not yield to a | VW. 

Old Man. O my good Lord, I have bes your tenant, = Ca 
and your father's tenant, theſe fourſcore years, W. 

Glo. Away, get thce away: friend, be 9 145 
. comforts can do me no good at all, Th 

1 4. hurt. 4 WW: 
ou cannot ſee your way. Bac 

Gb. T have no way, and therefore want ern An 
I ſtumbled when I ſaw. Full oft tis ſeen, ( 


Our mean ſecures us; and our meer defects? 
Prove our commodities. O dear ſon Edgar, 
The food of thy abuſed father's wrath 5 - 

Might I but live to ſee thee in my Touch, 

I'd fay, I had eyes again! ir * 2 
O14 Man. How now ? who's there? 
Eqdg. O Gods! who is't can ſay, I'm at the worſt ? 

I'm worſe, than &er I was. | 
Old Man. Tis peor mad om. 205 
Egg. And worſe I may be yet: the work is not 

So long as we can ſay, this is the worſt. 


(20) — Werld, World, 0 Werld? - 
But that thy ſtrange Mutations makę us hate thee,} The Reading 
of this Paſſage, as it has thus ſtood in all the Editions, hu 
been endeavour'd to be explain'd ſeverally into a Meaning; 
but not ſatisfactorily. Mr. Pope*s mock-reaſoning upon it has 
already been rallied in Print, ſo 1 forbear te 1evive it: and 
the Gentleman, who then advanced a Comment of his owa 
upon the Paſſage, has ſince come over to my Emendation, 
My Explanation of the Poet's Sentiment was, If the Num- 
« ber of Changes and Viciſlitudes, which happen in Life, 
« did not make us wait, and hope for ſome Turn of For- 
c tune For the better, we could neyer ſupport the Thought of 
« living to be Old, on any other Terms.“ And our Duty, «s 
human Creatures, is piouſly „ in this Reflexion of the 


TO 
| Ola. 
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0˙¼ Mas Fellow, where goeſ t: 
G. Is it a r- man? ev g 
Oli Man. M , and 20822 7.035516 6.55 


200 C. He has ſome reaſon, elſe he june; Fe not « beg. 
rc hk ni he's ſtorm I ſach a fellow * i 5 
wich made me think a man, a worm. fon 
ant, Came then into my mind; and yet my 93 
= Was then ſcarce friends with him. I've heard more face. 
16 1 As flies to wanton boys, are we to th Goll; 50 
rhey kill us for their ſportre. 
Ea. How ſhould this be? | 
: Bad 1s. the trade muſt play the fool to o ſorrow, 7 
nee ; maſter. 
Gl. Is that the naked fellow ? 
Old Man. Ay, my lord. 
= Gl. Get thee away: if, for my 445 
Frhou wilt o'ertake us hence a mile or twain 
E1'th* way tow'rd Dower, do it for ancient love; 
And bring ſome Covering for this * ſoul, 
Whom I'll intreat to lead me. 
Old Man. Alack, Sir, he is mad. 
| Ch, + bA, the time's plague, when madmen lead the 


o as I bid, or rather do thy pleaſure ; 

\bove the reſt, be gone. : 

Old Man. Pll bring him the beſt 'parrel that J have, 
ome on't, what will. K cy 


ſk? 


ding GH. Sirrah, naked fellow. 5 . 
, he Fag. Poor Tom's a- cold; — 1 cannot daub i it further. 
* Glo. Come hither, fallow: | 


Edg. And yet I muſt; *' 

Bleſs thy ſweet eyes, they bleed, 

Glo. Know thou the way to Dover ? a 

Fag. Both ſtile and gate, horſe- way and foot-path: 1 : 

oor. Tom hath been ſcar'd out of his good wits. Bleſs 

hee, good man, from the foul fiend. Five fiends have 

en in poor Tom at once; of Luſt, as Obidicut ; Hob- 

Widen, Prince of dumbneſs; Mau, of ſtealing ; Mo- 
, of murder; and Flibbertigibber, of mopping and 

You, VI. D . mowing 3 


Tn ty 1 4 


ing-Women. 


Gl. Here, uule this purſe, chou whom the heaven ; 


Have ae. That I ii. 
Makes thee the happier: —— 
Let the ſuperfluous, and luſt dietec man, 
That ſlaves your ordinance, that will — 


5 Becauſe he don not el. fret our er aer: 
So diſtribution ſhould Ref ren apr >, e. 1 


And each man have enough. Doiſt thou know Dower? : 


ag. Ay, maſter. | 
Glo.) There is a cliff, whoſe: high and bending k 
Looks fearfully on the confined 
Bring me but to the very brim of Its. 
And PI! repair the miſery, thou do'ſt bear, 
With Pata won rich about me: ur _ a lacs 
J ſhall no leading need. 
Eag. Give me thy arm; 


Pot Yee ſhall lead thee. - oy Ne 2 


e 


SCENE, the Dute of Abany's Palace. 
Enter Gonerill, and Edmund. 


Gon. Wees r eee our mi | 


Not met us on the way. 
| Enter Steward. 5 


Now, where's your Maſter? 

Steww. TOES. within; but never man ſo chang d: 
I told him of the army that was landed: 
He ſmibd at it. I told him, you were coming, 
His anſwer was, the worſe. Of Glo ſter's ae 
And of the loyal ſervice of his ſon, 
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me ſot; 
And told me, I had turn'd the wrong fide out. 
What moſt he ſhould diſlike, en to him; 
What offenſive. 


mowing who ſince poſſeſſes \chamber-waids and wait. 


£5 <p by fp nd Of bach han hoped bn: ed 1 bond 


= 
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King, . * 4 By 75 
Gon. Then ſhall, you go no further. | Rs +, 
It is the cowiſh terrour of his f. "Gy it, al. 
That dares not undertake not bel n, LT 
which tie him to an e our wiſhes on the way 

May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother; ; 
Haben his muſters, and conduct his 
I muſt « ro whe. and give the diff 
5 — my hus d's hands. This truſty ſervant 5 
48 —— us: you ere lon ſhall hear, > Dude 
4 If you pot venture in your own behalf, 7 
Amiſtreſs's command. Wear this; ſpare — - 
PDecline your head. This kiſs, if it durſt peak, 

. Would ſtretch thy hy ſpirits up into the air: 2 ; 
Conceive, an oy 
Zim, i 2052 of death. ies, Ky | 

Con. mo fer! x & 
3 Oh, the ſtrange e of man, and man! — 
To thee a woman's ſervices are due, 
3 My fool uſur my body. FP 
Stew. - here comes my lord. ITY 


Enter Albany. 2, "Fs d 
Con. I have * worth the whiſtle, | 1187 
416. Oh Gonerill, 

Fou are not worth che duſt, which the rude FR: 
$Blows in your face.] fear your diſpoſition : : 
That Nature, which contemns N N 
Cannot be border'd certain in it | 
he that her ſelf will liver, and diſ-branch, 
From her maternal ſap, e muſt wither, (210 of 
And come to deadly y uſe. 8 
= Gon, No more; Goliſh. 3 EY 
Alb. Wiſdom and Epodneſs to the vile 10 vile 


| (221) From her raatetial Sap, ] Thus the old Quarto z but n- 
eerial Sap, I Own, i is a Phraſe that I don't underſtand... The 
Mot her- Tree is the true technical Term; and conſidering, our 

Author has ſaid but juſt above, That Nature, which contamns its 
Origine, there is little toom to queſtion wes * nen 
From her maternal Sep. 


* 7 e . 
1 x 
Ss 0. 4. 
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6 - King L 2 A R. 
Filths ſavour but themſelves What have you done! 
Tygers, not daughters, what have you Perform d . 
A father, and a gracious aged man, 
Maſt Nn moſt degenerate, have you madded, 
Cou'd my A Brother ſuffer you to do i * 
A man, a Prince by him ſo benefited ? Tap 
Tf that the heav'ns 10 not their viſible Spirits 
Send quickly down to tame the vile offences, 
Humanity muſt 17 4 ely Prey on Las ſelf, 
Like monſters | 5 
Gon. Milk-liver*d'man 6418 8 , 
That bear'ſt a check for blows, a | head for x wrongs; 
Who haſt not in thy brows an eye diſcerning 
Thine honour, from. thy ſuffering : that not know', 
Fools do theſe villains pity, who are puniſh'd 3 
Ere they have done their miſchief. e's thy Drum! | 
France ſpreads his Banners in our oiſeleſ land, 11 
With plumed helm thy ſlayer nin his threats " 1466p = - 
Whilſt thou, a moral fool, fir'ſt ill and FI, = * 
« Alack! why does he ſo? — Ss 
Alb. See thy ſelf, devil: 15 5 
Proper deformity ſcems not in the fiend | | | [ 
Jo horrid as in woman. | 
Son. O yain fool! N 
Alb. Thou a chang'd, and kak ere thing! For 5? 


- ſham 
Be- monſter ood thy: feature. Were't my fitneſs | IT, 
To let theſe hands obey f 2 [boiling] blood, _. 
They're apt enough to diſlocate and tear © f Tel 
Thy fleſh and bones. Howeer thou art a fend, 10 
A woman's ſhape doth ſhield thee. —— | 
Gen. Marry, your manhood now |! —— 


Enter Meſſenger. 


115, Oh, my good lord, the Duke of Corneall's dead: x, 
| Slain by his ſervant, going to put out : 


The other eye of G/o ger. Rs (5 Log 
Alb. Glo ſter's eyes! WI 
Meſ. A ſervant, that he bred, thrill'd with remorſe, Im; 

Oppos d againſt the act; bending his ſword q Th; 

12 


Ng LE AR 77 
To his great maſter: who, thereat enra 'd, * 
= 7lew on him, and amongſt them fell'd him dead ; - 
But not without that harmful ſtroke 2 which 5 OR 
Hlath pluck'd him after. 7 
= 415. This ſhews. you are above, 
Von Juſtices, that theſe our nether crimes | 
so ſpeedily can venge. But O poor G. ! 
Loſt he his other eye? | 
= Me/. Both, both, my lord. 35 
nis letter, Madam, craves a ſpeedy aufer: 1 

[Lis from your fiſter. 

= Gon. One way, I like this well $1- oy 
But being widow, and my Glier with her, 
May all the buildin Ng An my fancy pluck _ | 

Upon my hateful Another way, 
he news is not ſotart. I'Il read, and anſwer. (rig 

= 46, Where was his ſon, when they did take his eyes? 
Ne. Come with my lady hither. 

| Alb. He's not here. 


Meſ. No, my good lord, I met him back again. 
Alb. Knows 4 the wickedneſs ? 


Me. ww my good lord, "twas he inform'd againſt 


And quit the houſe of arpoſe, that their puniſhment 
Might have the freer Las 2. a | 
Alb. Glier, I live 

Jo thank thee for the love thou ſhew'dft the King, 

And to revenge thine eyes. Come hither, frien 

E Tell me, what more thou know'ſt. TExtunt? 


S CEN E, DOVER 


E nter Kent, 4 a Gentleman. 


Kent. H E King of France ſo ſuddenly gone . I 
Know you the reaſon ? | 
Gent, "Something he left imperfect in the State, 
Which fince his coming forth is thought of, . 
| Thar the Kingdom. ſo much fear and dange 

ate Retarn was moſt requir'd and neceſſ ry. 


1 Kent? 


4 | 2, 4 ry 
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Kent. Whom hath ke left behind him General? 
Gent. The Mareſchal of France [. le _ 
Kent: Did your letters pierce "the 
t monſtration of grief? 3 
Gent. 1, Sir, ſhe took wem, read 2 my abit = 
And now and then an ample tear trill'd'down © . 
Her delicate cheek it ſeem'd, ſhe Was à WO + 
Over her paſſion, which, moſt rebel-like, 
oe to be King o'er her. | | 
ent. O, then it mov'd her. 
Gent. But not to Rage. Patience and Sorrow ſtrove 3 
Which ſhould expreſs her goodlieſt ; you have ſeen BY 
Sun-ſhine and rain at once: — her Smiles and Tears (22) è 
Were like a wetter May. Thoſe happieſt ſmiles, | : 
That play'd on her ripe lip, ſeem'd not to know 
What gueſts were in her yes; which parted thence, : 
As pearls from diamonds dropt. In brief, 3 
Sorrow would be a rarity moſt inet ah 
If all could ſo become it. 
Kent. Made ſhe no verbal Alion? . 
e once, or tiriee, ſhe heav'd the ; Name oF 


' Pantingly forth, as if it preſt her heart. mY 
Cry ed, fifters! fiſters! — Shame of Ladies! ſiſters! . 
Kent ! Father! Siſters! what? Yth” ſtorm ? yth* night? 5 
Let Pity ne' er believe it! — there ſhe fhlioe 5 
The holy water from her heav'nly Eyes 
And, Wer then 2 the e 6 0 


(22). vm her Smiles and Tears 5 
Were like 4 better day.] Mr. Pope, who 1 fie to reſtore 
this Scene from the old Quarto, tacitly funk this Paſſage upon 
us, becauſe he did not underſtand it. Indeed, it is corrupt; 
aid he might have done himſelf ſome Hondur in "Mmempring 
the Cure; but Rhyme and: Criticiſms he has conyinc'd us, do not 
always center in the fame Perſon. My Friend Mr. Varburtu 
with very, happy Sagacity ſtruck out the Emendation, which | 
have inſerted in the Text. 

(23) Arid Clamour-moiſten'd,] This Pala ge, again, Mr, 


Pye funk upon us; and for the ſame Reaſon, F fuppoſe. Mt 
 Warburin 


PP. 

he 

Ee $485.» 
>< Þ 

3 

a SH | 
"38 
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ro deal with grief alone. 

7 Kent. lt is the Stars, ERS 1 
e Stars above us, govern our conditions: 
Elſe one ſelf· mate and mate could not beget 

Fach diff rent iſſues, Spoke you with her ünce? 
= Gent. No. 
Kent, Was this before the King return d? 
Gent, No, fince, 
Kent. Well, Sir; the poor diſtreſſed Lear*s in town: 
Who ſometimes, in his better tune, remembers 
1 hat we are come about; and by no means 
n yield to ſee his daughter. | 
Gent. Why, good Si. +555 
= Kent: Aſov'reign ſhame ſo bene kim kiounkindnek, 
That ſtript her from his benediction, turn'd her al 
Io foreign caſualties, 'gave her dear rights 
Jo his dog-hearted daughters; Theſe thin ſting un 
So venomouſly, that burning ſhame — 
From his — pea = g 
Cent. Alack, poor eman! 
Kent. Of Albany' 5 nd nn Pow'rs 080 heard 
not ? | 

Gent. 'Tis fo, they are a. foot. 
Kent. Well, Sir, TI bring ye our maſter Lear, 


Marburton diſcoyer'd likewiſe, that this was comnpe 2 for tho? 
clamour, (as he obſerves,) may diſtort the Mouth, it is not 
vont to moiſten the Eyes. But clamour-motioned conveys a 

very beautiful Idea of Grief in Cordelia, and enactly in Cha- 
I rater, she bore her Grief hitherto, ſays the Relater, in Sis 
knee; but being no longer able to eontain it, and wanting to 
vent it in Groans and Cries, the flies away and retires to her 
£ Cloſet to deal with it in private. This He finely calls,” cla- 
nur motion d; or provok d to a loud Expreſſion of her Sor- 
row, which drives her from Company ! _—1t is not impoſſi- 
| ble, bur Shakeſpeare might have form'd this fine Picture of 
Cordelia s Agony from Holy Writ, in the Conduct of Fo- 
| ſeph; who, being no longer able to reſtrain the Vehemence 
| of his Affection, commanded all his Retinue from his Pre- 
| fence;. and then wepr aloud, 10 diſcorer's hind to his 
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| And leave you to attend him. Some dear cauſe. ON 
Will in Concealment wrap me up awhile : '- 
When I am known aright, you ſhall not grieve ; 

* Lending: me 1 ws commer . Jong with me, 


\$6nND, a CAMP... 8 


Enter Cordelia, Plyfician, and bells. N 


Cor. LACK, ?tis he; why, 5 
As mad as the vext ſea; ſinging aloud; 

„Gl with rank fumiterr, and furrow-weeds, (24) 

With hardocks, hemlock, nettles, ee ene | 

Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 1 5 

In our ſuſtaining | corn. Send forth a cent'ry 3 

* 47 gs acre in the high-grown field, 

him to our eye. What can man's Wiſdom 

- SY ring his bereaved ſenſe, _ 

He, that helps bim, take all my outward work. 
Phy. There are means, Madam: | 5 

Our foſter nurſe of nature is repoſe; I: 

The which he = z that to 2 in n, 

Are many Simples operative, whoſe 

Will cloſe the oy of anguih * 


75 4) 3 „4 with rank benitarz Tens is. no 1 Hetb 
or Weed, that I can find, of Eng/;/b Growth; tho' all the Co- 


pies agree in the Corruption. 1 dare ſay, I have reftor'd its 


night Name; and we meet with it again in our Author's 
Henry V. and _ In the ſame. Company as we e it 
here; E364 T 
bey fallow Logs e 
The Jn, Hemlock, and rank famitory 
Do root upon. 

For this Weed is call'd both Fumitory and Fania, nearer 
to the French Derivation Fume- terre: which the Latin Shop- 
men term Fumaria. I obſerve, in Chaucer it is written Feme- 


tere; by a Cortuption either of the Scribe, or of vulgar Pro- 


nunciation; ri of the latter, it might from thence ply ſlide, 
in ee of time, into . 5 
; Cr, 


Lan . 


King L = a x. i 
All 2 pabliſt d Virtues of the Earth, 5 
Spring with my tears; be aidant, and remediate | 
in the good man's diſtreſs ! ſeek, ſeek for him; 3 


ne, 

an; Leſt his ungovern d rage diſſolve the life, 
'F hat wants _ means to lead it. 
: E nter a Mz eJenger. | 


he ik Pow'rs are {ki Ga” 

= Cor. *Tis known. before. Our preparation ſtands 

In ex tion of them. O dear father 7 

It is thy buſineſs that I go about: therefore great. France 
My Mourning and important Tears hath pitied. 155 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 

But love, dear love, and our ag'd f father's right : 


oon may I hear, and fee him  [Exeunt. 
Enter Regan, and Steward. 


; SCENE, Regan's PALACE. 
Reg. BY T are my Brother's Powers ſet forth 7. 

4 Stew. Ay, Madam. 

Reg. Himſelf in perſon there? 

=. As With much adoe. 


[Your-fiſter is the better ſoldier. | 
Co Reg. Lord Edmund watt not wh your lady at 
d its home ? 
hort 3 No, Madam. 


Reg. What might import my ſiſter's letter to him ? 
Stew. I know not, lady. 
Reg. Faith, he is poſted hence on ſerious matter. 
It was great ign'rance, Glo. ſter's eyes being out, 
To let him live; where he arrives, he moves 


On All hearts againſt us: Edmund, I think, is gone, 
he In pity of 115 miſery, to diſpatch 
pro- His nighted life: moreover, to deſcry 


[The ſtren th o'th' enemy. 
Stew, muſt needs after him, Madam, with my letter. 
D 5 Keg. 


ä 


i #; / 7 1 
81 


[ 
J 


Bug LI A M. | 
\ Reg. Our troops ſet forth to tnorrow » fly with ve 
The wa ys are dangerous. 

Shes. k may not,” Maden; ann 
My lady d my duty in this beünes- W ; 
Reg. "Why mould be rite to End might ntl 


Tran 10 © hu fe by "Rey Belike, | 
kriow not what — IU loye th 
Let me mach —— 55 Letter. 


dees. rn, 1 aeg — wi = 
know; not her kukand: 
e 

e gave 8. m looks 
To ie Edmund. T know, you're' of her boſom. 
N peak ee 1 

e in un you are; know't3 
Therzfre I do adviſe you, take this note. 
My lord & dead Band and f have talk'd, | 


12 _ convenient is he for my hand, — 
han for your lady's 5 you may gather more: | 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this ba 


And Wen your Miftrefs hears thus much from you, Can 
I pray, defire her call her wiſdom to her. 80 farewel, Mt 
I you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 

- Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. | 
2a ym. Mook: I could meet t him, Madam, J mould 
What party I do follow. | 15 

a. Fare thee well. i 2 0 


S CE N E, te cand. near Dover. _ 
2. eee, and Edgar as a Peaſant. 4 


Eli. halt I come to th top of that ſame bil & 

Eag. You do climb up it now. Look, hoy E 

we labour. 'Tis 
Ch. Methinks, F : 


* eile hep. 1 


| 


Tl lark, do you hear the ſea? 
if 61. No, truly. ] 
our eyes angmſh. 
ng : ww So may it be, indeed. 
e detdinks, thy voice is alter'd ; — thou ſpealſt 
Wn better phraſe and matter than thou didſt. 


Wut in my garments, 


| Gl Sers, you're better ſpoken; 


| How fearful 
And dizzy. tis, to caſt one's eyes fo low! 
[The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air, 
Shew ſcarce ſo groſs as beetles. Half way down 
Flangs one, that gathers Samphire; dreadful trade! 
Methinks, he ſeems no bigger than his head. 
Te fiber- men, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear lilce mice; and yond tall anchoring bark, 
Danni d to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
Almoſt too ſmall for ſight. The murmuring bh. 
That on th' unnumbred idle pebbles -chafes, 
Cannot be heard fo high. I'll look no more, 
[Leſt my brain turn, and the deficient fight, 
Topple down headlong. 
Glo. Set me, where you ſtand. 


ty 


Of 1 83 verge: — all below the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 
pt ops hy =. | 33 
Here, friend,'s he purſe, in it a Jewel 
„ wen worth 1 a poor man's taking. Fairies, and Gods, 
* Proſper it with thee! Go thou further off, 
Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going. 


Eds, Now fare ye well, good Sir. os to E 


bill C1. With all my heart. 
how Fag. Why do 1 trifle thus with his deſpair ? | 


'Tis done to cure it. 
Gh. O you mighty Gods! \ 
This wor 2 and in your n 


lub Sake 


* 

4 
N 
> 


| Edg. Come on, Sir, here's the place — band full 


Nix ITT * 


Edg. Why then 2 her ales grow 1 


Fag. You're much deceiv'd: in N N 1 ng d, 


. R ²˙ M ̃ Ä Cr wes 


ag. Give me your hand: you're now within a foot” ? 
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Shake patiently my great affſiction off 
If I could ark longer, and not fal! 
To _ with your great ſeleſs Wills 
My ſnuff and loathed NE of nature ſhould | | 
Burn it ſelf out. If Edgar live, O bleſs him! | 
Now, fellow, fare theewell. [He Jeaps, and falls along. 

Eag. Good Sir, farewel. HAT, SETAC 5 
And yet I know not how Conceit may rob 
The treaſury of life, when life it ſelf © 5 
Vields to the theft. Had he been where he thought, 
By this, had thought been paſt. Alive — ? 
Hoa, you, hear you, friend ! Sir! Sir! ſpeak! 
Thus might he paſs, indeed——yet he revives. 
What are you, Sir? 3 

Glo. Away, and let medie. | 3 

Edg. Had'ſt thou been aught but Goſs'mer, feathers, | 


} 


air, „ g $3 | the 

So many fathom down precipitating, |. 
Thou'd'ſt ſhiver'd like all Oxy: but thou doſt breathe, = 
Haſt heavy ſubſtance, bleed"ſt not; ſpeak, art ſound ? pre 
Ten maſts at each make not the altitude, | crc 
N thou haſt dicularly fall'n. ; : I 
Thy life's a miracle. Speak yet agai do 
E55 But have I raed ? —_ Br 


Edg. From the dread ſummit of this chalky bourn! pt 
Look up a-height, the ſhrill-gorg'd Lark fo far ; 
Cannot be ſeen or heard: do but look up, 

Glo. Alack, I have no eyes. As 


Is wretchedneſs depriv'd that benefit, N 
To end it ſelf by death ? *twas yet ſome comfort, I 
When miſery could beguile the tyrant's rage, Ko 
Aud fruſtrate. his proud will, K 

Eds. Give me your arm. | 4 
Up, ſo- how is't ? feel you your legs? you ſtand, P 
© Gh., Too well, too well.“ 8. 


Eag. This is above all ſtrangeneſs. 
Upon the crown o'th' cliff, what thing was that, 
Which parted from you? | 
Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 
Tag. As I ſtood here, below, methought, his * 


Were two full moons; = a a chouſand noſes, © + 
WHorns welk d, and way'd like the enridged ſea: _ 
t was ſome fiend. Therefore, thou happy father, 
Think, that the cleareſt gods, who make them honours 
of men's impoſlibilities, have preſerv'd thee. 
ons, 6h. I do remember now: henceforth Pl bear 

Affliction, till it do cry out it ſelf, © 
Enough, enough, and die. That thing you ſpeak of, 
l took it for a man; often *twould fs, 
„ de fiend, the fend he led me to that Place. 
ag. Bear free and patient 1 IS”, ; 
: Enter Lear, dreft mad. y with flowers. 350) 
Z But who comes here? | 
The ſafer ſenſe will ne'er aecommioehts 
His maſter thus. | 
en, Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coyning: I am 
the King himſelf, 

Esa. O thou fide· piercing ſight ! * . 

Lear. Nature's above art in that reſpect. There's 
: — (2 ) That fellow handles his bow like 

crow-k * me a clothier's yard. Look, look, 

F mouſe! Pe Peace, peace; — this piece of toaſted cheeſe will 
do't — there's my | Pll prove it on a giant. 
= Bring up the brown bills. O, well flown, Barb! (26) 
}? Ent eat, th” clout : hewgh ive the word. 

: Fay. Sweet marjoram. | 


ww 


(26) That Fellow handles bis Bow Ii he 4 Cowkeeper. ] Thas 
Mr. Pepe in his laſt Edition; but, I am afraid, 1 betray d him 
into the Error by an abſurd Conjecture of my own, in my 
| SMAKESPEARE reſtored, Tis certain we muſt read Crowkeepey 
| here; and, it ſeems, in ſeyeral Counties to this Day, they call 
| ſtuff'd Figure, repreſenting a Man, and arm'd with a Bow 

and Arrow, (ſet up to fright the Crows, and other Birds of 
Prey, from the Eruit and Corn; ) a Crowkeeper z as well as a 

| Scare-crow. : 
(26) o well flown Bird, ] Lear is here raving of Archery, and 
ſhooting at But, as is plain by the Words 3h Clout, that is, 
the white Mark they ſet up and aim at: hence the Phraſe, to 
bit the White, So that We muſt certainly read, o well-flown, 
Hab! i e. the barbed, or bearded Arrow, Mr. Warburton: 


25 @Ag LI. 
Liar. Nun nan 1 
Gli. I know chat boic e. 
Lear. Hal Gonerill! hah! , Regan] they flatter'd m 
ike a dog, and told me, I had white hairs in my beam 
ere the black ones were. there. Lo ſay ay, and no, uf 
every ang, that I faid — Ay, and no, too was no gool © 
divinity. When the rain came to wet me once, and th 
wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder would na 
peace at my bidding; there I found, em, there I ſme 
em out. Go to, they are not men o their words; they 
told Fo I was every thing: tis a lie, I am not agu. 
. TH: | nn ke ; 
Fn Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remember: 
Ist not the King r | | 
| Lear, Ay, every inch a King. 
When I do ſtare, ſee, how the ſubject quakes. 
I pardon that man's life. What was the cauſe ? 
Adultery ? thou ſhalt not die; die for adultery ? no, the 
wren goes tot, and the ſmall gilded flie does letcher in 
my fight. Let copulation thrive : for Gl er's baſtard 
ſon was kinder to his father, than my daughters got 'tween WThc 
the lawful ſheets. To't, luxury, pell-mell ; for E lack fol- MW wh 
diers. Behold yond ſimpering Dame, whoſe face *tween Th. 
or forks preſages ſnow ;- that minces virtue, and doe For 
ake the head to hear of pleaſure's name. The fitchew, MW Th: 
nor the ſoyled horſe, goes to't with a more riotous ap- Rol 
petite: down from the waſte they are centaurs, though An 
women all above: but to the girdle do the Gods inherit, N Ar 
beneath is all the fiends. There's hell, there's darkneſs} No 
there is the ſulphurous pit, burning, ſcalding, ftench, I Ta 
eonſumption © fie, fie, ſie; pah, pah; give me an ounce To 
of civet, good apothecary, to ſweeten my imagination! Ar 


there's mony for thee. | Te 
* Glo. O, let me kiſs that hand. | N. 
* " Lear, Let me wipe it firſt, it ſmells of mortality. 

%. O ruin'd piece of nature ! this great world Ri 


Shall ſo wear out to nought. Do'ſt thou know me? 

. Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough: doſt thou 
ſquiny at me ? no, do thy worſt, blind Cupid ; I'll not 
_ . Read thou this challenge, mark but the yuan 


/ 
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ce. Were all the letters ſuns, I could not ſee one. 
Ea. I would not take this from report; it is, 
a my heart breaks at lt. 
8 e id Þ —.l gc} wn 182 
Cb. What, with chis caſe of eyes ? 


” 
— 


fool Liar. Oh, ho, are you there with me? no eyes in your 

the cad, nor no mony in your purſe ? your eyes are in a | 
I ne eavy caſe, your purſe in a light; yet you ſee how this | 
they Cb. I fee it feelingly. - © ” 
ue: Lear. What, art mad 7 a man may ſee how this world | 


Foes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears: ſee, how yond 
Fuſtice: rails upon yond 1 thief. Hark in thine ear: 
hange Places, and handy-dandy, which is the juſtice, 
which is the thief? Thou haſt ſeen a farmer's dog bark 
at a beggar. 
Gh. Ay, Sir. +4 
Lear. And the creature run from the cur ? there thou 
might'ſt behold the great image of authority; a dog's 
lobey'd in oſſice © YELP: Fu 
Thou raſcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand: 
{ol- ¶ Why doſt thou laſh that whore ? ſtrip thy own back; 
een Thou hotly luſt'ſt to uſe her in that kind, 2 
10e For which thou whipꝰſt her. Th” uſurer hangs the cozener. 
ew, Through tatter'd cloaths ſmall vices do appear; | 
ap- Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate fin with gold, 
gh And the ſtrong lance of * — * breaks : | 
it, Arm it in rags, a pigmy's ſtraw doth pierce it. 
els) W None 1 4 I ſay, none; I'll able em: 
ch, Take that of me, my friend, who have the po-. rt 
ace To ſeal th* accuſer's lips. Get thee glaſs eyes, 
n! And, like a fcurvy politician, ſeem | 
To fee the things thou doſt not. [los 
Now, now, now, now. Pull off my boots: harder, harder, 
Eag. O matter and impertinency mixt, 
Reaſon in madneſs ! | | | 
Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes, 
ou WW 1 know thee well enough, thy name is Ger; 
of Thou muſt be patient; we came crying hither : 


Tou know'ſt, the frſt time that. we ſmell the air, 


We 
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We wawle and cry. I will _ to thee: = 1 
Glo. Alack; alack the day! 


Lear. When we are born, we ery; that we mY Come 0 
To this great ſtage of fools. — This a good block 1— 


It were a delicate eich Pete toſhoe 

A troop of horſe with Felt; I'll put't in proof 3 
And when I've ſtol'n theſe ſons- e 
Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill. 


Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants, 


Sent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him Sir, 
Your moſt dear daughter 

Lear. No'reſeue? what, a priſoner ? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. Uſe me well, 

You ſhall have ranſom. Let me have ſurgeons, 
I am cut to th' brains. 

Gent. You ſhall have any thing. | 
£ Lear. No ſeconds? all my fel 7 
Why, this would make a man, a man of ſalt 3: 
To uſe his eyes for garden-water-pots, 
And laying autumn's duft. I will die bravely, 
Like a ſmug bridegroom. What? J will be jovial : 


Come, come, I am a King. My Maſters, know you that? 


Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there's life in't. Come, an you get it, 
You ſhall get it by running : ſa, fa, ſa, a. [ Exit. 
Gent. A fight moſt pitiful in the meaneſt wretch, 
Paſt ſpeaking of in a King. Thou haft one daughter, 
Who redeems nature from the general curſe 
Which twain have brought her to. 
Eag. Hail, gentle Sir, 
yl Sir, ſpeed you: what's your Will ? 
Eag. Do you hear aught, Sir, of a battle toward? 
Gent. Moſt ſure, and vulgar; every one hears en, 
Which can diſtinguiſh ſound. 
© Eg. But by your favour, 
How near's the other army ? 
Gent. Near, and on ſpeedy foot : the main deſcry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 
Edg. I thank you, Sir: That's all, a 
bs ent, 


ome 


it. 


Gent. Though t that "M Queens on ſpeci coſe is hots 


er army is mov'd on — 3 1 
Eag. I thank you, Sir 

Gh. Vou ever gentle Gods, San breath from mes 

Net not my worſer ſpirit. tene 1 as . „ 
o die before you pleaſe! - 03 2vooth ls 2A 
Fax. Well pray you, n i e ch {aA 
Glo. Now, good Sir, what are you #1 7.75 
Ea. A moſt poor man, made tame to Sue 8 blows; 
Who, by the art of known and feeling ſorrows ö 
um pregnant to gout pit 2 en your hand, TIC 
2 1 ad you to n 961 
6h. Hearty thanks? = 
he bounty and the benizon of heav' gc 
lo boot, and boot! — IT 


Enter Steward. | 
Stew. A proclaim'd prize ! moſt happy! 


Y That eyeleſs head of thine was firſt fram'd fleſh, 
lo raife my fortunes. Old unhappy traitor, 


© Briefly thy ſelf 1 the word? is ours 

That moſt deftro \ 1 

E Glo. Let thy Tiendly hand 

Put ſtrength enough tot. 

{ Stew. Wherefore, bold — | 
Dar'ſt thou ſupport a publiſh'd traitor ? hence, 


Leſt that th' infection of his fortune take 


Like hold on thee. Let go his am. 
Eag. Chill not let go, Zir, without vurther len- 
Steau. Let go, ſlave, or pray A. 
| Ea. Good gentleman your gate, and let x 
volk . and chud ha Eq awagger'd out of my life, 
| 'twould not ha? been 20 long as tis by a vortnight. Nay, 
come not near th' old man: keep out, che vor'ye, or 
| ice try whether your coſtard or my bat be the barder 3 
| Chill be plain with you. 
Steao. Out, dunghill ! ! | 
Ea. Chill pick your teeth, Zir : come, no matter var 
your foyns. #4 [Edgar #nocks him down. 
18 Slave, thou haſt ſlain me: . 20 pred. - 
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If ever thon:wilt thrive, bury my D RAD- + 
And give the letters, which thou find'ſt about me, 
To E _— — Glo. * ſeek him out 

1 pon ug" party: 5 untimel death — Dia 8 

Eq. I know thee well, e [ : 

f As duteous to the vices of wy rer es 

As badneſs would defire.** 9 

| 44 What, is be dend? WYC og 0 

ag. Sit you down, father: reſt you. Ted. 
Lev s ſee theſe pockets; the letters, that he ſpe: of, 
May be my friends: he's dead; I'm only 

He had no — death's- man. Let us — 

By your leave, gentle wax — and manners blame us not 

To know our enetnies* minds, we wp their ry 
Their papers are more lawful.,-—— 00 51. 


Reads the Letter. Ipr') 


E Tour reciprocal Vows be remembred. You hav 
opportunities to cut him off : if your Will wail 

not, time and place will be fruitfully offer d. Wert i 
nothing done, be return the conqueror. Then am 1 th 
pri iſomer, and his bed my goal; from the loathed warn 


whereof deliver me, and F the place for your labour 
Your ( wife, fo T would fo ) Hicionat Servant, 


. .Gonerill, 


Oh, undiflinguiſt'd 9 of woman's Will A 
A plot upon her virtuous husband's life, 0 
And'the exchange my brother. Here, i * thi ſands. 
Thee I'll rake up, the poſt unſanftified - 
Of murth'rous letchers: and in the mature time, 
With this ungracious paper ſtrike the fight 
Of the death · practis d Duke: for him tis well, 
That of thy death and buſineſs I can tell. 
Gh. The King is mad ; how ſtiff is my vile ſenſe, 
That I ftand up, and have ingenious Feeling 
Of my huge ſorrows ! better I were diſtract, 
So thould my N be ſever'd from my griefs ; 
[Drum w of. 


And woes, by wrong imaginations, loſe 
The knowledge of — 8 
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ag. Give me your hand: 
off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum. 
ne, father, PU beſtow you with a friend. vine. 


8 C E N 2 changes 1 to a Chants: | my f 


1 nter Cordelia, Rent, and Phofician. 


thou good Kent, how ſhall I live and works | 
: To match thy Goodneſs ? life will be too Hort: 
Ind ev'ry meaſure fail me. 
Kent. To be acknowledg'd, Madam, is &ergaid 3 15 
ll my reports go with the mode truth, 25 
or more, nor clipt, but fo, - © 
| Cor. Be better ſuited; bits 
Theſe weeds are memories of theſe worſe hours: y 362 
Epr'ythee, put them off. 
# Kent. Pardon, dear Madam, 
et to be known, ſhortens my made intent; 


8 4 
. 
1 * f 3 
* 
- 


—_ y boon I make it, that ou know : me not, 
il time and I think meet. : 2 
ni Cor. Then be it ſo, 

boar, 


lord. Hoy does the King? ty the Phyſician; 

555 Madam, fleeps fill. 101 

Cor. O you kind Gods! 

ure this great breach in his * nature 3 

r' untun d and jarring ſenſes, O, wind up 

Df this ehild- changed father. : 

} Phy/. Pleafe your Majeſty, 

That we nmy wake the king, he hath ſlept long = 11 
Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed 

[ th ſway of your own will: is he array d? 


Enter Lear in a chair, carried by wa 


Phy. Ay, Madam; in the heavineſs of ſleep, 185 
We put freſh garments on him. 

Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him $ 
| doubt not of his fenipetance.. 1 5 

Cor. O my dear father! Reſtauration, hang 
Thy medicine on my li ips ; and let this kiſs | 
Repair thoſe: violent harms, that my two filters TY 4 


of. 
4. 
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Have in thy reverehce made! _ 
Kent. Kind and deareſt Princeſs ! 
Cor. Had you not been their Father, theſe white kaka 

Did challen e pity of them. Was this a face, = 

To be expos'd againſt the warring wind? 

To ſtand a zinſ'+ the deep, dread-bolted Thunder ? 

In the moſt terrible and nimble Stroke 1 

Of quick, croſs Lightning? To watch poor Perdue, 

With this thin Helm ? My very Enemy's | 

12 he had bit me, ſhou'd have ſtood That Night 

gainſt my fire: And waſt thou fain, poor Father, 

15 U hovel thee with ſwine and rogues forlorn, 

In ſhort and muſty ſtraw ? alack, alack ! 

*Tis wonder, that thy life and wits, at once, 

Had not concluded all.— He wakes ; ſpeak t to him. 
Phy/. Madam, do you, tis fitteſt. 
Cor. How does my royal lord? how fares your Majeſty! 
Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'th* grave; 

Thou art a ſoul in bliſs, but I am bound | 

Upon a wheel of fire; that mine own tears 

Do ſcald like molten lead. | 
Cor. Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. You are a ſpirit, I know ; when did you die? 
Cor. Still, till, far wide | 
Phy/. He's ſcarce awake, let him alone a while. 

Lear. Where have I been? where am I ? fair day-light! 


I'm mightily abusd; I ſhould even die with Pity, G 
To ſee another thus. I know not what to ſay ; f 
I will not ſwear, theſe are my hands: let's ſee, | K 


J feel this pin prick: is J were aſſur d 0 
Of my condition. | 
Cor. O look upon me, ' Sir" 
And hold your hand in rp o'er me. 
No, Sir, you muſt not kneel. f 
Lear. Pray, do not mock me; 
I am a very fooliſh fond old man, 
Fourſcore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 
I fear, I am not in my perfect min 5 
Methinks, I ſhould know you, and know this man; ; 
Yet 1 am doubtful: For I'm mainly ignorant, What 
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vat place this is; and all the kill I have, 
members not theſe garments ;/nay, I know not 
gere I did lodge laſt night, Do not laugh at me, 

lake or, as Iam a man, I 1 Munk, this lady 
Jo be my child Cordelia. 
Cor. Jo ſo I am; Jam. [weep not. 
Lear. Be your tears wet? yes, faith ; I pray you, 
you have poiſon for me, I will drink it; 
know, you do not love me; for your ſiſters 
Have, as I do eudkrue ona me wrong. 
Jou have ſame cauſe, they have not. 
Cor. No cauſe, r : 
Lear. Am I in France? 45 

Kent. In your own kingddm, Sir. J Fe 
Lear. Do not abuſe me. | 
| Phy/. Be comforted, good Madam; the great EW 
Tou ſee, is cur'd in him: — and, yet, *twere danger 
To make him even o'er the Time, tas loft. | 
Deſire him to go in; trouble him no more, 
Will further Atün 
Cor. Will't plea : your "Highneſs walk; 3 
Lear. Vou muſt bear with me; 
ray you now, forget and forgive ; ; | 
e? am old and fooliſh. | 
[Excunt Lear, Cord. Phyſ. and Attendants, 


cht? Manent Kent and Gentleman. 


0 
| Gene. Holds it true, Sir, that the Duke of Cornwall 
| was ſo ſlain? 
Kent. Moſt tertain, Sir. | PT 
Gent. Who is Conductor of his people? 
| Kent, As tis ſaid, the Baſtard Son of Gl) 5 
Gent. They ſay, Eagar, his baniſht Son, is with the 
Earl of Kent in Germany. 
Kent. Report is changeable; Tis time to look 292 : 
dne Powers of the Kingdom approach apace. 
| Gent, The Arbitrement is like to be bloody. 
Fare you well, Sir. [Exit Gent. 
Kent. My Point and Period will be throughly wrought, 
Or well, or ill, as this day's Battle's fought. [Ex. 40 1 
hat : 


ſt» 
ve;l 


— — 
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8 CEN E, a Comp, | 
TID Edmund, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soi 


Ee I. 


- NOW of the Duke, if his laſt p hold; 
Or whether ſince he is. advisd ht, 
| To change the courſe ? he's full of e, 
* ſelf- -reproving : bring his conſtant pleaſure. 
Our fiſter's man 1s l certainly miſcarry d. 
-3 Els Tis to be doubted, Madam. 
. Now, ſweet lord, | 
You ow the goodneſs 1 intend upon you: + 
Tell me but truly, but then ſpeak the ruth, 
Do you not love my fſiſter.? | 
an. In honour'd love. 
Reg. But have you never found my brother's way. 
To the fore-fended place? 
5 No, by mine honour, Madam. | 
— Reg. I never ſhall endure her; dear my lord, 
1 = familiar with her. 
Ean, Fear not; ſhe, and the Duke her husband 


Euter Albany „ Gonerill, and Soldiers. 


Gor. I'd rather loſe the Battle, than that Siſter 

Should looſen him and Me. '[ Hut 
Alb. Our very loving ſiſter, well be met : 

Sir, this I hear, the King is come'to his daughter, 

With others, whom the rigour of our ſtate 

Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honeſt, 

I never yet was valiant : fore this buſineſs, 

It toucheth us, as France invades our Land, 

Not holds the King, with others, whom, I fear, 
M.oſt juſt and heavy cauſes make oppole,) = —— 


2g 


— 
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Re: Why is, this, af Sts 25 
Combine together gainſt the enemy: 
r theſe domeſtick and pul broils 


ot the Ae e 1 7 
| 540. by pation, you FE at your Tent. 
Alb. Let's then determine with Ancient of » war 


\ car proceeding. 
© Reg. biſter, yo w'll go with us ef 

Gon. No. 

eg. Tis moſt convenient, ray you, * us. 
m. Oh ho, I know the riddle, I wil 


4 they are going out, Enter Edgar y rage 


ag. If Cer your Grace had ſpeech with man ſo poor, 
ear By one word. | 
Alb. I'll overtake you: — ſpeak. 

[Exeunt Edm. Reg. Gon. 8 Attendants, 
ag. Before you fight the battle, ope-this letter. 
you have vi&ry, let the trumpet found — © 
or him that brought it: wretched though I ſeems. 

can produce a Champion, that will . | 

| ut is avouched there. If you miſcarry, 

our buſineſs of the world hath ſo an end, 

nd machination ceaſes. Fortune love you ! 

4b. Stay till I've read the letter. 

ag. I was forbid it. 

| 3 time ſhall ſerve, let but the herald cry, 

Ind Pll-appear again. [Exit. 
Alb. Why, fare thee all 1will overlook thy paper. 


Re-enter Edmund. | i 


Fam. The Enemy s in view, draw. up your Powers. 
ard is the gueſs of their true ſtrength and forces, 
y diligent diſcovery ; but your haſe 
5 now . on you. | 

Alb. We will greet the time. (Exit. 
Zam. To both theſe ſiſters have I ſworn my love: 
ich jealous of the other, as the tun 
fre of the adder. Which of them I take? 
oth ? one? or neither ? neither can be enjoy'd, 


8 King LE A R. 
If both remain alive: to take the widow, Ay, 
Exaſperates, makes mad her fifler Gonerill; 
And hardly ſhall T carry out my fide, 1 
Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll uſe 
His countenance for the battle; which being done, 
Let her, who would be rid of him, deviſe 
His ſpeedy taking off. As for the mercy _ 
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia; 
The battle done, and they within our power, 
Shall never ſee his pardon: for my flate _— 
Stands on me to d + Wot ee ea 


8 0 E N E, another open Field. 


2 4 E. r 9 Sue bad og Ley 
ir and ſoldiers over the flage, and exeunt, 


Enter Edgar and Glo'ſter. 


Egg. H. RE, father, take the ſhadow of this tree 
For your good Hoſt 5 U Um the rig ! 
may thrive: Th 
If ever I return to you again, He 
Vil bring you comfort. * | An 
60. Grace be wo : you, Sir! 7 [Exit Edgu Th 
[Alarum, and e with Fre 
Re-enter Edgar. * 


Eadg. Away, old man; give me. thy b away; Ta 


King Lear hath loſt, he and his —_—_— ta en, On 
Give me thy hand. Come . As 
Glo. No further, Sir; a man may rot even here. To 
Eag. What, in ill thoughts again? men muſt endure Are 
Their going hence, ev'n as their n hither: Do 
Ripeneſs is all; come on. 
Glo. And that's true too. [Exe ( 


Enter. in Conqueſt, with Drum and Colours, Edmund; Wat 
Lear and Cordelia, as priſoners ; Soldiers, Captain. ber 


Edm.- Some Officers take them away 3 good guard, end 
Until their greater pleaſures firſt be known $4 


i L * 4 n. „ 


cat are to Gitte them! ba | maths 
Cor. We're not the firſt, | 710 
Who with beſt meaning "ab incurr'd the worſt: | 
For thee, reſſed King g, am I caſt down ; 
My ſelf 8 elſe out-frown falſe fortune's frown. 
Shall we not ſee theſe daughters and theſe ſiſters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no ;.come, let's away.to priſons... 
We two alone will fing, like birds i'th' cage: 
When thou doſt ask me Bleſſing, I'll kneel down, 
And ask of thee Forgiveneſs: ſo we'll lire, 
5 70 pray, and ſing, and tell old tales, and _ l 
At gilded butterflies; and hear poor rogues : 
| 10 of Court news, and we'll talk with them too, 
= Who loſes and who wins; who's in, who's out: 
And take upon's the myſtery of things, 18 
As if we were God's ſpies. And we'll wear out, 
In a wall'd priſon, packs and ſects of Great ones, 
That ebh and flow by th moon. 
Eadm. Take them away. 
Lear. Upon ſuch Sacrifices, my Cordelia, 
The Gods themſelves throw incenſe. Have I caught thee ? 
He that parts us, ſhall bring a brand from heav n, 
And fire us hence, like foxes ; wipe thine eye, 
The good-Jers ſhall devour them, fleſh and fell, 
Ere they ſhall make us weep ; we'll ſee them ſttarv'd firſt, 
Come. [ Exeunt Lear and Cordelia guarded. 
En. Come hither, Captain, hark. 
Take thou this note; go, follow them to priſon. 

| One ſtep F have advanc'd thee ; if thou doft 

As this inſtructs thee, thou doſt make thy way 
; To noble fortunes * know thou this, that men 
dure Are as the time is; to be tender-minded 

Do 5 not become a ſword ; My great Employment ( 27) 


xeunt, 5 FS — thy greft Employment 

Will not bear Queſtion;] All the Copies concur in reading thus; 

but, without doubt, erroneouſly, The Perſoa, whom Edmund is 

here ſpeaking to, was of no higher Degree than a Captain; 

-d, end therefore, certainly, accountable to his Superiours. Edmund, 
W's plain, muſt mean; 1 leading one of the Conqueroze? 

That Vo 1. V1. E Forces, 
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; ill not bear queſtion ; either ſay, thou'lt do'ts 
Or thrive by other means. | 

Capt. I'll dot, ay lord. 

Edm. About it, and write happy, when thou'ſt do 
Mark, I fay, inſtantly ; and carry it fo, 5 
As I have ſet it down, | [Exit Captain 


Flur ib. Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, 25 Sol 


Alb. Sir, you have ſhew'd to day your valiant ftrain, 
And fortune led you well: you have the Captives, | 
Who were the oppoſites of this day's ſtrife : | 
We do require them of you, fo to uſe them, 
As we fhall find their merits and our ſafety 
May equally determine. | 
Edm. Sir, I et BG 
To ſend the old and miſerable King 
To ſome retention, and appointed guard; 
Whoſe age has charms in it, whoſe title more, 
To pluck the common boſoms on his fide ; 
And turn our impreſt launces in our eyes, . 
Which do command them. With him I ſent the Queen; 
My reaſon all the ſame ; and they are ready 
To morrow, or at further ſpace, t appear 
Where you ſhall hold your Seſſion. At this time, 
We ſweat and bleed ; the Friend hath loft his Friend ; 
And the beſt Quarrels, in the Heat, are curſt 
By thoſe that feel their Sharpneſs. —— 
The Queſtion of Cordelia, and her Father, 
Requires a fitter Place. 
Alb. Sir, by your patience, 
I hold you but a Subject of this war, 


Not as a Brother. oy 
Reg. That's as we lift to grace him. = ls 
Methinks, our pleaſure might have been demanded, h 
Ere you had ſpoke ſo far. He led our Pow'rs; Th 
Bore the Commiſſion of my Place and Perſon; - 


« Fotces, and having employ'd thee in this Buſineſs, will be 1 
thy ſufficient Warrant, and will ſecure Thee from being que C 
* ftion'd about it.“ " 


je which immediacy may well ſtand up, 
id call it fef your brother.. ＋ | 
Con. Not ſo hot: . | 
lon In his own grace he doth exalt himſelf, 
ore than in yout advancement. 
Fe. In my Right, 5 
By me inveſted, he Tompeers the beſt. 
Alb. That were the moſt, if he ſhould husband you, 
8 Reg. Jeſters do oft . 5 . ö 
Con. Holla, Holla ; 
That eye, that told you ſo, look'd but a- ſquint. 
Reg. Lady, I am not well, elſe I ſhould anſwer 
From a full-flowing ſtomach. General, 
Take thou my ſoldiers, priſoners, . patrimony, 
8 Diſpoſe of them , of me; the walls are thine : 
E Witneſs the World, that I create thee here 
My lord and maſter. 


Gon. Mean you to enjoy hun ? | | 
| lb. The Lett alone lyes not in your good Will. 
| Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 1 
een; Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes. | 
| Rex. Let the drum ſtrike, and prove my Title thine. 
| Alb. Stay yet; hear reaſon: Edmund, I arreſt thee 
On capital treaſon ; and, in thy Arreſt, 
d; This gilded Serpent; for your Claim, fair fiſter, 
I bar it in the intereſt of my wife; 
Tis ſhe is ſub-contracted to this lord, 
And J, her husband, contradict your banes. 
If you will marry, make your loves to me, 
My lady is beſpoke. 
| Gox. An enterlude ! — 
Alb. Thou art arm'd, Gl” Her; let the trumpet ſound : 
If none appear to prove upon thy perſon 
d, Thy heinous, manifeſt, and many treaſons, 
There is my Pledge: PH prove it on thy heart, 
Ere I taſte bread, thou art in nothing leſs 
Than I have here proclaim'd thee. 7 
in de Reg. Sick, O fick —- - 1 
que: Gon. If not, I'll ne'er truſt poiſon. [Aae. 
Ean. There's my exchange; what in the world he is, 
The Cx” Thar 
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That names me Traitor, villain-like he liess 
Call by thy trumpet: he that dares a ppreach, | |. 
On him, on you, (who not?) I wall maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

2 A herald, ho! 


Enter a Herald. 154 


Truft to thy ſingle virtue; for thy ſoldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name , 0 
nn their diſcharge. nf! 
This fickneſs grows upon me. 
v4 She is not well, convey her to my Tent. 


kk Reg. wh 
Come hither, herald, let the trumpet ſound, op 
And read out this. | [4 trumpet fu 7 , 


n reads. ; » 

F any man of Quality, or Degree, within the "ai 1 
| ba army, will maintain upon Edmund ſappoſc Earl 
Glo'ſter, that he is a manifold traitor, let him a 

> Ah by the third ſound of the trumpet : be 1 is bold in hi 


* , eee p 


Her. Again. 2 Frunpe. ; 


Her. Again, 3 trumpet. 
6 BERL iT rumpet ange, =vithin, Wt 


Enter Edgar, armed. 


Alb. Ask him his purpoſes, why he TO 
Upon this Call o'th* trumpet. 
= What are you ? 
Your name, ycur quality, and why you anſwer 
This preſent ſummons ? | Fs 
Eds. Know, my name is loſt; 
By kg" s tooth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit 3 ; 
Yet am I noble, as the Adyerſary _ 
I come to cope. 
41b. Which is that Adverſar 
Zap: What's he, that f. "for Edmund Earl oſ 
Ger? Ny 
| Faw, 
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En. Himſelf; what ſay' ſt thou to him 
I Ede. Draw thy Sword, b 
That if my ſpeech offend a noble heart, 

Urhy arm may do thee juſtice ; here is mine: 


of 


hold, it is the privilege of mine Honours, 

Ny Oath, and my Profeſſion. I proteſt, 

Naugre thy ſtrength, place, youth, and eminence; 

Ppite of thy victor- ſword, and fire-new fortune, 

hy valour, and thy heart, thou art a traitor ; 

Falſe to thy Gods, thy brother, and thy father; 

EConſpirant 'gainſt this high illuſtrious Prince, 

And from th extreameſt upward of thy head, 

ro the deſcent and duſt below thy foot, 

A moſt toad-ſpotted traitor. Say thou, no; 

and This ſword, this arm, and my beſt ſpirits are bent 
o prove upon thy heart, whereto I ſpeak, 

— KT hou lieſt. | 

7% Fan. In Wiſdom I ſhould ask thy name; 

fail gut fince thy out- ſide looks ſo fair and warlike, 

% ad that thy tongue ſome Say of Breeding breathss ; 

1 bir hat ſafe and nicely I moght well delay 

7/1. By rule of Knight-hood, I diſdain and ſpurn: 

pet. Rack do I toſs theſe treaſons to thy a 

et. With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart; 

thin, Which (for they yet glance by, and ſcarcely bruiſe) 

This ſword of mine ſhall give them inſtant way, 

Where thou ſhalt reſt for ever. Trumpets, ſpeak. + 

i 48.76; 1 [ Alarm. Fight. 

| Gon, O, fave him, fave him; This is Practice, 

d Eil fer: (aD 7 © | 

By th' law of war, thou waſt not bound to anſwer 

An unknown oppoſite ; thou art not vanquiſh'd, 

ut cozen'd and beguil'd. % 4; | 

Alb. Shut your mouth, Dame, 


| (23) Alb. Save him, ſave him. : 
| Gon, This is Practice, Glo'ſter: ] Thus all the Copies have 
liſtinguiſh'd theſe Speeches: but 1 have ventur'd to place the 
ö Hemiſtichs to Gonerill, * Tis abſurd, that Albany, who knew 
Edmund's Treaſons, and his own Wife's Paſſion for him, 
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mould be ſollicitous to have his Life wd. 
A E 3 Or 


* 


2 


02 Eng E tan 
Or with this paper hal I flop it ied ent) 
Thou worſe than any thing, read thine own EN 
No tearing, lady; I perceive, you know: it. 
Gon. Say, if I do; the Laws are mine, not thine; Ui 
Who can arraign me for't ? Ne 
Alb. Monſter, know'ſt thou this paper ? 3 
Gon. Ask me not, what I know — [Exit G0 7 
Alb. Go after her, ſhe's deſperate, govern, her. 
ine you have charg'd me with, That I ban 
And more, much more ; the time will Ning it out. 
»Tis paſt, and fo am I: but what art thou, 
That haſt this fortune on me ? If thou'rt noble, 
I do forgive thee. 
Ea. Let's exchange charity : | 
J am no leſs in blood than thou art, Edmund; 
If more, the more thou'ſt wron d me. 
My name is Eagar, and thy r's ſon. 
The Gods are juſt, and of our pleaſant vices 
Make inftruments to ſcourge us 
The dark and vicious place, where thee ho got, 
Coſt him his eyes. |; 
Edm. Thow't ſpoken right, 'tis true, 
The wheel is come full circle; I am _— 
As. Methought, thy very A „rl 
A royal Noblenefs: : I muſt 
Let Sorrow ſplit my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father ! | 
ag. Worthy Prince, I know't. 
AB. Where have you hid your ſelf? 
12 5 have you known the miſeries of your father? 
g. By nurſing them, my lord. Liſt a brief tale, 
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a 5 he's tis told, O, that my heart would burſt !- 
be bloody Proclamation to eſcape g 
That follow'd me ſo near, (O our lives“ ſweetneſs !. 
That we the pain of death would hourly bear, 
Rather than die at pet ht Al to ſhift 


Into a mad. man's rags ; ume a Semblance, G 
'The very LEA: py in this babit b 
Met I my fa 5 405 4 
8 4 


er with his bleeding rings, 
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W heir precious gems new loft ; became his ide, 
f > him, beg'd for him, fav'd him from deſpair ; 
Never (O fault!) reveal'd my ſelf unto him, 
: atil ſome half hour paſt, when I was arm'd, 
Not fure, though hoping, of this good ſucceſs, 
; Lask d his bleſſing, and from firſt to laſt 
Ga Told him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart, 
| hack. too weak the Conflict to ſupport, 
hal Twixt two extreams of paſſion, joy and grief, 
| I urſt N 
. ; Baſt, This ſpeech of yours hath mov'd me, 
And ſhall, perchance, do good; but ſpeak you on, 
Vos look, as you had ſomething more to ſay. 
AI. If there be more, more woful, bold it in, 
For I am almoſt ready to diſſolve, 
| Hearing of this. 
7 Edg. — This would have ſeem'd a Period, 
To ſuch as love not Sorrow: but Another, | 
To amplify too much, would make much more, 
And top Extremity ! —— 
Whilſt I was big in Clamour, cone there a Man, 
Who having ſeen me in my worſer State, 
Shun'd my abhorr'd Society ; but now findin 
Who 'twas, had ſo endur'd, with his ſtren * WY 
He faſten'd on my Neck ; and bellow'd 3, 
| As he'd burſt He ; threw him on my Father; 
Told the moſt piteous Tale of Lear and him, | 
That ever Ear receiv d; which in NE. 
His Grief grew puiſſant, and the Strings of Life 
{Began to crack. — Twice then the Trumpets ſounded, 
r? And there I left him traunc'd. — 
le, Alb. But who was this ? 
& 1-6 Edg. Kent, Sir; the baniſh'd Kent, who in Aiſguiſe 
| Fallow'd his enemy King, and did him Service 
+ Improper for a 


Enter a Gentleman. 
Cent. Help, help! | 
WM ; The kind of help ? 

Al 


Speak, man. | 
Theiß E 4 FL. Ez. 


ws 
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Eag. What means this bloody kniſe? 


— "Tis hot, it ſmoaks ; it came even From the hea 
Of — O! ſhe's dead. 


lh. Who's dead ? ſpeak, man. 
Gent. Your lady, Sir, your lady; and her liſter 
By her is poiſon'd ; ſhe ronfeſſes it. 


Edam. I was contrated to them both ; all three 
Now marry in an inſtant. 


Zag. Here comes Kent. 


Enter Kent. 
Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead. 


[Gonerill and Regan's Bodies brought ou, Wi 


This Judgment of the heav'ns, that makes us (remble, 
Touches us not with pity. — O! is this He? 
The time will not allow the compliment, 
Which very manners urge. 
Kent. I am come 
To bid my King and Maſter aye good night; ; 
Is he not here? 
Alb. Great thing of us forgot ! 25 


Speak, Edmund, where's the King? and where's Cordelia? N 


See ' ſt thou this Object, Kent? 
Kent. Alack, why thus ? 
Edm. Yet Edmund was belov'd: 
The one the other poiſon'd for my ſake, 
And after ſlew her ſelf. ONS Bu, 
Alb. Even ſo; cover their faces. 
Edam. 1 pant for life ; ſome Good I mean to do, 
Deſpight of mine own nature. Quickly ſend, 
(Be brief) into the Caftle ; for my Writ 
Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia: 
Nay, ſend in time. 
"Alb. Run, run, O run 
Eag. To whom, my lord? who has the office ? Send 
Th jk of reprieve. 


dm. Well thought on, take my ſword, 
Give it the Captain — 


th Haſte Son for thy life. [Exit Meſſenger 
Eam. He hath Commiſſion from thy wife and * 
0 


' 
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T [o hang Cordelia in the priſon, and. . 
5 o lay 5 blame upon her own deſpair. 


The Gods d her dear. im hence a while. 
[Edmund . borne off. 


| Enter Lear, — 1 Cordelia dead i in birarns 


ear 1 


Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl, — O, you are men 
of ſtone; ; 
Had I your tongues and ęyes, I'd uſe them ſo, 
| : That 5 s vault ſhould crack: ſhe's gone for ever | 
ET know, when one is dead, and when one lives; 
We s dead as earth ! lend me a looking-glaſs, 
l that her Breath will miſt or ſtain the ones 
le, Why then ſhe lives. 
= Kent. Is this the promis'd End ? 
= Lear. This feather ſtirs, ſhe lives ; if it be ſo, 
It is a Chance which do's redeem all en 
That ever I have felt. 5 | 
Kent. O my good maſter! | [Knedling, 
| Lear, Priythee, away 
1M Ede. Tis noble Kent, your friend, 
147 Lear. A plague upon you, murth'rous traitors all! 
I might have ſav'd her; now ſhe's gone for ever! 
5 Cordelia, Cordelia, ſtay a little. Ha! — N 
What is't thou ſay'ſt? her voice was ever ſoft, 
Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman. 
I kill'd the ſlave, that was a Hanging t thee. 
Gent. *Tis true, my lords, he did. 
Lear. Did I not, fellow? 
| I've ſeen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
| I would haye made them skip: I am old now, 
And theſe ſame croſſes ſpoil me. Who are you? 
| Mine eyes are none 0'th” beſt. —— I'll tell you ſtrait. 
nd Kent. If fortune brag of two ſhe lov'd and hated, , 
One of them we behold. 
| Lear, Are you not Kent B09 
| Kent. The ſame; your ſervant Kent z 
Where is your ſervant Caius ? | 


= 


fer, 
E 


To | E 5 Lear: 
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Lear. "Twas a good fellow, J can tell you that, iy 
—_ N and I and ro 
nt. No, 0 am 2 

Tear. I' — . 1885 

Kent. That, from your firſt d difference and decay, 
Have follow'd your 44 hops 

Lear. You're We hither. | | 

"OO + og no man elſe ; — all's cheerleſs, dark, a 

ea 

Your eldeſt daughters have fore-Gone themſelves, 
And deſp'rately are dead. 

Lean. "ay, fo F think.” 

Alb. He knows not what he ſays; ad vain is it, 
That we preſent us to him, 

Eag. Very bootleſs, 


Enter a Meſſenger. | 
Ie Edmund is dead, my lord. 
Al. That's but a trifle, 
Yon lords and noble friends, know our intent; 4 


What 8 to this great Decay may come, | Sh: 
Shall be apply'd. For us, we will gu, | 
During ary of this old Majeſty, 


To him our abſolute Power : to you, your 1 ig 


With boot, and ſuch addition as your honours 

Have more than merited. All friends ſhall taſte 

The wages of their virtue, and all foes 

The cup of their defervings : O ſee, ſee 
Lear. And my poor Fool is hang d: no, no, no lik, 

Why ſhould a * horſe, a rat have life, 

And thou no at all? thou'lt come no more, 

Never, never, never, never, Never — | 


(29) He's a good' Fellow, I can tell you that, 

Hell frike and quickly too: he's dead and rotten, ] . 
have ſeen Lear mad; but, never, à ſtark Fool till this Mo- 
ment; to tell us, that a dead and rotten Man will ſtiike 
quickly. But it was a Stupidity- of the Bditors, and noi 
_ chargeable on the Poet. p 
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+ (Pray you, undo this button. Thank you, Sir; 
rote o you ſee this? look on her, look on her lips, a 
„ock there, look there [He dies. 


Edg. He faints ; my lord, — 

Kent. Break heart, I pr'ythee, break: 

Fag. Look up, my lord. —- 
Kent. Vex not his ghoſt: O, let him paſs! He hates him, 

That would upon the rack of this rough world 

Stretch him out longer. 

Fag. He is gone, indeed. . 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd ſo long: 

He but uſurpt his life. : | 

Alb. Bear them from hence, our preſent buſineſs 

Is general woe: friends of my ſoul, you twain 

Rule in this Realm, and the gor'd State ſuſtain. 

| Kent. I have a journey, Sir, ſhortly to go; Le? 

My maſter calls me; I muſt not ſay, no. [Dies. 

Alb. The weight of this ſad time we muſt obey, (30) 

Speak what we feel, not what we ought to ſay. 

The oldeſt hath borne moſt ; we, that are young, 

Shall never ſee ſo much, nor live ſo long. 

| ; [Exeunt with a dead March. 


ecay, 


„ and 


(30) Alb. The Weight of this ſad Time, &c.] This Speech 
f:om the Authority of the Old 4to is rightly plac'd to Alba- 
[57 in the Edition by the Players it is given to Edgar, by 
whom, I doubt not, it was of Cuſtom ſpoken. And the Caſe 
| was this: He who play'd Edgar, being a more favourite Ac- 
tor, than he who perſonated Albany; in Spight of Decorum, it 
vas thought proper he ſhould have the laſt Word. 


Dramatis W. *. 


rie- Tn ix e 
cius, ED 
Lucullus, 0 two flattering Lords. 

Apemantus, @ churlif Philoſopher. 

Sem ronius, another flattering Lord. 

A es, a Athenian General. : 
Kaas, Stewvaad to Tim. 


| Timon's ſervants. 


ſeveral Servants to Uſurers. 


Ventidius, one of Timan's falſe Friends, D 


| Cupid and Makers, 


— 2 Mifreſes to Alcibiades. 
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Tru OO N LE ATHENS, 


| Emer Poet, Painter, Jeweler, Merchant, and 


| But what 


— e ** * "Ou *. 8 1 a ts. 
— r — YT * ms as. A A. 0 kth. Mt. A... 


SCENE, 4 Halt in Timon's Houſe. 


Mercer, at ſeveral doors. 


Pos r. . 


"Az O OD day, Sir. 
Pais. I am glad y' are well, 
Poet. J have not ſeen you long; how 
2. — the world ? 
Or Pain. + wears, Sir, as it goes. 
Poet. Ay, that -4 — 4 

particular rarity? what 

Which manifold Record not matches? 2 


| (Magick of Bounty !) all theſe Spirits thy power 


Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the me t. 
Pain, I know them both; th' other's a weiber. 
Mer. O' tis a worthy lord! 
ew, Nay, that's moſt fixt. | 
r. A moſt incomparable man, breath'd a as it were 


To an untirable and continuate goodnefs, 


w, I havea Jewel here. ; 
Mer. 


_ — — cn — my ave — 


g 
: 

| 

F 

bl 


_ 5 enga- Ol 


Let's ſee your piece. 


Mer. O ray, let's ſee t: w- NAY iP | 


For the lord 7man, "Sir &. (4 EE 
Few. If he will touch the eftitnate: : ut for that— : 
Poet. When we for recompence have PAN 22a vile, 53 

It ſtains the glory in that a verſe wo oe 

Which aptly ſings the good. | 
Mer. Tis a good fem: kung on the jel 


Few. And rich; here is a water, look £1 
Pain. You're. rapt, Sir, in owe Wark, | ome del 5 
* Gicht | ; r: 

To the gone lord. ily from: 

Hoe. thing MO 

Our Poeſie is as yy which iſſues 

From whence *tis nouriſhed. The fire 1'th* flint 

Shews not, till it be ſtruck: our gentle flame 

Provokes it ſelf, —and like the current flies 

Each Bound it thafe. ' What have you there? (1) 
Pain. A picture, Sir: — when comes your book forth! 


Poet. Upon the heels of ** Falun megt. Sir. 


Pain. Tis a good piece. 
Poet. So tis, 

This comes off well and excellent. 
Pain, Indiff rent. r 
Poet. Admirable! how this grace 8 

Speaks his own ſtanding? what a — power — 

This eye ſhoots forth? how big imagination 1 

Moves in this lip? to th' — 2 of the g ſtare - - 


One might interpret. 
' Pain. It is a-pretty mocking of the iſe. Sp 
Were is a touch — ist go? Linti C4 Fe 
Poet, I'll ſay of it «otro: h | Is 
It tutors Nature; - artificial rie 5 INES T 
Lives in thoſe touches, Ecler than Life.” et} w T 


(1) Each Bound it 8 8 2 The Flood; in- 
deed, beating up upon the Shore, covers a Part of it, but 
cannot be ſaid to drive the Shore away. The, Poet's Allu- U 
ſion is to a Wave, which, foaming and chafing on the Show, Wh a 


nooks 5 and * the Water ſeema to the Eye to retixe. | t 


Enter ( 


— 
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Enter certain Senators. 


paix. How this lord is followed ! 11 5 
Poet. The Senators of Athens] happy man! ( 
Pais. Look, e en gys ah, | 
Poet. You ſee this confluence, this great flood of viſiters. 
have, in this rough Work, ſhap'd out a Man, 
Whom this beneath-world doth embrace and hug 
Pith ampleſt entertainment. My free drift 
lalts not particular, but moves itſelf 
In a wide ſea of wax; no levell'd malice 
Unſects one Comma in the courſe I hold, 

But flies an eagle-flight, bold, and forth on, 

Leaving no tract behind,  * 

| Pain. How ſhall I underſtand you? 

Poet. I'll unbolt to you. 1 

Wou ſee, how all conditions, how all minds, 

As well of glib and ſlipp'ry creatures, as 

Of grave and auſtere quality, tender down _ 

FTheir Service to lord Timon his large fortune, 

Upon his good and gracious nature hanging, 

Subdues and properties to his love and tendance _ : 

All ſorts of hearts; yea, from the glaſs-fac'd flatterer - 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better S 
Than to abhor himſelf ; ev'n he drops down 
| The knee before him, and returns in peace 
{ Moſt rich in T:mon's nod. | 

Pain. I ſaw them ſpeak together. 
Poet. I have upon a high and pleaſant hill 

Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd. The Baſe o'th' mount 
Is rank'd with all deſerts, all kind of natures, 

That labour on the boſom of this ſphere 
| To propagate their ſtates ; amongſt them all, 
| Whoſe eyes are on this ſov'reign lady fixt, 


rth ? 


in- 
bu (2) Happy Men! ] Thus the printed Copies: but I cannot 
lu- think the Poet meant, that the Senators were happy in being 
it admitted to Timon ; their Quality might command That : bur 
| that Timon was happy in being follow d, and careſs'd, by thoſe 

ref their Rank and Dignity. | 
| One 


> 


Even on their knees and hands, ) let him, ſlip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 


| Have render d, m over ve, redtd ad Scopmm tendis: and 
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One do I perſonate of Timon's frame, 
Whom Fortune with her iv'ry hand wafts to her, 
Whoſe preſent grace to preſent ſlaves and ſervants 
Tranflates his rivals. | 
Pain. Tis conceiv'd to th' Scope. (3) 
This throne, this Fortune, and this Hill, methinks, 
—.— one — becken'd from — reſt below, 
wing his againſt the mount 
To climb his-happineſs, would be well expreſt 
In our condition. | 
Poet. Nay, but hear me on : 
All thoſe which were his fellows but of late, 
Some better than his value, on the moment 
Follow his ftrides ; his lobbies fill with tendance 
Rain facrificial whiſp*rings in his ear; 
Make facred even his ſtirrop; and through him 
Drink the free air. He | 
Pain. Ay, marry, what of theſe ? 
Poet. When Fortune in her ſhift and change of mood 
Spurns dewn her late belov'd, all his Dependants 
(Which labouy'd after to the mountain's top, 


Pain. Tis common : 
A thouſand moral Paintings I can ſhew, 
That ſhall demonſtrate theſ> quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well 
To ſhew lord Timon, that mean eyes have ſten 
'The foot above the head. 


(3) *Tir-conceiv'd, to ſcope | 3 
This Throne, this Fortune, &e.] Thus all the Editors hi- 
therto have nonſenfically writ, and pointed, this Paſſage. 
But, ſure, the Painter would tell the Poet, your Conception, 
Sir, hits the very Scope you aim at. This the Greeks would 


a3 x3 


Cicero has thus expral#'d on the like Occafion, Signum een 


Trumpet! i 


50d 


= Trumpets ſound. Ender Timon, addre himſelf 
4 OE courteoufly to every ſuitor. EE 
Jin. Impriſon'd is he, ſay you? [To a ger. 
. Ay, my good lord ; fire talents is his debt, 
Wis means moſt ſhort, his creditors moſt ſtraight : 
our honourable letter he deſires 

Jo thoſe have ſhut him up, which failing to him 
Periods his comfort. S b apts 

1 Tim. Noble Ventidius! 6 

am not of that feather to ſhake off | 

My friend when he moſt needs me. I do know him 
A gentleman that well deſerves a help, | 

Wich he ſhall have, I'II Pay the debt, and free him. 
Meſ. Your lordſhip ever binds him. | | 
Tim. Commend me to him, I will ſend his ranſom 3 
And, being enfranchiz'd, bid him come to me; l 
"Tis not enough to help the feeble up, 


But to ſupport him after. Fare you well. | 
| Me/. All happineſs, to your Honour! [Exit. 
. Fnter an old Athenian, | 


Old 4th. Lord Timon, hear me ſpeak. 
Tin. Freely, good father. e x 
Old 4th. Thau haſt a fervant nam'd Lucilius. 
Tim. I have ſo: what of him? | T 
Old Ath. Moſt noble Timon, call the man befare thee. 
Tim. Attends he here or no? Lucilius [—— | 


= Enter Lucilius. 
Lyc. Here, at your lordſhip's ſervice. 8 
Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy creature 
| By night frequents my houſe. I am a man 5 
That from my firſt have been inclin'd to thrift, 
And my eſtate deſerves an heir more rais'd, 
Than one which holds a trencher. 
Tim, Well : what further ? | 4 
a 4th. One only daughter have I, no kin elſe, 
On whom I may confer what I have got 4 


And 


1 


The maid is fair, o'th' youngeſt for a 
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And I have bred her at my deareſt coſt, 
In qualities of the beſt. This man of thine 
Attempts her love: I pray thee, noble lord, 
Join with me to forbid him her reſort 3 eee 
My ſelf have ſpoke in vam. PO 
Tim. The e : . 346 i!) TY Tx FF 
Old 4th. Therefore e will be Timon.” 60 Bir 

His honeſty rewards him in it ſelf, es IM On 

It muſt not bear my daughter. 
Tim. Does ſhe love him? © © | 

Old 4th. She is young, and apt: yy 

Our own precedent pafl ns do inſtru ON ad 

What levity's in youth: 4415 + Me 
Tim. Love you the Wald? SM 
Luc. Ay, my good lord, ah tete er it. 
Old Ath: If in her marria my conſent be miſſing, 

I call the Gods to witneſs, Fon Hchuſee 

Mine heir from forth the 88 of che world, 

And diſpoſſeſs her all. 

Tim. How ſhall ſhe be endowed, - aj 

If ſhe be mated with an equal husband? 2 
Old Atb. Three talents on the reſent, in future all. 
Tim. This gentleman bf mine bath ſerv'd me long! - 

'To build his — I will ſtrain a little, 

For tis a bond in men. Give him thy ger: 

What you beftow, in him I'll counterppiſe, 

And make him weigh with 1 
Old Ath. Moſt noble lord, | 

Pawn me to this your honour, ſhe is his. 

Dim. My hand to thee, mine honour on my promiſe. 
Luc. Humbly 1 thank your Los: * may | 
at ſtate,” or fortune, fall into my k 

Which i is not ow'd;to you! [Exeunt 12 . ld Ath. 
Poet. Vouchſafe my labour, and long live your lotdftip 


(4) Therefore be will be, Timon.) The Thought i is cloſely ex- 
preſs d, and obſcure: but this ſeems the Meaning. If the 
« Man be honeſt, my Lord, for that reaſon he will be ſo in 
« this; and not endeavour at the Jojuſtice of gaining wy 
" „ — my conſent. 95M. Warburton, 


Tin. 
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in. I thank you, you ſhall hear from me anon: 
Wo not away. What have you there, my friend? 
Pain. A. piece of * which 1 #1 beſeech 
Four lordſhip to accept. 

Jin. Painting is welcome. 3 
Tie Painting is almoſt the natural man: | 

or fince e trafficks with man's ns 


„er 


1 e is but out- ſide: raf "Fig are. 


7, 


5 


Ln ſuch as they give out. I like your Work; 

ud you ſhall, 44 L like i it: ME, Wn 

il jou hear further from me. 
Pain. The Gods preſerve. e! 

| Tim. Well fare you, gentleman ;. chad al your, hand, 
ye muſt needs dine — 8 Sir, your jewel 

ath ſuffer'd under p es 
| Few. What, my Fs ? diſpraiſe? 
| Tim, A meer ſatiety of ae IF 
f I ſhould pay you for't as tis extoll'd, 
t would unclew me uite. 
Jew. My lord, tis rated : 
As thoſe, which ſell, would give: but you well os, 
Things of like value. differing 1 in the owners, 

ure by their maſters priz d; Believ't, dear lord, 
You mend the jewel by the wearing it. 

Tim. Well mas * 
Mer. No, my lord, he ſpeaks the common tongue, 
F all men r wich hits ee e -- by 
Tim, Look, who comes here. 


1 
2 


[1 
. . 7 
I STING 


Enter Apemantus. 


Fil you be chid? |; 

Jew. We'll bear it with your lordſhip. 
Mer. He'll ſpare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, Ge entle Abemantus !“ 
Apem. Till I be gentle, ſtay for thy good morrow 3 ; 
Vhen thou art Timon's dog, and theſe knaves honeſt. 
Tim, Why doſt thou call them knaves, 900 Benn 
em not? e 
hem. Are they not Athenians 3 
Lim, Yes. > | 


K ** „ 


f KI 


Apen. 
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- Aptm. Then I repent not. 
Few. You know me, Apemantus. 
* Thon know 'ſt 1 40, I call'd thee by thy: t 
im. Thou art proud, Ademuntus. 
Hpem. Of nothing ſo much, as that I am not ly 
Timon. | 
Tim, Whither art going ? 
m. To knock out an honeſt | Alenia „bin. 
im. That's a deed thoul't die for. 
m. Right, if doing nothing be death by the lay, 
im. . How lik*ft thou this Picture, Apemantus? 
* The beſt, for the innocence. 
m. Wrought he not well, that painted it? 
en. He wrought better, that made the Painter: u. 
yet he's but a filthy piece of work. | 
Pain. Yare a 
Apem. 2 mother's of my generation: what's ſt, 
if I be a dog? 
0 Wilt dine with me, Apemantus? 
No, I eat not lords. 
. If thou ſhould'ſt, thou'dſt anger ladies. KL 
| hem. © » they eat lords; fo they come by gte 


Weeze. That's a laſcivious apprehenſion. 
2 So, thou apprehend'it it. Take it for thy labour, 
im. How doſt thou like this jewel, Apemantus? W 
Adem. Not ſo well as Plain- dealing, which will na 
coſt a man a doit. 
Tim. What doſt thou think tis worth? 
Apem. Not worth my thinking —— How now, Poet! 
Poet. How now, Philoſopher ? 
Adem. Thou lieſt. 5 | 
oet. Art thou not one? 
ew Yes. 
Poet. JA I lie not. * 
Oden. Art * a poet 
| _ Yes. * | 
Adem. Then thou lieſt: look f in thy laſt wat where 
thou haſt feign'd him a worthy fellow. 
, Poet. That's not feign'd, he is ſo. 


' Apen. 
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Aen. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay: thee 
> thy labour. He, that loves to be flattered, is wor- 
y o'th' flatterer. Heav'ns, that I werea lord! 
Tim. What would'ſt do then, Adpemantus ? 
m. Ev'n as Apemantus does now, hate a lord with 


Tim. What, thy felf ? 

m. Ay. | 
nme eee (5) 
em. That I had ſo a wit, to be a lord. 

4 * not a Merchant? | | 
| Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 5 

| em. Traffick confound thee, if the Gods will not ! 
Mer. If Traffick do it, the Gods do it. | 

| em. Traffick's thy God, and thy God confound thee ! 


| Trumpets found. Enter a Meſſenger, 
Tim. What trumpet's that? 8 
Meſ. Tis Alcibiades, and ſome horſe 
ll of companionſhip. 5 
| Tim. Pray, entertain them, give them guide to us; 
ou muſt needs dine with me: go not you hence, 
ill I have thankt you ; and when dinner's done, 
ew me this piece. I'm joyful of your ſights. 


12 | Enter Alcibiades with the reſt. 
lost welcome, Sir! [Bowing and embracing. 


| pem. So, fo! Aches contract, and ſtarve, your ſupple 
ants! that there ſhould be ſmall love amongſt theſe 
weet knaves, and all this courteſie! the ſtrain of man's 
red out into baboon and monkey. 

Ale. You have fav'd my longing, and I feed 


(s) That 1 had no angry Wit te be 4 Lord.) This Reading is 
blurd, and unintelligible. But, as I have reſtor'd the Text, it 
ſatirical enough of all Conſcience, and to the purpoſe: 
r. I would hate myſelf, for having no more Wit than to co- 


whe i lo inſignificant a Title. In the ſame Senſe Shake/peare,uſes 
01-witted, in his Richard 2d. 
And thou a lunatick, lean-witted, Fool. Mr. Warburton. 
ten | Moſt. 
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Moſt hungerly on your ſight. | 

Dum. Right welcome, Sir. | 
Ere ue delt, wHll ſhare u boanteous time (6) 50 
In different pleaſures. Pray you, ler us in. [ Ia 


Ifaner Apemantus. Enter Lucius and Lucullu, | x" 
Luc. What time a day is't, ns Regen | p. 
Apem. Time to be honeſt. d 
Luc. That time ſerves till. (nol | Cl 


Aßen. The moſt accurſed thou, that ail! omitt'; it 
© Lucul. Thou art going to Jord Timon's feaſt. 

Apem. Ay, to ſee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fo 
Lucul. Fare thee well, fare thee well. = * 
Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me firewel twice. | 0 
Lucul. Why, Apemantus ?. | 
Ihen. Thou ſhould'it have kept one to thy ſelf, k F\ 


I mean to give thee none. | 7 
Luc. Hang thy ſelf. + -: Hor 
Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding : Ps 

thy requeſts to thy friend. 8 

1 Lucul, Away, anpeaceaule dog, or III ſpurn tha 7 

Ence;-: +5 h 
Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels o th' afs, | 5 
Luc. He's oppoſite to humanity. 7 

Come, ſhall we in, and taſte lord Timon's bounty ? * 

He, ſure, outgoes the very heart of kindneſs. 0 1 
Lucul. He pours it out. Plutus, the God of gold, ik 

Is but his Steward : no meed but he repays I. 

Seven-fold above it ſelf ; no giſt to him, | 77 

But breeds the giver a Return exceeding ] 

All uſe of quittance. p 
Luc. The nobleſt mind he carries, 1 

That ever govern'd man. : 
Lucul. Long may he live in fortunes! ſhall we in? Nn 
Luc. A b you company. Ex 5 


0% Brre x we depart,-—--] Tho! the Editions concur in thi h 
A it is certainly faulty. Who depart? Tho? Alcibiadi 
was to leave Timon, Timon was not to depart from his 0 


SC ENI N 


Houſe, Common Senſe fayours my Emendation. 
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LCENE, another Apartment in Timon's Houſe. 


thoys playing, loud muſick. A great banquet ſerav'd 
222 enter = ano Lacins; n 
pronius, and other Athenian /ſepators,' with Venti- 
dius. Then comes, dropping after all, Apemantus 4:/- 
contentedly. ! o f 
„ A OST 8 it hath pleasd the Gods 
To call my father's age unto long peace. 
e is gone happy, — has left — rich. P | 
hen, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, I do return thoſe talents, 
Doubled-with thanks and ſervice, from whoſe help 
I deriv'd liberty. x. 450 875 
Tim. O, by no means, 
Honeſt Ventidius: you miſtake my love; 
gave it freely ever, and there's none 
m truly ſay he gives, if he receives: 
If our Betters play at that game, we muſt not dare 
To imitate them. Faults that are rich, are fair. 
Ven. A noble ſpirit. 
Tim, Nay, ceremony was but devis'd at firſt, 
o {et a gloſs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 
Recanting goodneſs, ſorry ere tis ſhown : . 
But where there is true friendſhip, there needs none. 
Pray, fit; more welcome are ye to niy fortunes, - 
han they, to m. { They fit down, 
Luc, We always have confeſt it. 
H4pem. Ho, ho, * it? hang'd it, have you not ? 
Tim. O, Apemantus! you are welcome. 
Hem. No; you ſhall not make me welcome. I 
ome to have thee thruſt me out of doors. 
Tim, Fie, th'art a churle; ye have got a humour there 
Does not become a man, *tis much to blame: 
They ſay, my lords, that Ira furor brevis eſt, 
put yonder man is ever angry. 
o, let him have a table by himſelf ; 
For he does neither affect company, 
ol. YL. E | Nor 


in? 
© xeult 
in thi 
c ibiadu 
his owl 


ENI 
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Nor is he fit for't, indeed. 3 
. Apem. Let me ſtay at thy peril, Timon; I come 
obſerve, I give thee warning on't. 
Tim. I take no heed of thee; th' art an Atherrian, then 
fore welcome; I my ſelf would have no power — pr3 
thee, let my meat make thee filent. - 
Apem. I ſcorn thy meat, twould choak me: for 
ſhould ne'er flatter thee. O you gods ! what a num 
of ey eat Timon, and he fees em not? It prievey 
So many dip their meat in one man's blood, 
And, all the madneſs is, he cheers them up too. 
I wonder, men dare truſt themſelves with men! 
Methinks, they ſhould invite them without knives; 
Good for their meat, and ſafer for their lives. 
There's much example for't; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledge 
The breath of him in a divided draught, 
Is th' readieſt man to kill him. T has been prov'd. 
be I a So man, I 1 fear = drink, 
eſt ould ſpy my wind-ptpe's dangerous notes: 
— ſhould Wink with ARG on their throats, 
Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health go roulchic 
| Lucul. Let it flow this way, my good lord. my 
Apem. Flow this way ! — a brave fellow ! he keeps Heha 
tides well; thoſe healths will make thee and thy chin 
look ill, Timon. Here's that which is too weak to I*Wheve 
ſinner, honeſt water, which ne'er left man i'th' mire: nſtr 


This and my food are equal, there's no odds; hem 
Feaſts are too proud to give thanks to the Gods. mi 
ind 

Apemantus's grace. ther 

| | to ha 

Immortal Gods, I crave no pelf; ther? 

1 pray for no man but my ſelf; mine 

Grant, 1 may never prove ſo nen Kulte 

To truſt man on his oath, or bond; At 

Or à barlot for her <weeping ; Ly 


Or a dog, that ſeems a ſleeping ; Fi 
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Or a leeper with my freedom; 
| Or my friends, if I ſhould need em. 
Annen, Amen; So fall tot: | 
Rich men fin, and J eat root. 


ach dich thy good heart, Apemantus ! 
. Alcibiades, your heart's in the fleld 
10W. 
Alc. My heart is ever at your ſervice, my lord. 
Tim. You had rather been at a breakfaſt of enemies, 
than a dinner of friends. — 
Alc. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's nd 
neat like em. I could wiſh my friend at ſuch a feaſt. 
Adem. Would all theſe flatterers were thine enemies 
hen; that thou might'ſt kill 'em, and bid me to em 
Luc. Might we but have the happinefs, my lord, that 
you would once uſe our hearts, whereby we might ex- 
refs ſome part of our zeals, we ſhould think our ſelves 
or ever perfect. | 
Tim. Oh, no doubt, my good friends, but the Gods 
khemſelves have provided that I ſhall have as much help 
from you : how had you been my friends elſe ? why have 
ou that charitable title from thouſands, did not you 
Wehiefly belong to my heart? I have told more of you ta 
my ſelf, than you can with modeſty ſpeak in your own 
behalf. And thus far I confirm you. Oh you Gods, 
Ithink I,) what need we have any friends, if we ſhould 
never have need of em? they would moſt reſemble ſweet 
nſtruments hung up in caſes, that keep their ſounds to 
themſelves. Why, I have often wiſht my ſelf poorer, that 
might come nearer to you : we are born to do benefits. 
ind what better or properer can we call our own, than 
ne riches of our friends? O, what a precious comfort 'tis 
to have ſo many, like brothers, commanding one ano- 
ther's fortunes ! O joy, een made away ere't can be born; 
nine eyes cannot hold water, methinks : to forget their 
aults, I drink to you. T „ | 
Apem. Thou weep'ſt to make them drink, Timon. 
Lucul. Joy had the like conception in our eyes, 
ud at that inſtant like a _ ſprung up. 

2 


Apen 


124 Timon f ATHRNG. 


| Apem. Ho, ho! I laugh to think that babe a baſtay 
3 N 1 Promiſe you, my lord, you mov'd m 
muc 


Apem. Much 


Sound Tuc let. 
Din. What means that trump ? how now ? 


Enter ſervant, - 


Ser. Pleaſe you, my lord, there are certain las 

moſt deſirous of admittance. | 
Tim. Ladies? what are their wills? 
Serv. There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord, 

which bears that office to ſignifie their pleaſures. 
Tim, I pray, let them be admitted. 


Enter Cupid with a Maſque of Ladies, as Amazons, 


Coup. Hail to thee, worthy Timon, and to all 
That of his bounties taſte ! the five beſt Senſes 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and do come 
Freely to gratulate thy plenteous boſom : 

Th dr - wa Touch, Smell, pleas'd from thy Table 
T5 11 E, 
Theſe only — come but to feaſt thine RT 

Tim. They're welcome all; let em have kind ads 
miittance. 

* mubick make their welcome. 


I. 5 There taſte, n all, ent d rom 92 Table OP 

| They only now — The incomparable Emendation, with 
which the Text is here ſupply'd, I owe to my ingenious Friend 
Mr. Warburten. The five Senſes, as he obſerves, are talk'd df 
by cupid, but only Three of them made out; and thoſe in 1 
very heavy, unintelligible Manner, But now you have then 
all, and the Poet's Senſe, compleat, viz. The five Senſes, 
Timon, acknowledge thee their Patron; Four of them, the 5 
Heating, the Touch, the Taſte, and Smell, are all regaled u 7 
your Board; and theſe Ladies come with me to entertain 
your Sight, in POO a Maſque. t 


12 


* N 2. * 
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| Luc. You ſee, my lord, how amply you're beloy'd. 
Apem. Hoyday | what a ſweep of vanity. comes this 

| W . a 

They dhe, they are mad women. 

W ike madneſs is the glory of this life; 
Ws this pomp ſhews to a little oyl and root. 

Nee make our ſelves fools, to diſport our ſelves ; 

And ſpend our flatteries, to drink thoſe men, 

pon whoſe age we void it up again, 

With poiſonous: ſpight and envy. — | 

ho lives, that's not depraved, or depraves ? 

Who dies, that bears not one ſpurn to their graves 

df their friends gift: . 

| ſhould fear, thoſe, that dance before me now, 
ould one day ſtamp upon me: T has been done; 

en ſhut their doors againſt the ſetting ſun. 


The Lords riſe from table, with much adoring of 
Timon; each fingling out an Amazon, and all 
dance, men with <women ; a hbfty ſtrain or two to 
the hautboys, and ceaſe. e 

Table WH * Vou have done our pleaſures much grace, fair 

1 | 

get a fair faſhion on our entertainment, 

Which was not half ſo beautiful and kind: 

ou've added worth unto't, and lively luſtre, 

Ind entertain'd me with mine own device. 

am to thank you for it. 


| Luc. My lord, you take us even at the beſt. 


adig 


ord 


Ons. 


d al. 


1, with WF em. Faith, for the worſt is filthy, and would not g 
Friend Mold taking, I doubt me. Et 

7 an. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you. 

Ie 1N 1 


leaſe you to diſpoſe your ſelves. 
e then BY A4 La. Moſt thankfully, my lord. [Exeunt. 
Senſes, Bil Jim. Flavius, — | 


em, the | | 
* Flay. My lord. 


atertain lim. The little casket bring me hither. | 
Flav. Yes, my lord. More jewels yet? there is no 
oſling him in's humour, EC 5 FETs 


& I ſhould tell him — well — ifaith, I ſhould, © 
F 3 When 


10 
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When all's ſpent, he'd be croſs'd then if he could: (8) 
Tis pity, Bounty has not eyes behind; 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind, 
Lucul. Where be our men? | 
Serv. Here, my lord, in readineſs. 
Luc. Our Horſes, | 
Tim, O my good friends : 
L have one word to ſay to you; look, my lord, 
I muſt entreat you, honour me ſo much 
As to advance this jewel, accept and wear it, 
Kind my lord ! 
Luc. I am fo far already in your gifts 
All. So are we all. [Ex. Lucius, Lucullus, &. 


Enter a ſervant. 


Serv. My lord, there are certain Nobles of the Sena 
newly alighted, and come to viſit you. 
Tim. 'They are fairly welcome. 


| Re-enter Flavius, 
Fla. I beſeech your Honour, vouehſaſe me a worl 


it does concern you near. 
Tim. Near! Why then another time I'll hear thee, 
I pr'ythee, let's be provided to ſhew them entertainmen 
Flav. I ſcarce know how. 


(3) — sed be croſs'd then if he conld :} The Poet does 
mean here, that he would be cro/,?d, or thwarted in Human 
but that he would have his Hand creſi d, as we ſay, with VM 
ney, if he could. He is playing on the Word, and alludig 
our old Silver-penny, uſed before K. Edward the firſt his Tin 
which had a Croſs on the Reverſe with a Creaſe, that it might 
more eaſily broke into Halves and Quarters, Half-pence 4 
Farthings. From this Penny, and other ſubſequent Pieces t 
bore the like Impreſs, was our common Expreſſion deri 
have not a Croſs about me; i. e. not a Piece of Money. 1 thou 
this Note might not be unneceſſary, becauſe it ſerves to expll 
ſeveral other Paſſages, where the Poet has punn'd on 
Term. 


EA 
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Enter another ſervant. 


2 Serv. May it pleaſe your Honour, lord Lucius, out 
if his free love, hath preſented to you four milk-white 
jorſes trapt in ſilver. | | 
| Tim. I ſhall accept them fairly: let the Preſents 
Be worthily entertain d. N 


Enter a third ſervant. 


ow now? what news ? | | 
| 43 Serv. Pleaſe you, my lord, that honourable gentle- 
nan, Lord Lucullus, entreats your company to morrow 
to hunt with him, and has ſent your Honour two brace 
f grey-hounds. | 

in. [1] hunt with him; and let them be received, 
ot without fair reward. | 8 
| _ r 1 — us to 

provi give great gifts, ont of an empty 
offer : Nor will he know his purſe, or yield me this, 
o fhew him what a beggar his heart is, 
Being of no power to make his wiſhes good; 
His promiſes-fly ſo beyond his ſtate, | 
hat what he ſpeaks is all in debt; he owes for ev'ry word 
He is ſo kind, that he pays intereſt for't : 
His land's put to their books. Well, would I were 

ently put out of office, ere I were forc'd ! 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 

m ſuch that do een enemies exceed. | 
bleed inwardly for my lord. [ Exit, 
ſin. You do your ſelves much wrong, you bate too 
ludig _ of your own merits. Here, my lord, a trifle of 

aur love. | 


ö mig 1 Lord, With more than common thanks I will re- 
pence M eelve it. | 
fees Lord. He has the very ſoul of bounty. 


Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave good 
Words the other day of a bay courſer I rode on. 
i yours, becauſe you lik'd it. 

| 15 Oh, I beſeech you, pardon me, my lord, 
in 


F 4 Tim 
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| Tim. You may take my word, my lord: I known £ rol 

man can juſtly praiſe, but what he does affect. I wei ai 
my friend's affection with my own; PH tell you u 7 


PII call on you. | 
Al Lords. O, none fo . ö Vith 
Tim. | take all, and your ſeveral ate 14 

So kind to heart, tis not enough to give: n 

Methinks, I could deal Kingdoms to my friends, W' ll 

And neer be weary. Alcibiades, "7 

Thou art a ſoldier, therefore ſeldom rich, Wo 


It comes in charity to thee ; thy livin 
Is *mongit the dead ; and al the _ 5 5 hak 
Lye in a pitcht field. 
Alc. I defie land, -my lord. . 
1 Lord. We are fo virtuouſly bound Bt 
Tim. And ſo am I to you. 54755 0 Hh 8 
2 Lord. So infinitely endear'd —— —I——— | 
Tim. All to you, Lights ! more che, more e light, 
3 Lord. The beſt of happineſs, honour and fortune 
Loop with you, lord Timon! 
Tim. Ready for his friends. lis, Lord. 
Aßben. What a coil's here, CRETE 
Serving. of becks and jutting out of — 
I doubt, whether their legs be worth the-ſums 
That are giv'n for em. Friendſhip's fall of dregs ; 
Methinks, falſe hearts ſhould never have ſound legs, 
Thus honeſt fools lay out their wealth on court'ſies. 
Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not ſullen . 
I would be good to thee. 
 Apem. No, PII nothing; for if I ſhould be brib' 
too, there would be none left to rail upon thee, and 
then thou wouldſt fin the faſter, Thou giv'ſt ſo long, 
Timon, (9) I fear me, thou wilt give away thy ſelf in 


proper 


( I fear me, thow wilt give away thyſelf in paper ſhonth.] 

i. e. be ruin'd by his Securities entred into. But this Senſe, 33 

Mr. Warburton obſerves, is cold; and reliſhes very little of tht 

Salt which is in Apemantu,'s other Reflections. He Propoſes, 
— give away thy ſelf in proper ſhortly. 

· 6. in Perſon ; | thy N bell, This larter is an _ 

X 0 


* 
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yu Froper ſhortly. What need theſe feaſts, pomps, and 
r 
uin. Nay, if you begin to rail on ſociety once, I am 
vorn not to give regard to you. Farewel, and come 
Vith better muſicx. | | | 

= /pem. 80 thou wilt not hear me now, thou ſhalt 
not then. | | 5 


* 


: pl lock thy heaven from thee : | | 

Oh, that men's ears ſhould de rte et 
Wo counſel deaf, but not to flattery! ) [xit. 

5 þ ws 24 5 | : ' * 


Nee 2 
D 15 E nd — 1 (| * . af * 2 | rs 1 


ts. Enter a Senator. 1 


SENATOR. 


ND late, five thouſand: to Varro and to Iidore 
He owes nine thouſand, beſides my former Sum; 
Which makes it five and twenty. — Still in motion 

Of raging waſte ? It cannot hold, it will not. 

f I want gold, ſteal but a Beggar's dog, 

And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold. 
If I would ſell my horſe, and buy ten more 
detter than he; why, give my horſe to Timon; 
Ak nothing, give it him, it foals me ſtraight 
en able horſe, No porter at his gate, (10) 


1 


Wi But 
bfour Author's in the Tempeſt ; | 
And ev with ſuch like Valour Men hang and drown 
Tzeir proper ſelves. 
(10) Ak nothing, give it him, it foals me ftreight 
An able horſe,] The Stupidity of this Corruption will be very 
Ddvious, if we take the whole Context together. If I want 
' Gold, (lays the Senator) let me ſteal a Beggar's Dog, and 
ixe it to Timen, the Dog coins me Gold, If I would fell 
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But rather one that ſmiles, and ſtill invites 

All that paſs by it. It cannot hold; no reaſon 

"Can found his flate in ſaſety. Caphis, hoa! 
Enter Caphis. 


Cap. Here, Sir, what is your pleaſure ? | 
. Sen, Get on your cloak, and haſte you to lord Tn r 
Importune him for monies, be not ceaſt 
With flight denial ; nor then ſilenc'd with | 
«© Commend me to your maſier — and the cap Hoy 
Plays in the right hand, thus: — but tell him, ſim Of 
My uſes cry to me, I muſt ſerve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his days and times are paſt, 
And my reliance on his fracted dates Im 
Has ſmit my credit. I love and honour him; Pie, 
But muſt not break my back, to heal his finger. 
Immediate are my needs, and my relief 


Muſt not be toſt and turn'd to me in words, * 
But find Supply immediate. Get you gone. V. 
Put on a moſt importunate aſpect, FT 
A viſage of demand: for I do fear, I 
When every feather flicks in his own wing, C 
Lord Timon will be left a naked Gull, | | WW 
Who flaſhes now a Phoenix — Get you gone. C 


Cap. I go, Sir. 
Sen. I go, Sir ?— Take the bonds along with you, (1 


« my horſe, and had a Mind to buy ten better inſtead of hin 
„ why, I need but give my Horſe to Timon, to gain this out; 
« and it preſently fetches me an horſe.” But is that gaining 
the Point propos'd? Senſe and Reaſon warrant the Readity 
that 1 have reftor'd to the Text. The firſt Folis reads, leſs cal 
_ xuptly than the modern Impreſſions, | 
; — And able Horſes. ; | 
Which Reading, join'd to the Reaſoning of the Paſſage, git 
me the Hint for this Emendation. 
(11) — take the Bonds along with you, 
And have the Dates in. Come.] The Abſurdity of this Paſſcg 


bs ſo glating, that one cannot help wondering, None : a 
| | oe 
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and have the dates in Compt. 


Cap. 1 will, Sir. : | | 
Sen, Go. | | [Exeant. 


8 CE N E changes to Timon's Hall. 


Enter Flavius, with many bills in his hand. 


Jaw. O care, no ſtop? ſo ſenſeleſs of expence, 
That he will neither know how to maintain it, 

Nor ceaſe his flow of riot? Takes no account 

How things go from him, and reſumes no care 

ua of what is to continue: never Mind 

Was to be ſo unwiſe, to be ſo kind. 

What ſhall be done? — he will not hear, till feel : 

[1 muſt be round with him, now he comes from hunting. 

Pie, ſie, ſie, fie. | ET 


Enter Caphis, Ifidore, and Varro. 


| Cas. Good evening, Varro; what, you come for m 2 
a Is't not — buſineſs too? Fon: N 
Cap. It is; and your's too, Hidore? 
Jad. It is ſo. | 
Cap. Would we were all diſcharg'd ! 
| Far, I fear it. 
Cap. Here comes the lord. 


inn 


Enter Timon, and his train. 


Tim. So ſoon as dinner's done, we'll forth again. 
My Alcibiades,. Well, what's your Will? 
' [ They preſent their bills. 
Cap. My lord, here 1s a note of certain dues. 


Poet's Editors ſhould have been ſagacious enough to ſtumble 
at it, Certaiply, ever ſince Bonds were given, the Date was put 
in when the Bond was enter'd into: And theſe Bonds Timon 
tad already given, and the Time limited for their Payment 
vas laps'd. The Senator's Charge to his Servant muſt be to 
the Tenour as I have amended the Text; viz. Take good 
alfa Notice of the Dates, for the better Computation of the In- 
of ou 'tieſt due upon them. 5 | 5 
Poel Tim. 


— . . ⏑§——— NS — — * PRI — 
1 
hy * 


| 
| 
N 
[ 
' 


Am ſent expreſsly to your lordſhip. 


— 
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Tim, Dues? whence are donn 
Cap. Of Athens here, my. or. 2 
Tim. Go to my Steward. 

- Cap. Pleaſe it your lordſhip, he hath put me off 
To the ſucceſſion of new days, this month: | 
My maſter is awak'd by great occaſion, 

To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you, 
Thet with your other noble parts youU 7 8 
In gi gl ving him his Right. _- 5 
; 1 iran; te id 
pr'yt t re to me next morning. TH 

Cap. Nay, good my lord . *. | 

Tim. Contain thy ſelf, good friend. . -; 

Var. One Varro's ſervant, my good 10rd 

id. From Jidore, he prays your ſpeedy payment — 

Cap. If you did know, my lord, my maſter's wants 

Var. "Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, fix weeks, and 


72 Your Steward puts me off, my ons and I 


Tim. Give me breath ; —— 
I do beſeech you, good my lords, keep on, [Ex. lord. 
I'll wait upon you inſtantly. — Come hither: 
How goes the world, that I am thus encountred 
With clam'rous claims of debt, of broken bonds, 
And the detention of long-fince-due debts, 
Againſt my honour ? 
Fla. Pleaſe you, gentlemen, 
The time is unagreeable to this buſineſs : 
Your importunity ceaſe, till after dinner; 
That I may his lordſhip underſtand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 
Tim, Do ſo, my friends; ſee them well entertain -d. 
[Exit Timon. 
Flav. Pray, draw near. [Exit. Flavius. 


Enter Apemantus, azd Foo}. ad 


Cap. Stay, ſtay, here comes the Fool with Apemantus : 
let's have ſome ſport with em. 70 


Far. Hang him, he'll abuſe us, | | 
2 


3 
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= 74d. A pla e upon him, dog! 
0 2 How dot, fool? F OUS 95H] 
Aen. Doſt dialogue with thy baden D 
: Vir 1 ſpeak not to thee... | 

em. No, 'tis to thy ſelf. Come guy. N 
Ia. There's the fool hangs on your back ey! 
| 4Apem. No, thou ſtand'ſt ſingle, thou art not on him yet. 
Cap. Where's the fool now ? | 
Aen. He laſt ask'd the queſtion. Poor rogues”, — 


1 4 ſurers' men ! bawds between gold ad: wat F 


it — 


1d 


5, and 


ord, 


; _ What are we, ene * 
3 Aſſes : 
All Why ? 

| em. That you ask me what you are, and do not know 

four ſelves. Speak to *em, fool. | 
Fool. How do you, Gentlemen? 
| 4/1. Gramercies, good Fool: how does your miſtreſs ? 
| Fool. She's e en ſetting on water to ſcald ſuch . 
Wes you are. Would, we could ſee you! at GAN; 

| Apen. Good! gramercy ! Mr 

| Enter Page. 


Fool * you, here comes my miſtreſs's 
| Page. Why, how now, captain? what do you — this 
viſe company ? how doſt thou, Apemantus ? 
| em. Would I had a rod in my month. that I might 
nſwer thee profitably. | 
Page. Pr'ythee, Apemantus, read me the Superſcripti- 
vn of theſe letters; I know not which is which. 

Hem. Cam'it not read? 

Page. No. 

a There will little learning die then, that day 
hou art hang'd. This is to lord Timon, this to Alcibi- 
wy Go, thou waſt born a baſtard, and thou'lt die a 
Daw 
Page. Thou waſt whelpt a dog, and thou ſhalt famiſh, 
a dog's death. Anſwer not, I am gone. [Exit. 
Hem. Ev'n ſo thou out- run'ſt grace. 

Fool, I will go with you to lord Timer's, 
Fel, Will you leave me there? . 


Apem. 
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Iden. If Timon ſtay at home As I 
You three ſerve three Uſurers? 44 F. 


All. I would, they ſerv'd us. 
Adem. 80 would 1 good «rick s er huge 
ſerv'd thief. . 
Fool. Are you Wem uſurers* men ? 
Al. Ay, fool. 
3 1 —__ no nfs but has 4 fool to his ſe. 
My miſtreſs is one, and I am her fool; wha 
— "come to borrow of your maſters, they approaj 
ſadly, and away merrily; but they enter my nz 
ſtreſs's houſe merrily, and go away n. The rex 
ſon of this ? 
Jar. I could render one. Retu 
Apen. Do it then, that we may account thee a who Vea, 
maſter, and a knave ; which notwithſtanding, thou ſhl To h 
het no leſs eſfteem'd. Not 
Var. What is a whore-maſter, fool ? Pron 
Fool. A fool in good Cloaths, and ſomething like the And 
"Tis a ſpirit ; ſometimes it appears like a =, ſowe-{W Tho! 
times like a lawyer, ſometimes like a philoſopher, wit The 
two ſtones more than's artificial one. He is very oft To 
like a knight ; and generally, in all ſhapes that mail 77 
goes up and down in, from fourſcore to thirteen, th . 
piri 


t walks in. And 
Far. Thou art not altogether : a fool. Of p 
Fool. Nor thou altogether a wiſe man; as mad Wha 

foolery as I have, ſo much wit thou lack ſt. How 
Adem. That anſwer might have become Apemantu. W T7: 
All. Afide, aſide, here comes lord Timon. Fl 
Enter Timon and Flavius. 5 

Apem. Come with me, fool, come. * T; 
Fool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, an F 
woman; ſometime, the 1 | Call 


Fla. Pray you, walk near, Þ]1 ſpeak with you anon. WW And 

[Exeunt Creditors, Apemantus ard Fo Whe 

Tim. You make me marvel ; wherefore, ere this tine, Wit! 

Had you not fully laid my ſtate before me? Wit] 

hat I might ſo have rated my expence, 1 Hat! 
s 
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As J had leave of means. . 

Fla. You would not hear me; 

At many leiſures I propos'd. 

Tim, Go to: 

perchance, ſome ſingle vantages you took, 

When my indiſpoſition put you back: 

And that unaptneſs made you miniſter 

Thus to excuſe your ſelf. 

Fla. O my good lord! | 
At many times I brought in my accounts, 

Laid them before you; you would throw them off, 
And fay, you found them in mine honeſty, 
When, for ſome trifling Preſent, you have bid me 
Return ſo much, I've ſhook my head, and wept ; 
Yea, gainſt th' authority of manners, pray'd you 
To hold your hand more cloſe. I did endure 
Not ſeldom, nor no ſlight, checks; when I have 
Prompted you in the ebb of your eſtate, | 
be And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd Lord, 
oe Though you hear now too late, yet now's a time; 
wit The greateſt of your Having lacks a half | 
oft To pay your preſent debts. 

Tim. Let all my land be ſold. 

Fla. Tis all engag'd, ſome forfeited and gone: 
And what remains will hardly ſtop the mouth 
Of preſent dues ; the future comes apace: 

What ſhall defend the interim, and at length 
How goes our reck'ning ? 

Tim. To Lacedemon did my land extend. 

Fla. O my good lord, the world is but a world ; 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, | 
How quickly were it gone ! | 

Tim.” You tell me true. | 

Fla. If you ſuſpe&t my husbandry, or falſhood, 

Call me before th' exacteſt Auditors, 
And ſet me on the proof. So the Gods bleſs me, 
When all our Offices have been oppreſt | 
With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept 
With drunken ſpilth of wine; when every room 


Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with _— 
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J have retir'd me to a waſteful cock) ewh 
And ſet mine eyes at flo cx. er 

Tim. Priythee, no more EE prot 

Fla. Heav'ns ! have I faid, the bounty of this om 3; 
How many prodigal bits have ſlaves and peaſants r 
This night englutted ! who now is not Timon's? 
What heart, head, ſword, force, means, but is lo 

Timon s? Wen | 2 £2 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timor's ? 
Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this praiſe, 
The breath is gone whereof this praiſe is made: 
| Feaſt-won, faſt-loſt : one cloud of winter ſhowres, 
Theſe flies are coucht. SORE ICE. 
Tim. Come, ſermon me no further. 

No villainous'bounty yet hath paſt my heart; 
Dnwiſely, not 1gnobly, have I given. 

Why doſt thou weep ? canſt thou the conſcience lack, 
To think I ſhall lack friends ? ſecure thy heart ; 

If I would broach the veſſels of my love, 

And try the arguments of hearts by borrowing, 

Men and men's fortunes could I frankly uſe, 

As I can bid thee ſpeak. 

Fla. Aſſurance bleſs your thoughts ! 
Din. And in ſome ſort theſe wants of mine are crown', 
That I account them bleflings ; for by theſe 
Shall I try friends. You ſhall perceive how you 
Miſtake my fortunes: in my friends I'm wealthy. 
Within there, Ho! Flaminius, Serwilius ! 


Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other ſervants, 


Serv. My lord, my lord. NM 
Tim. I will diſpatch you ſev'rally. 
You to lord Lucius —to lord Lucullus you, I hunted with 
his Honour to day. — you to Sempronius — commend me 
to their loves; and I am proud, ſay, that my occaſions 
have found time to uſe em toward a ſupply of mony ; 
let the requeſt be fifty talents. | 
Flam. As you have ſaid, my lord. | 
Fla. Lord Lucius and Lucullus? hum — Nute 
Tim, Go, you, Sir, to the Senators; [T7 * douc 


— 
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f whom, even to the State's beſt health, I have 
d-ſery'd this hearing; bid em ſend oth? inſtant 
thouſand talents to me. 
Fla. I've been bold. 
or that I knew 1t the moſt gen'ral way) 
o them to uſe your ſignet and your name; 
ut they do ſhake their heads, _ I am here 1 
o richer in Return. 8 
im. Is't true? can't be ? 
Fla. They anſwer in a joint and corporate voice, 
hat now they are at Fall, want Treaſure, cannot 
Jo what they would; are forry---You are honourable--- 
ut yet they*cou!d have wiſht — they know not — 
. hath been amiſs — a noble nature 
a wrench—would all were well—tis pity— 

ind ſo intending other ſerious matters, 
After diſtaſteful looks, and theſe hard fractions, 
ith certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods, (12) 
They froze me into ſilence. | 
Tin. You Gods reward them! 
prythee, man, look cheerly. "Theſe old fellows 
ave their Ingratitude 1 in them hereditary: 4. 
heir blood is cak'd, tis cold, it ſeldom flows, R 
is lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind; 
ind nature, as it grows again tow'rd earth, 
5 faſhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 
o to Yentidius —— pr'ythee, be not ſad, 
Thou'rt true, and juſt; ingenuouſly I ſpeak, - 
o Blame belongs to thee : Ventidius lately 
Bury'd his father, by whoſe death he's Repp'd 

Into a great eſtate ; when he was poor, / 
mpriſon'd, and in ſcarcity of friends, 
ri il clear'd him with five talents. Greet him from me; 


(| 


lon 


— 
— 


P 
\ 
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ons (12) Cold moving Node, All the Editions exhibit theſe as | 
J. diſtin Adjectives, to the Prejudice of the Author's Mean- 
| ty: but they muſt be join'd by an Hyphen, and make a Com- . 
ound Adjective out of a Subſtantive. and a Participle, and 
ten we have the true Senſe of the Place; cold. moving, Cold- 
ling ; Nods ſo diſcouraging, that they irs the "up 
Of udout of our petition, and froze ul into. ſilence, * 


— 
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Bid him ſuppoſe, ſome good neceſit y 
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd 
With thoſe five talents. That had, give't theſe fell 
To whom *tis inſtant due. Ne'er ſpeak, or think, 
That Tion's fortunes *mong his friends can fink. 
HOteau. 1 I could not: that thought is bon 
| ty's ibn Ka i 
Being free it ſelf, it thinks all others ſo. [Exon 


D © 
. III. 

| | 8 de a Se 

SCENE, Lucullus Hauſe in Athens, Mie 

 Flaminius waiting, Enter a ſervant to him, 1 

| 7 rom 

SERVANT, F kat 

Have told my lord of vou; he is coming down t the t 

BY you. ow b ; gone 

Flam. I thank you, Sir. wee” beare 

. | | | ra man, 

Ft Enter Lucullus. DT 

Ser. Here's my lord. mon! 


Lucul. One of lord Timon's men; a gift, I warrant 00 
Why, this hits right: I dreamt of a ſilver baſon a ind 
ewre to night, Flaminius, honeſt Flaminizs, you 1 1 
very reſpectively welcome, Sir; fill me ſome win ie 
And how does that honourable, compleat, free-hearte To} 
Gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord a E. 
Flam. His health is well, Sir. F. 
Lucul. T am right glad that his health is well, Sir 
and what haſt thou there under thy cloak, pretty Fl 
minius? 4 8 MM tr. 
- lam, Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which ; 
in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your Honour 1 90 
ſupply 3 who, having great and inſtant occaſion to 
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ity talents, hath ſent to your lordſhip to furniſh him» 
zothing doubting your preſent aſſiſtance therein. | 
Lucul. La, la, la, la, — Nothing doubting, ſays he? 
las, lord, a noble gentleman tis, if he would not 
cep ſo good a houſe. Many a time and often I ha' din'd 
yith him, and told him on't ; and come again to ſupper 
o him, on purpoſe to have him ſpend leſs. And yet he 
ould embrace no counſel, take no warning by my Com- 


ha told him on't, but I could never get him from't. 


Enter a ſervant, with wine, 


Ser. Pleaſe your lordſhip, here is the wine. 
1s, Lacul. Flaminius, I have noted thee always wiſe. 
nlere's to thee. | | 
Flam. Your lordſhip ſpeaks your pleaſure. | 
Lucul. T have obſerv'd thee always for a towardly 
prompt ſpirit, give thee thy due : and one that knows 
what belongs to reaſon ; and canſt uſe the time well, if 
the time uſe thee well. Good parts in thee — Get you 
gone, firrah. [To the ſervant, who goes out.) — Draw 
nearer, honeſt Flaminixs ; thy lord's a bountiful gentle- 
man, but thou art wiſe, and thou knoweſt well enou 
(altho* thou comeſt to me) that this is no time to lend 
mony, eſpecially upon bare friendſhip withont ſecurity. 
Here's three Solidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, 
and fay, thou ſaw'ſt me not. Fare thee well. 185 
Flam. Is't poſſible the world ſhould ſo much differ, 
And we alive that liv'd ? fly, damned baſeneſs, 
To him that worſhips thee. [Throwing the mony away, 
Lucul. Ha! now I ſee thou art a fool, and fit for thy 


maſter. [Exit Lucullus. 
Fw May theſe add to the number that may ſcald 
thee : 


Let molten coin be thy damnation, , 
Thou diſeaſe of a friend, and not himſelf! 

Has friendſhip ſuch a faint and milky heart, 

It turns in leſs than two nights? O you gods! 
I feel my maſter's paſſion, This ſlave 


Unto this hour has my lord's meat in him : 


ng ; every man hath his fault, and honeſty is his. I 
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Why ſhould it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 
When he is turn'd to poiſon? | 

O ! may diſeaſes only work upon't : 

And when he's ſick to death, let not that part 
Of nature, my lord paid for, be of power 
To expel fickneſs, but prolong his hour !. [Exit 


SCENE, a publict Street. 
Enter Lucius, with three flrangers. 


Luc, H O, the lord Timon? he is my very god 
friend, and an honourable gentleman. 

1 Stran. We know him for no leſs, tho' we are but 
ſtrangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my lord, 
and which I hear from common rumours, now lord 7: 
mon's happy hours are done and paſt, and his eſtate 
ſhrinis from him. 5 
Lac. Fye, no, do not believe it: he cannot want for 
MOony. | _ . | 
2 Stren. But believe you this, my lord, that not long 
ago one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to bor: 
row fifty talents, nay, urg'd extremely for't, and ſhewed 
what neceſſity belong'd to't, and yet was deny'd. 
Luc. How? 8 

2 Strau. I tell you, deny'd, my lord. 
Luc. What a ſtrange caſe was that? now, before the 
Gods, I am aſham'd on't. Deny'd that honourable man? 
there was very little honour ſhew'd in that. For my own 
rt, I muſt needs confeſs, I have received ſome ſmall 
indneſſes from him, as mony, plate, jewels, and ſuch 
like trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet had he mif- 
took him, and ſent him to me, I ſhould ne'er have de- 
ny'd his occaſion ſo many talents. 


Enter Servilius. : 
ger. See, by good hap, yonder's my lord, I have 


ſweat to ſee his Honour. — My honour'd lord —— 
5 | [To Lucius, 


Luc, Serviljus / you axe kindly met, sir. Fare the 


. 


TINMON F ATHrens 141 


1, commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, my 
ery exquiſite friend. | | | "7: TION 
| Ser. May it pleaſe your Honour, my lord hath ſent— 
Luc. Ha! What hath he ſent? Iam ſo much endear'd 
p that lord; he's ever ſending : how ſhall I thank him, 
 Whink'ft thou? and what has he ſent now ? | 
er. H'as only ſent his preſent occaſion now, my lord 
equeſting your lordſhip to ſupply his inſtant uſe, with 
ty talents. „ ö OLE 1 ; 
3 I know, his lordſhip is but merry with me; 
e cannot want fifty five hundred talents. . 
r. But in the mean time he wants leſs, my Lord. 
f his occaſion were not virtuous, | 
bar bould not urge it half ſo faithfully. 
Lac. Doſt thou ſpeak ſeriouſly, Servilius? 
J. Ser. Upon my ſoul, *tis true, Sir. | 
de Luc. What a wicked beaſt was I, to disfurniſh my 
f againſt ſuch a good time, when I might ha' ſhewn 
ny felf honourable ? how unluckily it hap'ned, that I 
hould purchaſe the day before for a little (rz) dirt, 
id undo a great deal of honour ? Serwilius, now be- 
bre the gods, I am not able to do — (the more beaſt, 
ſay) —— I was ſending to uſe lord Timon my ſelf, 
eſe gentlemen can witneſs ; but I would not, for the 
ealth of Athens, I had don't now. Commend me 
jountifully to his good lordſhip, and, I hope, his Ho- 
jour will conceive the faireſt of me, becauſe I have no 
ower to be kind. And tell him this from me, I count 


"11 Wl (12) That I fbeuld purchaſe the day before for 4 little part, 
uch .“ nde 4 great deal of Honour? ] Tho? there is a ſeeming 
1 0 ſible Antirhefis, in the Terms, I am very well aſſur'd, they 


e corrupt at the bottom. For a little Part of What? He- 
w is the only Subſtantive that follows in the Sentence; 
at Men don't purchaſe for Honour, tho' ſometimes they may 
un Purchaſers out of Oſtentation. How much is the Anti- 
fi: improv'd by the Senſe which my Emendation gives? 
That I ſhould be ſo unlucky to make this Purchaſe, for the 
Lucre.of a little Dirt, and undo a great deal of Honour! 


iis Manner of expreſſing contemptuouſly of Land, is very | 
quent with the Poets, | 


it 
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it one of my greateſt afflictions, that I cannot pleaſu 
ſuch an honourable gentleman, Good Servilius, yi 
x” Ag ſo far, as to uſe my own words þ 
* ? | 


Ser. Yes, Sir, I ſhall. Ex: Serviliy 
Lac. I'll OR out a good turn, Serwilius — 
True, as you ſaid, Timm is ſhrunk, indeed; 
And he, that's once deny'd, will hardly ſpeed. I La 
1 Stran. Do you obſerve this, Hoſtilius ? 
2 Strax. Ay, too well. | 
1 Stran. Why, this is the world's ſoul ; 
Of the ſame piece is every flatterer's ſpirit : (13) 
Who can him his friend, | 
That dips in the ſame diſh ? for, in my knowing, 
Timon has been to this lord as a father, 
And kept his credit with his bounteous purſe : 
Supported his eftate ; nay, Timon's mony 
Has paid his men their wages. He ne'er drinks, 
But 7:mon's Silver treads upon his lip; 
And yet, oh, ſee the monſtrouſneſs of man, 
When he looks out in an ungrateful ſhape ! 
He does deny him (in reſpect of his) | 
What charitable men afford to beggars. 
3 Stran. Religion groans at id 
I Stran. For mine own part, 
I never taſted Timon in my life ; 
Nor any of his bounties came o'er me, 
'To mark me for his friend. Yet, I proteſt, 
For his right noble mind, illuftrious virtue, 
And honourable carriage, 
Had his neceſſity made uſe of me, | 
I would have put my wealth into donation, 


And the beſt half ſhould have return'd to him, (14 
So much I love his heart; but, I perceive, Thiiy' 

| Men muſt learn now with pity to diſpence, only 
For policy fits above conſcience. [ Exeul ae) 
TIV « 

(13) 1s every Flatterer's Sport.] This ſenſeleſs Corruptic * 
has run through all the Editions; and, as 1 ſuppoſe, vibe e 
Suſpicion, 4 


II. 
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3 Enter a third Servant with þ Sempronius. 


gen. Muſt he needs trouble me in't? *bove all others ? 
e might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus, | 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 
hom he redeem'd from priſon: All theſe three 
we their eſtates unto him. | 
Ser. Oh, my lord, 
bey ve all been touch d, and all are found baſe metal; 
For they have all deny d him. | 
| Sem, How deny'd him? | 
V-ntidius and Lacullus both deny'd him? 
and does he ſend to me? three! hum 
t ſhews but little love or judgment in him. 
Maſt I be his laſt refuge ? his friends, like phyſicians, (14) 
briv'd, give him over? muſt 1 take the cure 
On me? h'as much diſgrac'd me in't; I'm angry, 
He might have known my Place; I ſee no ſenſe for't, 
Hut his occaſions might have wooed me firſt : 
For, in my conſcience, I was the firſt man 
hat Cer received gift from him. | 
ind does he think ſo backwardly of me, 
hat I'll requite it laſt? no: 
$0 it may prove an argument of laughter 
o th' reſt, and *mongf lords I be thought a fool: 
I'd rather than the worth of thrice the ſum, 
H'ad ſent to me firſt, but for my mind's ſake : 
I'd ſuch a courage to have done him good. 
But now return, | 
And with their faint Reply this Anſwer join ; 
Who bates mine honour, ſhall not know my coin. [ Exit. 


(14) — his Friends, like Phyſicians | 
Thrir'd, give him over ?] I have reſtor d this old Reading, 
only amended the Pointing which was faulty. Mr. Pope, ſuſ- 
peting the Phraſe, has Subſtituted Three in the room of 
thriv'd, and ſo diſarm'd the Poet's Satire. Phyſicians thriv'd 
pt is no more than Phyſicians grown rich : Only the AdjeQive 
55 laſſive of this Verb, indeed, is not ſo common in Uſe; and 

Jet it is a familiar Expreſſion, to this day, to ſay, Sach 4 

Ent Ox well thriven on bis Trade. 4 

er. 


xeunl 
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Ser. Excellent! your lordſhip's a goodly villain, Ty 
devil knew not what he did, when he made man xl 
tick he croſs'd himſelf by't; and I cannot think, u 
in the end the villanies of man will ſet him clear. Hy 
fairly this lord ſtrives to a * foul ? takes virtuous a 
pies to be wicked: like thoſe that under hot, arde 
zeal would ſet whole Realms on re. Of ſuch a mitm 
is his politick love. | bh 
This was my lord's beſt kope; now al are fled, 
Save the Gods only. Now his friends are dead; 
Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, muſt be Xs Ak 
Now to guard ſure their maſter. © - 
And this is all a liberal courſe allows; 3 92 
Who cannot * his s wealth, muſt keep his houſe. 

1 


580 C E N E cher 1% „Timon: Hall. 


Tuter Varro, Titus, Hortenſius, Lucius, and other jo 
wants of Timon 5 te Nd wait 1 his a 


* out, | 
Var. E L L met, good morrow, 2 and n. 
. renfius. 
Tit. The like to you, kind Varro. 
Hor. Lucius, why do we meet together ? 
Luc. I think, one buſineſs does command us all, 
For mine is mony. 
3 So 1 is theirs, and ours. 


Enter Philo. 


Luc. And Sir Philo's too. 

Phi. Good day, at once. 

Luc. Welcome, ur ede What &you thi 

"the hour? | 

© Phi. Labouring for nine. 
Luc. So much? 
Phi. Is not my lord fern yet J 
Lac: Not yet. 
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Phi. I wonder: he was wont to ſhine at ſeven. 
Luc. Ay, but the days are waxed ſhorter with him : 
You muſt conſider that a Prodigal's Courſe 
Ts like the ſun's, but not like his recoverable, I fear: 
Tis deepeſt winter in lord Timon's purſe ; | 

hat is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. | Tx 
Phi. J am of your fear for that. | 
Tit. I'll ſhew you how t obſerve a ſtrange event: 
Your lord ſends now for mony. 
Hor. True, he does. | | 
Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for mony. | | 
Hor. Againſt my heart. 
Lac. How ſtrange it ſhows, | 
Timon in this ſhould pay more than he owes ! 
And &en as if your lord ſhould wear rich jewels, 
And ſend for mony for 'em. | 
Hor. I'm weary of this charge, the Gods can wi tneſs : 
I know, my lord hath ſpent of Timan's wealth; 
ngratitude now makes it worſe than ſtealth. 

ar. Yes, mine's three thouſand crowns : what's 

yours? h h | 
Luc, Five thouſand. | 
Var, *Tis too much deep, and it ſhould ſeem by th'ſum, 
our maſter's confidence was above mine; 


Elle, ſurely, his had equall'd. 
Enter Flaminius. 


Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 

Luc. Flaminius! Sir, a word: pray, is my lord 

Ready to come forth ? ” | 

Flam. No, indeed, he 1s not. | 

Tit. We attend his lordſhip ; pray, ſignifie ſo much. : 

thin Fam. I need not tell him that, he knows you are 
o diligent. | 


Enter Flavius in à chak, muffled. 


Luc. Ha! is not that his Steward muffled ſo ? 
e goes away in a cloud: call him, call him, 


Tit, 
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Tit, Do you hear, Sir 
Var. By your leave, Sir. 
Fla. What do you ask of me, my friend ? 
Tre. We wait for certain mony here, Sir. 
Fla. If mony were as certain as your waiting, 
Twere fare eno 
Why then preferr'd you not ut ſums and bills, 
When your falſe maſters eat of my lord's meat? 
'Then they would ſmile and fawn upon his debts, 
And take down th' intereſt in their glutt'nous mays}; 
You do your ſelves but wrong to ſtir me up, 
Let me paſs quietly : — 
Believe't, my lord and I have made an end; 
I have no more to reckon, he to ſpend. 
Luc. Ay, but this anſwer will not ſerve. 


Fla. If *twill not ſerve, tis not fo baſe as you; I 
For you ſerve knaves. | (Exif 7 
Var. How ! what does his caſhier'd worſhip mutter. 7 
Tit. No matter, what -- he's poor, and that's reveny T, 
enough. Who can ſpeak broader than he that ha 7 
houſe to put his head in? Such may rail againſt ge 7. 
Buildings. ; Wha 
Enter Servilius. }, 
u. Oh, here's Servilius 3 now we thall have inf ©: 
anſwer. | | 
Ser. If I might beſeech you, gentlemen, to repu 


ſome other hour, I ſhould derive much from it, Fo 
take it of my ſoul, | 
My lord leans wondrouſly to diſcontent : 
His comfortable temper has forſook him, 
| He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 
Luc. Many do keep their chambers, are not ſick: 
And if he be fo far beyond his health, 
Methinks, he ſhould the ſooner pay his debts, 
And make a clear way to the Gods. Fl, 
Ser. Good Gods ! 
Tit. We cannot take this for an anſwer. 
Flam. [within.] Servilius, help — my lord! my la 


Fil 
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Enter Timon, in a rage. . 


Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againſt my paſſage? 
Have I been ever free, and muit my houſe * 
Be my retentive enemy, my goal? 

The place, which I have feaſted, does it now, 
Like all mankind, ſhew me an iron-heart ? ' 
Luc. Put in now, Titus. ” 
Tit. My lord, here's my bill. 
53 Luc. Here's mine. 

Var. And mine, my lord. 

Cap. And ours, my lord. 

Phi. And our bills. 

Jim. Knock me down with em leave me to 
the girdle. | 

Luc. Alas! my lord. | 

Tim. Cut out my heart in ſums. 

Tit, Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim, Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Five thouſand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five thouſand drops pay that. 

What yours and yours ? 

Var. My lord — 

Cap. My lord ——— - 

Tim. Here tear me, take me, and the Gods fall on 

„„ LExit. 
Hor. Faith, I perceive, our Maſters may throw their 
"Wcaps at their mony; theſe debts may be well call'd deſ- 
perate ones, for a mad man owes em. LExeant. 


| Re-enter Timon and Flavius. 


Tim, They have &en put my breath from me, the 
aves, Creditors! devils. 

Ha. My dear lord, 

Tim, What if it ſhould be ſo? 

Fla. My dear lord, 

Tim, I'll have it fo ——— My fteward! 

Fla. Here, my lord. 

Tim, So fitly ! Go, bid all my friends again, 
| lucas, Lucullus, and Sempronius. All. 


G 2 il 


Nor did he ſoil the fact with cowardiſe, 


Seeing his . e touch'd to death, 
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I'll once more feaſt the raſcals. = 
Fla. O my lord! Bond | 

You only ſpeak from your diſtracted ſoul ; 
'There's not ſo much left as to furniſh out 

A moderate table. | 

Tim. Be it not thy care: 

Go, and invite them all, let in the tide | | 
Of knaves once more: my Cook and I'II provide. > 

| [ Exeu, WE 


SCENE changes to the Senate-houſe. 


Senators, and Alcibiades. 


Y lord, you have my voice to't, the fault 
bloody; 
*T is neceſſary he ſhould die: ve 
Nothing emboldens fin ſo much as mercy. 
2 Sen, Moſt true; the law ſhall bruiſe em. 
Alc. Health, Honour, and Compaſſion to the ſenate! 
1 Sen. Now, Captain. 
Alc. J am an humble ſuitor to your Virtues: 
For Pity is the virtue of the law, 
And none but Tyrants uſe it cruelly. 
It pleaſes time and fortune to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who in hot blood 
Hath ſtept into the law, which is paſt depth 
To thoſe that without heed do plunge into't. 
He is a man, ſetting his fault aſide, 
Of virtuous honour, which buys out his fault ; 


1 Sen. 


But with a noble fury, and fair ſpirit, 


He did oppoſe his foe: Ay 
And with ach ſober and unnoted paſſion 
He did behave his anger ere twas ſpent, 
As if he had but prov'd an argument. 

1 Sen. You undergo too ſtrict a Paradox, 
Striving to make an ugly Deed look fair: 
Vour words have took ſuch pains, as if they a, 

0 


TIM ON of ATHENS, 


Fro bring Man- ſlaughter into form, ſet quarrelling 
pon the head of valour ; which, indeed, | 
Is valour mis-begot, and came into the world 
When ſects and factions were but newly born. 
WHe's truly valiant, that can wiſely ſuffer 


Wis out-fides; wear them like his rayment, careleſly ; 
End ne'er prefer his Injuries to his heart, 
To bring it into danger. | 
Uf wrongs be evils, and inforce us kill, 
What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill? 
| 4c. My lord. 

| 1 Sen. You cannot make ay fins look clear; 
Jt is not valour to revenge, but bear. 
| Alc. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 
If I ſpeak like a Captain. | 
Why do fond men expoſe themfelves to battle, 
And not endure all threatnings, ſleep upon't, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 
Without repugnancy ? but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? why then, ſure, women are more valiant, 
That Ray at home, if bearing carry it; | 
The aſs, more than the lion; and the fellow, 
oaden with irons, wiſer than the judge; 
If wiſdom be in ſufring. Oh, my lords, 
As you are great, be pitifully good: 
Who cannot condemn Raſnneſs in cold blood? 
To kill, I grant, is ſin's extreameſt guſt, 
But, in defence. by mercy, *tis moſt juſt. 
To be in anger is impiety : | 
But who is man, that is not angry? 
Weigh but the crime with this. 

2 Sen. You breathe in vain. 
Alc. In vain? his Service done 
At Lacedæ mon, and Byzantium, 
Vere a ſufficient briber for his life. 

1 Sex. What's that ? 

Alc. I fay, my lords, h'as done fair ſervice, 
ind {lain in battle many 7 your enemies; 

3 


unt. 


ult' 


nate! 


rd 
To 


Erne worſt that man can breathe, and make his wrongs 
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How full of valour did he bear himſelf 
In the laſt conflict, and made plenteous wounds? 
2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em, 
He's a ſworn rioter; he has a fin 
That often drowns him, and takes valour priſoner, 
Were there no foes, That were enough alone 
To overcome him. In that beaſtly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 
And cheriſh factions. Tis inferr'd to us, 
His days are foul, and his Drink dangerous. 
1 Sen. He dies. 
Alc. Hard fate! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him, 
(Though his right arm might purchaſe his own time, 
And be in debt to none;) yet more to move you, 
Take my Deſerts to his, and join em both. 
And for I know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'Il pawn my victories, 
My Honours to you, on his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life, 
Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore; 
For law is ftrit, and war is nothing more. 

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies, urge it no more, 
On height of our diſpleaſure: friend, or brother, 

He forfeits his own blood, that ſpills another. 

Alc. Muſt it be ſo? it muſt not be: 

My lords, I do beſeech you, know me. 

2 Sen. How? | 

Alc. Call me to. your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What! - 

Alc. J cannot think, but your age hath forgot me; 
It could not elſe be, I ſhould prove ſo baſe, 
To ſue, and be deny'd ſuch common grace. 
My wounds ake at you. | 

1 Sen. Do you dare our anger? 

»Tis in few words, but ſpacious in effect; 
We baniſh thee for ever. 
Alc. Baniſh me! 
Baniſh your Dotage, baniſh Uſury, 
That make the Senate ugly. 


1 Set, 


5 


de; 


Len. 


TI MON F ATHENS: 131 


1 Sen. If, after two day's ſhine, Athens contains thee, 
Attend our weightier judgment. 
And, (not to ſwell our ſpirit,) a 
Nie ſhall be executed preſently. _  [Exennt. 

| Alc. Gods keep you old enough, that you may live 

Oaly in bone, that none may look on you! ! 
Im worſe than mad: I have kept back their foes, 
While they have told their mony, and let out 
Their coin upon large intereſt ; I my ſelf, 

Rich only in large hurts. All thoſe, for this.? 

Is this the balſam that the uſuring ſenate 
E Pours into Captains“ wounds ? ha! Baniſhment? 

It comes not ill: I hate not to be baniſht, 

It is a cauſe worthy my ſpleen and fury, 

That I may ftrike at Athent. I'll cheer up 

My diſcontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

Tis honour with moſt lands to be at odds; 

Soldiers as little ſhould brook wrongs, as Gods, [ Fæis. 


SCENE changes to Timon Houſe. 


Enter divers Senators, at ſeveral doors, 


1 Sen, FTSHE good time of the day to you, Sir. 
| | 2 Sen. lalſowiſh it to you: I think, 
this honourable lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Ser, Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when we 
encountred. I hope, it is not ſo low with him, as he 
made it ſeem in the tryal of his ſeveral friends. 
6. Sen. It ſhould not be, by the perſwaſion of his new 

I — I ſhould think ſo: he hath ſent me an earneſt 
inviting, which many my near occaſions did urge me to 
put off: but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and I 
muſt needs appear. | 
| 2 Sen, In hke manner was I in debt to my importu- 
nate buſineſs ; but he would not hear my excuſe. I am 
ſorry, when he ſent to borrow of me, that my proviſion 
was out. | | 


G 4 1 Sen. 
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1 Sex, I am ſick of that grief too, as I underſtand 
how all things go. | 

2 Sen, Every man here s ſo. What would he have 
borrow'd of you? | 
1 Sen. A thouſand pieces. | 

2 Sen, A thouſand pieces ! 

1 Sen. What of you? | 

3 Sen. He ſent to me, Sir —— here he comes. 


Enter Timon and attendants. 


Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both —— and 
how fare you? 

1 Sen. Ever at the beſt, hearing well of your lordſhip, 

2 Sen. The Swallow follows not ſummer more wil. 
lingly, than we your lordſhip. 

Tim. Nor more willingly leaves winter: ſuch ſummer. 
birds are men ——— Gentlemen, our dinner will not re- 
compenſe this long ſtay : feaſt your ears with the mu- 
ſick a while; if they will fare ſo harſhly as on the trump. 
et's ſound: we ſhall to't preſently. 
1 Ser. I hope, it remains not unkindly . with your 
lordſhip, that I return'd you an empty meſſenger. 

Tim. O Sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Sen. My noble lord. 

Tim. Ah, my good friend, what cheer? 

[The banquet Brought in, 

2 Sen. Moſt honourable lord, I'm &en fick of ſhame, 
that when your lordſhip rother day ſent to me, I wa 
ſo unfortunate a beggar. 

' Tim. Think not on't, Sir. 

2 Sen. If you had ſent but two hours before 
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
Come, bring in all together. 

2 Sen. All cover'd diſhes ! 

1 Ser. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Sen, Doubt not that, if mony and the ſeaſon can 
| yield it. 
' 1 Sen. How do you ? what's the now | 

3 Sen, Alcibiades is baniſh'd ; hear you of it? 

Both. Alcibiades baniſh'd ! , 
8, 3 l. 
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3 Sen. Tis fo, be ſure of it. 

1 Sen. How? how? 7 

2 Hen. I pray you, upon what ? 

Tin. My worthy friends, will you draw near? 

n I'll tell ye more anon. Here's a noble feaſt 
Ward. | 
2 Sen. This is the old man ſtill. 

3 Sen. Will't hold? will't hold? 

2 Sen. It does, but time will, and ſo 

3 Sen. I do conceive. | 

Tim. Each man to his ſtool, with that ſpur as he 
yould to the lip of his Miſtreſs : your diet ſhall be in all 
laces alike. Make not a city-feaſt of it, to let the meat 
ool ere we can agree upon the firſt place. Sit, fit. 

The Gods require our thanks. | 

You great Benefactors, ſprinkle our ſociety with thank- 
wneſs. For your own gifts make your ſelves prais'd; 
bat reſerve. flill to give, left. your Deities be deſpiſed. 
nd to each man enough, that one need not lend to ano- 
ther. For were your Godheads to borrow of men, men 
ould for ſake the Gods. Make the meat beloved, more 
than the man that gives it. Let no aſſembly of twenty 
e without a ſcore of villains. If there fit twelve awo- 
men at the table, let a dozen of them be as they are — 
The refl of your fees, O Gods, the ſenators of Athens, 
ether with the common lag of people, what is amis 
in them, you Gods, make ſuitable for deſtruction. For 
theſe my friends as they are to me nothing, ſo in 
wthing bleſs them, and to nothing are they welcome. 
ſncover, dogs, and lap. | 

Some ſpeak. What does his lordſhip mean? 

Some other. I know not. | 

Tim. May you a better feaſt never behold, 
ou knot of mouth-friends : ſmoke, and lukewarm water: 
I; your perfection. This is Timon's laſt ; | 
Tho tuck and ſpangled you with flatteries, 

Yaſhes it off, and ſprinkles in your faces 
Your reaking villany. Live loath'd, and long, 

Moſt fmiling, ſmooth, deteſted Paraſites, 
Courteous deſtroyers, affable wolves, meek bears, . 
WP G 5 You: 


ave 


en, 


What! all in motion? henceforth be no feaſt, 
Burn Houſe, fink Athens, henceforth hated be 
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You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time-flies, 

Cap-and-knee ſlaves, vapors, and minute-jacks ; (15) 

Of man and beaſt the infinite malady- 

Cruſt you quite oer What, doſt thou go? 

Soft, take thy phyſick firſt — thou too and thou 
[Throwing the diſhes at them, and drives en on, 

Stay, I will lend thee mony, borrow none. 


Whereat a villain's. not a welcome gueſt. 


Of Timon, man, and all humanity ! [Exit 
Re-enter the Senators. 

1 Sen. How now, my lords? | 

2 Sen. Know you the quality of lord Timon's fury 

3 Sen. Pſha! did you ſee my cap? 

4 Sen. I've loſt my gown. 

1 Sen. He's but a mad lord, and nought but humoy 
ways him. He gave me a jewel th' other day, and 
A beat it out of my cap. Did you fee ny 
jewel ? | 
* 2 Sen. Did you ſee my cap? 

3 Sen. Here tis. 

4 Sen, Here lies my gown, 

Sw, Let's make Ay ſtay. 

2 Sen. Lord Timon's mad. 


3 Sen, I ſeel't upon my bones. Don 
4 Sen, One day he gives us diamonds, next day ſtones. I Inſtr 
| | [ E-xeunt. ¶ Deg 
(15) and minute Facks Dec 


Of Man and Beaſt, the infinite Malady 

Cruſt you quite oer] In what Senſe could the Senators 
be call'd minute Fach of Man and Beaſt ? The Poet. juſt befor On 
calls them Vapours; and certainly means to.enforce that Image, Cri 
by ſaying, they were Jacks not of a Minute's Tiuſt, or De- ( 
pendance. Then what could the infinite Malady ſignify, with- 
out ſomething ſubjoin'd- to give us a clearer Idea of it? As | 
point the Paſlage, it plainly means, May the whole Catalogue, 
the infinite Number of Diftempers, that have ever invaded & ur. 


ther Man or Beaſt, all be join'd: to plague you. am, 


A CT Mine 
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. 
„sc EN E, Budo the walls of Athens, 


Enter Timon. 
| E T me look back upon thee, O thon Wall, 


That girdleſt in thoſe wolves! dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens] Matrons, turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in children; ſlaves and fools 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the bench, 
And miniſter in their ſteads: To general filths. 
Convert o'th' inſtant, green Virginity! 4 
Do't in your parents' eyes. Bankrupts, hold faſt ; 
[Rather than. render back, vut with your knives, {16} 
And cut your truſters' throats. Bound ſervants, ſteal ; 
Large-handed robbers your grave maſters are, 
And pill by law. Maid, to thy maſter's bed ; 
Thy miſtreſs is o'th* brothel. Son of fixteen, 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire, 
And with it beat his brains out ! Fear and Piety, 
Religion to the Gods, peace, juſtice, trarh, 
Domeſtick awe, night-reſt, and neighbourhood, 
ones. Inſtruction, manners, myſteries and trades, 
eunt. I Degrees, obſervances, cuſtoms and laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries ! 
And yet Confuſion live. Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
for On Athens, ripe for ſtroke! Thou cold Sciatica, 
nage, Cripple our ſenators, that their limbs may halt 


(16)— Bankrupts, hold faſt, | 


_ Rather than render back; out with your Kyives, | 
Lack And cut your Truſters? throats. ] Thus has this Paſſage hi- 
? 


therto been moſt abſurdly pointed; even by the poetical Editors, 
Mr. Rowe, and Mr. Pope. 1 had reformed the Pointing; but 
am, however, to make my Acknowledgements to ſome anony= 


mus Gentleman, who by Letter adviſed me to point it as I have 
C Tae in the Text. As 


— 
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As lamely as their manners. Luft and Liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth, 
That *gainſt the ſtream of virtue they may ſtrive, 
And drown themſelves in riot! Itches, Blains, 
Sow all the Athenian boſoms, and their Crop 
Be. general Leprofie : breath infe& breath, | 
That their. ſociety (as their friendſhip) may 
Be meerly poiſon. Nothing I'Il bear from thee, 
But nakedneſs, thou deteſtable town 
Take thou that too, with multiplying banns: 
Timon will to the Woods, where he ſhall find 
Th' unkindeſt beaſt much kinder than mankind. 
The Gods confound (hear me, ye good Gods all) 
Th' Athenians both within and out that wall; 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow, 
To the whole Race of Mankind, high and Tow ! [ Exit 


S CE NE changes to Timon Houſe. 


Enter Flavius, with two or three ſervants. 


1 Ser, EAR you, good maſter ſteward, where's 0 
maſter ? | | 
Are we undone, caſt off, nothing remaining? 
_ Flav, Alack, my fellows, what ſhould I ſay to you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods, 
I am as poor as you. | 
1 Ser. Such a Houſe broke! | 
So noble a maſter fall'n! all gdne! and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm, 
And go along with him ? 
2 Ser. As we do. turn our backs 
From our companion, thrown into his grave, 
So his familiars to his buried fortunes 
_ all away 3 _ falſe vows with him, 
Like empty purſes pick'd: and his poor ſelf 
A dedicated bheawnr to the air, OY? ; 
With his diſeaſe of all-ſhunn'd poverty, | | 
Walks, like Contempt, alone. More of our fellows. 


8 


Enter 
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Enter other ſervants. | 


Fla. All broken implements of a ruin'd houſe! 
3 Ser. Vet do our hearts wear Timor's livery, 
hat ſee I by our faces; we are fellows: ſtil, 
erving alike in ſorrow. Leak'd is our bark, 

and we poor mates, ſtand on the dying deck, 
caring the ſurges threat: we muſt all part 

nto the ſea of air. 

Fla. Good fellows all, | | 

he lateſt of my wealth I'll ſhare amongſt you. 
here-ever we ſhall meet, for T:mor's ſake, 

Let's yet be fellows: ſhake. our heads, and ſay, 

As *twere a knell unto our maſter's fortunes) 

e have ſeen better days. Let each take ſome;. 
Nay put out all your hands; not one word more,. 
Thus part we rich in ſorrow, parting poor. 

[He gives them mony ; they embrace, and part ſeveral 


WAYS. 
Oh, the firſt wretchedneſs that glory brings us! 
Who would not wiſh to be from wealth exempt, 
vince riches point to miſery and contempt ? 
Who'd be ſo mock'd with glory, as to live 
But in a dream of friendſhip > 
you! To have his Pomp, and all what State compounds, 
But only painted, like his varniſh'd friends! 
Poor honeſt lord! brought low by his own heart, 
Undone by goodneſs : itrange unuſual blood, 
When man's worſt fin is, he does too much good. 
Who then dares to be half ſo kind again! 
For bounty, that makes Gods, does ſtill mar men, 
My deareſt lord, bleſt to be moſt accurs'd, 
Rich only to be wretched ;_ thy great fortunes 
Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord! 
He's flung in rage from this ungrateful Seat 
Of monſtrous friends : nor has he with him to 
Supply his life, or that which can command it: 
ru follow and enquire him out. 
WS. Bt !'ll ever ſerve his mind with my beſt will; 
W Whilſt I have gold, I'II be his Steward ſtill. [ Zæit. 
Fate | SCENE 
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SCENE, the FOODS. 
Enter Timon, 
Tim. F Blefled, breeding Sun, draw from the earth 
Rotten humidity : below thy ſiſter's orb 
Infe& the air. Twinn'd brothers of one womb, 
Whoſe procreation , refidence, and birth 
Scarce is dividant, touch with ſeveral fortunes ; 
The greater ſcorns the leſſer. Not ev*n nature, 
To whom all fores lay fiege, can bear great fortune 
But by contempt of nature. 
Raiſe me this r, and denude that lord, (17) 
The ſenator ſhal contempt hereditary, 
The native honour: 
It is the Paſture lards the Weather's ſides, (18) 
The Want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares, 
In purity of manhood ſtand upright, 
And ſay, this man's a flatterer ? if one be, 


(17) Raife me this Beggar, and deny't that Lord,] Where is the 
Senſe and Engliſh of deny't that Lord? Deny him what? What Mak 


preceding Neun is there, to which the Pronoun 77 is to be re And 


ferr'd? And it would be abſurd to think the Poet meant, deny Wit 


to raiſa that Lord; The Antitheſis muſt be, let Fortune rait Tha 


this Beggar, and let her frip, and deſpoil that Lord of all his he 
Pomp and Ornaments, Cc. which Senſe is compleated by this N Wo 


Might Alteration, To. 


———d denude that Lord. Mr, Warburtn. he 
(18) It is the Paſture lards the Beggar's Side,] This, as the WW an 
Editors have order'd it, is an idle Repetition at. the beſt; ſup- No 
poſing it did, indeed, contain the ſame Sentiment as the fore- 
going Lines, But Shakeſpeare meant a quite different Thing: 5 
and having, like a ſenſible Writer, made a ſmart Obſeryation, at 
he illuſt rates it by a Similitude thus: | | WI 
It is the Paſture lards the Weather's Sides, Na 
The Want that makes bim lean, | 
And the Similitude is extreamly beautiful, as conveying this 
Satirical Reflexion; there is no more Difference between Man 
and Man in the Eſteem of ſuperficial or corrupt Judgments, | 
than between a: fat Sheep and a lean one, Ms, . 


j 


res, 


TIMON f ATHENS. 159 


are they all, for every greeze of fortune 
aan by that below. Fhe learned pate 
Yucks to the golden fool: All is oblique ; 
There's nothing level in our curſed natures, 
Rut direct villany. Then be abhorr'd, | 
All feaſts, ſocieties, and th of men 
is Semblable, yea, himſelf, Timon diſdains. — 
Deſtruction phang mankind ! Earth, yield me roots! 
| 24d [ Digging the earth, 
Who ſeeks for better of thee, ſawce his palate 

With thy moſt operant poiſon! — What is here? 
Id? yellow, glittering, precious gold? 
No, Gods, I am no idle votariſt. 
Roots, you clear heav*ns! thus much of this will make 
Black, white; fair, foul; wrong, right; : 
Baſe, noble : old, young ; coward, valiant. | 
You Gods ! why this ? what this ? you Gods! why, this 
ill lug your prieſts and ſervants from your ſides : 
Pluck ſtout mens? pillows from below their heads. 
This yellow flave | 

ill knit and break religions; bleſs th' accurs'd ; 
Make the hoar leproſie ador d; place thieves, 
And give them title, knee, and approbation, 
With ſenators on the bench : this is it, 
That makes the wappen'd widow wed again ; 
the whom the ſpittle-houſe, and ulcerous ſores 
Would caſt the gorge at, this embalms and ſpices 
To th' April day again. Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'ſt odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee | 
Do thy right nature. — [March afar off.] Ha, a drum? 

—— thou'rt quick, 

But yet I'll bury thee — thou'lt go, (ſtrong thief) 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot ſtand. | 
Nay, ſtay thou out for earneſt. [¶ Keeping ſome gold. 


| Enter Alcibiades c drum and fife in warlike manner,, 
and Phrynia and '\'imandra. | 


Ale. What art thou there? ſpeak. 


Tim, A beaſt, as thou art, Cankers gnaw thy heart, 
| : | For 


thou art a man! 
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For ſhewing me again the eyes of man ! 
Alc. What is thy name ? is man ſo hateful to thee, 
That art thy ſelf a man? . 
Tim, I am Mi ſanthropos, and hate mankind, 
For thy part, I do wiſh thou wert a dog, 
That I might love thee ſomething. 
1 * thee well: | 
But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd, and ſtrange: 
| * I know thee too, and more than that I knoy 
I not defire to know. Follow thy drum, acc 
With man's blood paint the ground; gules, gules; — 
Religious Canons, civil Laws are cruel ; 7 
Then what ſhould war be? this fell whore of thine: Fs 
' Hath in her more deſtruction than thy ſword, . 


For all her cherubin look. wp 
Phry.: Thy lips rot off! = "Al 
Tim, I will not kiſs thee, then the Rot returns : 

To thine own lips again. 4 25 To 
Alc. How came the noble Timon to this change? 11 
Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give: Ti 

But then renew I could not, like the moon; 1l 


There were no ſuns to borrow of. ntl of 

Alc. Noble Timon, what friendſhip may I do thee? 

Tim. None, but to maintain my opinion. 

Alc. What is it, Timon? 

Tim. Promiſe me friendſhip, but perform none. If 
thou wilt not promiſe, the Gods plague thee, for thou 
art a man: if thou doit perform, confound thee, for 


Alc. I've heard in ſome ſort of thy miſeries. 

Tim, Thou ſaw'ſt them when I had proſperity. . 

Alc. I ſee them now, then was a bleſſed time. 

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots. 

Timan, Is this th' Athenian minion, whom the world 
Voic'd fo regardfully ? 

Tim. Art thou Timandra ?- 

Timan. Yes. | La 

Tim. Be a whore ſtill: they love thee not, that uſe thee: 
Give them diſeaſes, leaving with thee their luſt : 1 

f (7 


F 3 
- Jy 
' 
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ake uſe of thy ſalt hours, ſeaſon the ſlaves _ 
or tubs and baths, bring down the roſe-cheek'd youth 
o th' Tub-faſt, and the diet. (19) 
Timan. Hang thee, monſter ! | | 
Alc. Pardon him, ſweet Timandra, for his wits 
Wc drown'd and loſt in his calamities. „ 
have but little Said of late, brave Timon, 
The want whereof doth daily make revolt 
1 my penurious band. I heard and griev'd, 
ow curſed Athens, mindleſs of thy worth, 
orgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ſtates, 
ut for thy ſword and fortune, trod upon them —— 
Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
| Alc. J am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon. 
Tim. How doſt thou pity him, whom thou doſt trouble? 
ad rather be alone. | 
Alc. Why, fare thee well, 
ere's gold for thee. 
ſim. Keep it, I cannot eat it. 
Alc. When J have laid proud Athens on a heap — 
Tim. Warr'ſt thou *gainſt Athens? a 
Alc. Ay, Timon, and have cauſe. 


(19) To the Fubfaſt, and the Diet.] One might make a very 
ong and vain Search, yer not be able to meet with this pre- 
poſterous Word Fub faſt, which has notwithſtanding paſs'd 

IF ant with all the Editors. The Author is alluding to the 
100" ae, Venerea, and its Effects. At that Time, the Cure of it 
for Nas perform'd either by Gaaiacum, or ANercarial Unctions: 

d in both Caſes the Patient was kept up very warm and 

coſez that in the firſt Application the Sweat might be pro- 
noted ; and leſt, in the other, he ſhould take Cold, which 
was fatal. The Regimen for the Coutſe of Guaiacum (ſays 

Dr. Friend in his Hiſt. of Phyſick, Vol. 2. p. 380.) was at firſt 
' ſtrangely circumſtantial; and ſo rigorous, that the Patient 
vas put into a Dungeon in order to make him ſweat; and 
in that manner, as Fallepius expreſſes it, the Bones and the 
" very Man himſelf was macerated. ” And as for the Vnction, 
i was ſometimes continued for thirty ſeven days; (as he ob- 
krres, p 375.) and during this Time there was neceſſarily an 
extraordinary Abſtinence requir'd, Mr, Warburton, 


Tim. 


rd 


ke 
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Tim. The Gods confound them all then in thy Conqub 


And, after, Thee, when thou haſt conquered ! ; 
A. Why me, Timon? Four 
Tim. That by killing of villains  {Witho' 
Thou waſt born to conquer my Country. Pto f 
Put up thy gold. Go on, here's gold, go on; g h ir 
Be as a planetary plague, when Fave Il tri 


Will o'er ſome high-vic'd city hang his poiſon And | 
In the ſick air: Let not thy ſword skip one, = 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard, 
He is an uſurer. Strike me the matron, 
It is her habit only that is honeſt, | be qu 
Her ſelf's a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek 1 
Make ſoft thy trenchant ſword ; for thoſe milk- pap, Pen 
That through the window: lawn bore at mens eyes, (20 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ; 
Set them down horrible traitors. Spare not the babe, 
Whoſe dimpled ſmiles from fools exhauſt their mercy ; MW le 
Think it a baſtard, whom the oracle | 1 
Hath doubtfully pronounc'd thy throat ſnall cut, b 
And mince it ſans remorſe. Swear againſt objects, ry 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes ; 
Whoſe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, N 
Nor ſight of prieſt in holy veſtments bleeding, Tha 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy ſoldiers. 


Make large confuſion 3 and, thy fury ſpent, | 
— be thy ſelf! ſpeak not, be gone. = 
Alc. Haſt thou gold yet? 


PIl take the gold thou giv'ſt me, not thy counſel. 
Tim. Doſt thou, or doſt thou not, heav'n's curſe up- 
on thee! 

Both. Give us ſome gold, good Timon: haſt thou 
more ? | | 


(20) That thro? the Window-barn bore at men's Eyes.) I eiu. 
not for my Heart imagine, what Idea our wiſe Editors had of 
a Virgin's Breaſt thro* a Window-barn : which, 1 am ſatisfied, 

- muſt be a corrupt Reading. In ſhort, the Poet is alluding to 
the decent Cuſtom in his Time of the Women covering thei! 
Necks and Boſom either with Lawn, or cyprus; both which 
being tranſparent, the Poet beautifully calls it the Wind 
Lawn. f ith 
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mw C3 Enough to make a whore forſwear her trade, 
uud g to make whole a bawd. (21) Held up, you ſluts, 
Four aprons mountant ; you're not othable, 
Ilthough, I know, you'll ſwear ; terribly ſwear 
nto ſtrong ſhudders, and to heav*nly agues, 
n' immortal Gods that hear you. Spare your oaths : 
I'll traſt to your conditions, be whores ſtill. 
And he whoſe pious breath ſeeks to convert you, 
Be ſtrong in whore, wm 5 him, burn him up. 
Let your cloſe fire predominate his ſmoak, 
and be no turn-coats : yet may your pains ſix months. 
Be quite contrary, Make falſe hair, and thatch 
our poor thin roofs with burthens of the dead, 
some that were hang'd, no matter : ——) 
Wear them, betray with them; and whore on ſtill : 
aint 'till a horſe may mire upon your face; 
A pox of wrinkles ! 
| Both, Well, more gold —— what then ? 
believe, that we'll do any thing for gold. 
| Tim. Conſumptions ſow 
In hollow bones. of man, ftrike their ſharp ſhins, . 
And mar mens ſpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice, 
. That he may never more falſe Title plead, 
3 F* . . 
Nor ſound his quillets ſhrilly. Hoar the Flamen, 
That ſcolds againſt the quality of fleſh, 
And not believes himſelf. Down with the noſe, 
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to fareſee 


(21) And te make whore a Bawd.] The Power of Gold, in- 
deed, may be ſuppos'd great, that can make a Whore forſake 
5 her Trade; but what mighty Difficulty was there in making a 
Whore turn Bawd ? And yet, 'tis plain, here he is deſcribing the 

mighty Power of Gold, He had before ſhewn, how Gold can 
en : kerſuade to any villany; he now fhews that it has ſtill a greater 
1 of Force, and can even turn from Vice to the Practice, or, at 
fed, MI keaſt, the Semblance of Virtue, We muſt therefore read, to 
810 reſtore Senſe to our Author, 


heit ; And to make whole 4 Bawd —— | 
nich WI e. not only make her quit her Calling, but thereby reſtore 


-er to Reputation. Mr, Warburton, 
Smells 
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Sp, 8 the gen' ral weal. Make curl'd-pate ruſau 
And let the unſcarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive ſome pain from you. Plague all; 
That your activity may defeat, and quell 
The ſource of all erection. There's more gold. 
Do you damn others, and let this damn you, 
And ditches grave you all ! | * | 
Beth. More counſel with more mony, bounteous Jin. 
Zim. More whore, more miſchief, firſt ; I've given 
you earneſt, 5 
Alc. Strike up the drum tow'rds Athens; farewel, Inn: 
If I thrive well, PI viſit thee again. 
Tim, If I hope well, I'll never ſee thee more. 
Alc. J never did thee harm. | 
Tim. Yes, thou ſpok'ſt well of me. 
Alc. Call'ſt thou that harm? | 
Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee hence, away, 
And take thy beagles with thee. | 
Ac. We but offend him: ſtrike. | 
[eExeunt Alcibiad. Phryn. and Timand, lou 
Tim. That Nature, being ſick of man's unkindneſs, Hand 
Should yet be hungry! Common mother, thou {MWſhou 
Whoſe womb anmeaſurable, and infinite breaſt. 
'Teems, and feeds all ; oh thou ! whoſe ſelf-ſame mettle 
(Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft) 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyeleſs venom'd worm; 
With all th' abhorred births below criſp heav'n, 
Whereon Hyperion's quickning fire doth ſhine ;. 
Yield him, who all thy human ſons does hate, 
From forth thy plenteous boſom, one poor root ! 
Enſear thy fertile and conceptious womb ; _ 
Let it no more bring out ingrateful man. 
Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves and bears, 
Teem with new monſters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled manſion all above 
Never preſented — O, a root — dear thanks 
Dry up thy marrows, veins, and.plough-torn leas, 


Whereof ingrateful man with liqu'riſh draughts, 


And 


vn, 


vel 


L 


: 
! 
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N ad morſels unctious, greaſes his pure mind, 
N hat from it all conſideration ſlips, 7 


05 Enter Apemantus. 
ore man ? plague! plague··— 
Apem. I was directed hither. Men report, 
hou doſt affect yy, and doſt uſe them. 
| Tim. *Tis then, becauſe thou doſt not keep a dog 
Vhom I would imitate ; conſumption catch thee! 
Adem. This is in thee a nature but affected, 
\ poor unmanly melancholy, ſprang 9 85 
rom change of fortune. Why this ſpade ? this place? 
This ſlave-Iike habit, and theſe looks of care? 
Thy flatt'rers yet wear filk, drink wine, lie ſofc ; 
ug their diſeas'd perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not theſe weeds, (22) 
y putting on the cunning of a carper. | | 
ge thou a flatt'rer now, and ſeek to thrive 
By That which has undone thee ; hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt obſerve, 
Blow off thy cap; praiſe his moſt vicious ſtrain, 
And call it excellent. Thou waſt told thus: | 
hou gav*ſt thine ears, like tapſters, that bid welcome 
o knaves, and all approachers: Tis moſt juſt 
hat thou turn raſcal : hadſt thou wealth again, 
Raſcals ſhould have't. Do not aſſume my likeneſs. 
Jim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away my ſelf. 
| em, Thou'ſt caſt away thy ſelf, being like thy ſelf, 
do long a mad man, now a fool. What, think'ſt thou, 
hat the bleak air, thy boiſterous chamberlain, 


| (22) Shame not theſe Woods. ] But how did Timen any more 
name the Woods by aſſuming the Character of a Cynick_ 
han Apemantus did? The Poet certainly meant to make Aze- 

«ntus ſay, Don't diſgrace this Garb, which thou haſt only 

ſet:d to aſſume ; and to ſeem the Creature thou art not by | 

Nature, but by the Force and Compulſion of Poverty. We 

nuſt therefore reſtore, 15 

- Shame not theſe Weeds. 


hemants, in ſeveral other Paſſages of the Scene, reproaches 
lin with his Change of Garb. | Will 
i 


%. 
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Will put thy ſhirt on warm? will theſe moiſt trees; 
That y out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 
And skip when thou point'ſ out? will the cold bra 
Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning taſte | 
To cure thy o'er-night's ſurfeit ? Call the ;Creature, 
| Whoſe naked 2 live in all the ſpi 
Of wreakful heav'n, whoſe bare abs rp trunks, 
To the conflifting elements expos'd, 
Anſwer meer nature ; bid them flatter thee z 
Ohl thoh ſhalt find 
Tim, A fool of thee ; depart. 
Apem. I love thee better now, than e er I did. 
im, I hate thee worſe. 
Apem. Why? 
Tim. Thou "fate reſt miſer) 
em. I flatter not; but . thou art a caytiff, 
im. Why doſt thou ſeek me out? 
— To vex thee. 
im. —_— a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Do'ſt pleaſe thy ſelf in't? (23) 


em. Ay. 
= What! a | knave too ? Do. 
Abem. If thou didſt put this ſowre cold habit on Fall 


To caſtigate thy pride, twere well; but thou 
Doſt it * thou'dſt Courtier be, * 
(23) Tim. Always 4 Villain's Office or a Fool's. * 
Do'ft pleaſe thy ſelf in t? wy | 
Apem. Ay. E 


Tim. ar ! a knave tos?) Mr. Warburton propose If th 
a CorreQion here, which, tho? it oppoſes the Reading of algMul 
the printed Copies, has great Juſtneſs and Propriety in it, le Tof 


would read; Poor 
What ! and know't too? If tl 

The Reaſoning of the Text, as it ſtands in the Books, i Tho 
in ſome ſort, concluding backward : or rather making a Kyave A 


and Villain's Office different: which, ſurely, is abſurd, Tbe 7 
Correction quite removes the Abſurdity, and gives this ſenile 
Rebuke, © What! Do'ſt thou pleaſe thy ſelf in vexing Ml © 
c and at the ſame time know it to be the ice of a Villa wer 
"© os Fool? | 


Wert 
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ert thou not beggar. Willing miſery 
hut - lives incertain pomp; is crown'd before: 
\e one is filling ſtill, never compleat; 
he other, at high wiſh : Beſt ftates, contentleſs, 
zve 2 diſtracted and moſt wretched being ; - 
Vorſe than the worſt, content. 
Thou ſhouldſt deſire to die, being miſerable. 
Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miſerable, 
Chou art a ſtave, whom fortune's tender arm 
ich favour never claſpt ; but bred a dog. 
Hadſt thou, like us, from our firſt ſwath proceeded 
Through ſweet degrees that this brief world affords, 
To ſuch, as may the paſſive drugs of it 
rely command; thou wouldft have plung'd thy ſelf 

In general riot, melted down thy youth 

In dieren beds of luſt, and never learn'd 
The icy precepts of refpect, but followed 
The ſugar'd game before thee. But my ſelf, 
Who had the world as my confectionary, 
de mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men 
At duty, more than 1 could frame employments ; 
That numberleſs upon me ſtuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak ; have with one winter's bruſh 
| Fall'n from their _— and left me open, bare 
For every ſtorm that blows. I to bear this, 
That never knew but berter, is ſome burthen. 
Thy nature did commence in ſuff' rance, time 
Hath made thee hard in't. Why ſhouldſt thou hate men? 
They never flatter'd thee. What haſt thou given? 
If thou wilt curſe, thy father, that poor rag, 
Muſt be thy ſubje& ; who in ſpight put ſtuff 
To ſome ſhe-beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue . e Hence ! be gone —— 
I thou hadſt not been born the worit of men, 
ks, u Thou hadſt been knave and flatterer. 
0 4pem. Art thou proud yet ? 
Chl Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 
225 _ I, that I was no prodigal. 

im, I, that I am one now. 


Were all the wealth 1 have, ſhut up in thee, 


Id 
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I'd give thee leave to hang it Get thee gone 
That the whole life of Aiken, were in this! | 
Thus would I eat it. _ [Eating a 70 

Apem, Here, I will mend thy feaſt. 5 
Tim. Firſt mend my company, take away thy {elf 

Hpem. So I ſhall mend my own, by th' lack of thiy 

Tim. Tis not well mended ſo, it is but botcht ; 
If not, I would it were. Wa 

Apem. What wouldſt thou have to Athens? 

im. Thee thither in a whirlwind ; if thou wilt, 

Tell them there, I have gold; look, ſo I have, 

- Apem, Here is no uſe for gold. TY 

Tin. The beſt and trueſt : | 

For here it ſleeps, and does no hired harm. 
Apem. Where ly'ſt o'nights, Timon? 

Tim. Under that's above m. 

Where feed'ſt thou o days, Apemantus? 

Apem. Where my ſtomach finds meat; or rather, 
where I eat it. » | 

. 17 Would poiſon were obedient, and knew ny 
mind ! | 
__ Where would'ſt thou ſend it? 

im. To ſawce thy diſhes. | | 
Apem. The middle of humanity thou never knewel, 
but the extremity of both ends. When thou waſt in thy 
gilt, and thy perfume, they mockt thee for too much 
curioſity ; in thy rags thou knoweſt none, but art de- 
ſpis'd for the contrary, There's a medlar for ther, 
eat it. = 

Tim, On what I hate I feed not. 

Apem. Doſt hate a medlar ? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 
Adem. An th' hadſt h medlers ſooner, thou 
ſhouldſt have loved thy ſelf better now. What man 
didſt thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved after 
his means ? | MY 

Tim. Who, without thoſe means thou talk'ſt of, didt 
thou ever know beloved? 

Adem. My {elf. 


Tim, I underſtand thee, thou hadſt ſome means * keep 
| pen. ö 


a deg. 


Apem. What things in the world canſt thou neareſt 
| compare to thy flatterers ? 1 35 | : 
Jin. Women neareſt ; but men, men, are the things 

themſelves. What wouldſt thou do with the world, Ape- 
nantus, if it lay in thy power ? Toy 
Hem. Give it the s, to be rid of the men. 
Jin. Wouldſt thou have thy ſelf fall in the confuſion 
of men, or remain a beaſt with the beaſts ? 

A em. Ay, Timon. £ | | ; 
im. A beaſtly ambition, which the Gods grant thee 
to attain to! If thou wert a lion, the fox would beguile 
thee; if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee ; 
if thou wert the fox, the lion would ſuſpeQ thee, when, 

adventure, thou wert accus'd by the aſs ; if thou wert 
the aſs, thy dulneſs would tormeAt thee ; and ſtill thou 
liv'dt but as a breakfaſt to the wolf. If thou wert the 
wolf, thy greedineſs would afflict thee ; and oft thou 


unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, and 
make thine own ſelf the conqueſt of thy fury. Wert 
thou a bear, thou wouldſt be kill'd by the horſe ; wert 
thou a horſe, thou wouldſt be ſeiz'd by the leopard; 
wert thou a Icopard, thou wert german to the lion, and 
elt, Wthe ſpots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life. All 
thy thy ſafety were remotion, and thy defence abſence. 
nuch What beaſt couldſt thou be, that were not ſubject to a 
de: beaſt? and what a beaſt art thou already, and ſeeſt not 
het, N thy loſs in transformation! | | 
Apem. If thou couldſt pleaſe me with ſpeaking to me, 
thou might'ſt have hit upon it here. The Common- 
wealth of Athens is become a foreſt of beaſts. 
Jim. How has the aſs broke the wall, that thou art 
thou Wont of the City ? ) 
mal i Aen. Yonder comes a Poet, and a Painter. The 
after WPove of Company light upon thee! I will fear to 
atch it, and give way. When I know not what elſe 
bo do, I'll ſee thee again. 5 
Tim. When there is nothing living but thee, thou 
halt be welcome. | | 
| tad rather be a Beggar's dog, than Apemantus. 


houldſt hazard thy life for thy dinner. Wert thou the 
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Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. Would, thou wert clean enough to ſpit upon, 

A plague on thee! (24) | To 

Hem. Thou art too bad to-curſe. . 

Tim. All villains, that do ſtand by thee, are pure, 

em. There is no leproſie but what thou ſpeak'ſ. 

im. If I name thee. I'll beat thee; but I ſhould * 
infect my hands. | WE | 


_—_ I would my tongue could rot them off | _ 
im. Away, thou iſſue of a mangy dog 7 
Choler does kill me, that thou * 5 4 
I ſwoon to ſee thee. 7 
Apem. Would, thou wouldſt burſt ! 4 
Tim. Away, thou tedious rogue, I am ſorry I hl T; 
loſe a ſtone by thee. 4 
Apem. Beaſt 1 8 hor 1 


Jim. Slave! 

Apem. Toad |! 5 

Tim. Rogue! rogue! rogue! 10 
| ſApem. retreats backward, as going. poor 

I am fick of this falſe world, and will love nought meer 


But ev'n the meer neceſſities upon it. him 1 
Then, Timon, preſently prepare thy grave; 2 
Lye where the light foam of the ſea may beat 37 
Thy grave-ſtone daily; make thine epitaphz not fe 
That death in me at others lives may laugh. ſerve 
O thou ſweet king-killer, and dear divorce 24 
[ Looking on the poll, WM 17 

Twixt natural ſon and fire! thou bright defiler All 
Of Hymer's pureſt bed ! thou valiant Mar, 27 
Thou ever young, freſh, lov'd, and delicate wooer, 37 
Whoſe Bluſh doth thaw the conſecrated ſnow, All 
That lies on Dian's lap! thou viſible God, Tin 
| | | All 


(24) A Plague on thee! 
Apem. —— Then art too bad to curſe. } In the former Edit. All 
ons, this whole Verſe was placed ro Apemantus : by which, Tin 
abſurdly, he was made to curſe Timer, and immediately o 
ſubjoin that he was too bad to curſe. My Diviſion entire! 
cures the Abſurdity z and makes Apemamus reply in Chi (25) 
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That ſonldreft cloſe impoſlibilities, - | 


And make ſt them kiſs"! that ſpeak'ſt with every tongue, 
1 every ug» nk Oh, thou Touch of hearts! 12 
Think, thy ſlave man rebels; and by thy virtue 
get them into confounding odds, that beaſts 
May have the world in empire. 
Would 'twere fo, | 

But not till I am dead! PII ſay, thou haſt gold: 
Thou wilt be throng'd to ſhortly. 
| Tim. Throng'd to? 

em. Ay. 

im. Thy back, I pr'ythee. 5 
Shen. Live, and love thy miſery ! 
Jim. Long live ſo, and ſo die! I am quit. 
Adem. Mo things like men — Eat, Timon, and ab- 
hor them. [Exit Apem. 


Enter Thieves. 


1 Thief. Where ſhould he have this gold? It is ſome 
poor fragment, ſome ſender ort of his remainder. the 
meer want of gold, and the falling off of friends, drove 
him into this melancholy. | 

2 Thief. It is nois'd, he hath a maſs of treaſure. 

3 Thief. Let us make the aſſay upon him; if he care 
not for't, he will ſupply us eaſily : if he covetouſly re- 
ſerve it, how ſhall's get it? 4 | 

2 Thief. True; for he bears it not about him: *tis hid. 
old, 1 Thief. Is not this he? 

h All. Where? 

2 Thief. Tis his deſcription. 

3 Thief. He; I know him. 

All. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now, thieves. 

All. Soldiers ; not thieves. 

Tim. Both too, and womens? ſons. 


res All. We are not thieves, but men that much do want. 
ay t Tim.Y our greateſt want is, you want much of meet. (25) 
rirely | Why 
Chi- (25) . 765 want much of meat. ] Thus both the 


Wer and poetical Editors have given us this Faſſage; qu te 
' H 2 Sande 
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Why ſhould you want? behold, the earth hath roots; 

Within this mile break forth an hundred ſprings ; 

The oaks bear maſts, the briars ſcarlet hips : 

The bounteous huſwife nature on each buſh 

Lays her full meſs before you. Want? why want? 
1 Thief. We cannot live on graſs, on berries, water, 

As beaſts, and birds, and fiſhes. = 

Tim. Nor on the beaſts themſelves, the birds and fiſhe; 

You muſt eat men, Yet thanks I muſt you con, 

That you are thieves profeſt : that you work not 

Zn holier ſhapes ; for there is boundleſs theft 

In limited profeſſions. Raſcals, thieves, | by 

Here's gold. Go, ſuck the ſubtle blood o'th* grape, 

Till the high fever ſeeth your blood to froth, 40 

And ſo ſcape hanging. Truſt not the phyſician, 

His antidotes are poiſon, and he ſlays | 

More than you rob. Take wealth, and live together. 

Do villany, do, ſince you profeſs to do't, 

Like workmen ; I'll example you with thievery. 

The Sun's a thief, and with his great attraction 

Robs the vaſt Sea. The Moon's an arrant thief, 

And her pale fire ſhe ſnatches from the Sun. 8 

The Sea's a thief, whoſe liquid ſurge reſolves (26) 

| | The 
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Sand-blind, as honeſt Launcelot ſays, to our Author's Menn 
ing. If theſe poor Thieves wanted Meat, what greater Want 
could they be curs'd with, as they could not live on grab, 
and berries. and water? but 1 dare warrant, the Poet wrote; 
m——y want much of meet. 

1. e. Much of what you gt to be: much of the Qualities l- 
fitting you as humane Creatures. | 

(26) The Sea's 4 Thief, whoſe liquid Surge reſelves 


The Moon into ſalt Tears.) The Sea melting the Moon into Ane 
Tears, is, 1 believe, a Secret in Philoſophy, which no boch 
but Shakeſpeare's deep Editors ever dieam'd of. There is ano 
ther Opinion, which *tis more reaſonable to believe that ou Mow 
Author may alludeto; viz. that the Saltneſs of the Sea i burto 
cauſed by ſeveral Ranges, or Mounds of Roch-Salt under Vi up t 
ter, with which reſolving Liquid the Sea was impregnate (2: 
This 1 think a ſufficient Authority for changing Ideen ini and | 


Mounds 


* 
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The Mounds into ſalt tears. The earth's a thief, 
That feeds and breeds by a compoſture ſtoln 
From gen'ral excrements : each thing's a thief. - 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
| Have uncheck'd theft. Love not your ſelves, away, 
Rob one another, there's more gold; cut throats; 
All that you meet are thieves : to Athens go, E 
Break open ſhops, for nothing can you ſteal 
But thieves do loſe it: ſteal not leſs for what 
I give, and gold confound you howſoever ! Amen, [E xit. 
3 Thief. H'as almoſt charm'd me from my proteſſion, 
by perſuading me to it. | 

1 Thief. Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus 
adviſes us ; not to have us thrive in our myſtery. 

2 Thief. I'll believe him as an enemy ; and give over 
my trade. | | 

1 Thief. Let us firſt ſee peace in Athens; (27) 

2 Thief. There is no time fo miſerable, but a man 
may be true. | [Exeunt. 


The | 
en · S CEN E, The W. oods, and Timon's Cave. 
= Enter FLAVIUS. 


ral, 
te; 


FLlavivs. 

H, you Gods! 
Is you deſpis'd and ruinous man my lord ? 
Full of decay and failing ? oh, monument 
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beſtow'd! 


What 


Mound; : and I am till the more confirm'd, becauſe Mr. War- 

burton, who did not know 1 had eouch'd the Place, ſent me 

ip the very ſame Correction. | 

- (27) 1 Thief. Let ws firſt ſee Peace in Athens; &c.) This 
and the concluding little Speech have in all the Editions been 
| | H 3 EN placed 
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What of honour deſp'rate want has made? 

What viler thing upon the earth, than friends, 

Who can bring nobleſt minds to baſeſt ends ? 

How rarely does it meet with this —— 

When man was wiſht to love his enemies: 

Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 

Thoſe that would miſchief me, than thoſe that do! 

H'as caught me in his eye, I will preſent 

My honeſt grief to him; and, as my lord, 
Still ſerve him with my "life. My maſter? 


Timon comes forward From his Cave. 


im. Away! what art thou? 
Fla. Have you forgot me, Sir ? 
 _ Tim. Why Ja aher ask That? I have forgot all men, 
Then, if thou ranteſt that thou art a man, 
I have forgot t 
Fla. An — ſervant, — 
Nm. Then I know thee not: 
ne'er had honeſt man about me, al! 
kept were knaves, to ſerve in meat to villains. 
Fla. The Gods are witneſs, 
Ne'er did poor ſteward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you. 
N. What, daſt thay weep ?-came nearer, then ] 
love thee, 
Becauſe thou art a woman, and diſclaim'ft 
Flinty mankind ; whoſe eyes do never give 
But or through luſt, or laughter. Pity's ſleeping ; 
Strange times, that weep Sith laughing, not with 
weeping ! 
Fla. I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 
T accept my grief, and, whilſt this poor wealth laſts, 
'To entertain me as your Reward ill. 
Tim. Had I a ſteward 


placed to ane Speaker: But, as Mr. anlernen very juſtly ob- 
ſery'd to me, tis evident, the latter Words ought to be put 
zn the Mouth of the fr# Thief, who © Sh; and leav- 
ö 128 off his Trade. 1 
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do true, ſo juſt, and now fo comfortable? 

It almoſt turns my dangerous nature wild. 
Let me behold thy face: ſurely, this man 
Lee 
Forgive my gen exceptleſs raſhneſs, 
Perpetual, ſober Gods ! I do proclaim 
One honeſt man: miſtake me not, but one: 
No more, I pray; and he's a ſteward. 
How fain would I have hated all mankind, 
And thou redeem'ſt thy ſelf : but all, fave thee, 
| I fell with curſes. TA 1 
Methinks, thou art more honeſt now, than wiſe; 
For, by oppreſſing and betraying me, 
Thou might'ſt have ſooner got another ſervice: 
For many ſo arrive at ſecond maſters, 
Upon their firſt lord's neck. But tell me true, 
(For T muſt ever doubt, though ne'er ſo ſure) 
Is not thy kindneſs ſubtle, covetous, 
A uſuring kindneſs, as rich men deal gifts, 
Expecting in return twenty for one ? 8 
la. IA my moſt worthy maſter, (in whoſe breaſt 
Doubt and SuſpeR, alas, are plac'd too late) | 
You ſhould have fear'd falſe times, when you did feaft ; 
Saſpe& ſtill comes, where an eſtate is leaſt. 800 
7 That Which I ſhew, heav'n knows, is meerly love, 
| Duty, and Zeal, to your unmatched mind, + 
Care of your food and living: and, believe it, 
For any benefit that points to me 
Either in hope, or preſent, I'd exchange | 
For this one wiſh, that you had power and wealth 
, To requite me by making rich your ſelf. 
Tim. Look thee, tis ſo; thou ſingly honeſt man, 
Here, take; the Gods out of my miſery | 
. Have ſent thee treaſure. Go, live rich and happy : 
But thus condition'd ; Thou ſhalt build from men: 
Hate all, curſe all, ſhew charity to none ; 
FY But let the famiſht fleſh ſlide from the bone, 
put Ere thou relieve the beggar. Give to _ 
i What thou deny'ſt to men. Let priſons ſwallow 'em, 
Debts wither em; be men like blaſted woods, 
5 H 4 And 
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And may difeaſes lick up their falſe bloods ! 
And fo farewel, and thrive. 

Fla. O, let me ſtay, and comfort you, my Maſter, 

Tim, If thou hat'ſt curſes, | 
Stay not, but fly, whilſt thou art bleſt and free; 
Ne'er ſee thou man, and let me ne'er ſee thee. 

" WOE. [ Exennt ſeveral, 


Enter Poet and Painter. 


Pain. As J took note of the place, it can't be far where 
he abides. | 
Poet. What's to be thought of him? does the m. 
mour hold for true, that he's ſo full of gold? 
Pain. Certain. Alcibiades reports it: Phrynia and 
Timandra had gold of him : he Bre viſe enrich'd poor 
ſtragling ſoldiers with great quantity. Tis ſaid, he gave 
his ſteward a mighty ſum. | 
Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a tryal 
of his friends? | 
Pain: Nothing elſe : you ſhall ſee him a palm in Atben. 
"again, and flouriſh with the higheſt. Therefore, tis not 
amiſs, we tender our loves to him, in this ſuppos'd diſ- 
treſs of his: it will ſhew honeſtly in us, and is very 
likely to load our purpoſes with what they travel ſor, 
if it be a juſt and true report that goes of his Having. 
Poet. What have you now to preſent unto him ? 
Pain. Nothing at this time but my viſitation : only! 
will promiſe him an excellent piece. | 
Poet. I muſt ſerve him ſo too; tell him of an intent 
that's coming toward him. | 
Pain. Good as the beſt : Promiſing is the very air o'th' 
time; it opens the eyes of expectation. Performance is 
ever the duller for his act, and, but in the plainer and 
ſimpler kind of people, the deed is quite out of uſe. To 
romiſe, is moſt courtly, and faſhionable ; performance 
is a kind of will or teſtament, which argues a great ſick- 
neſs in his judgment that makes it, | 


Re-enter 


(23) 
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Re-enter Timon from his Cave, unſeen. 


Tim. Excellent workman ! thou canſt not paint a man 
ſo bad as thy ſelf. | F. 
Poet. I am thinking, what I ſhall ſay IJ have provided 
for him: it "muſt be a perſonating of himſelf ; a fatyr 
| againſt the ſoftneſs of proſperity, with a diſcovery of the 
_ flatteries that follow youth and opulency. 

im. Muſt thou needs ſtand for a villain in thine own 
work? wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men? 
| do ſo, I have gold for thee. | 

Poet. Nay, let's ſeek him. | 
Then do we fin againſt our own eſtate, 
When we may Profit meet, and come too late. 
Pain. True: 
Poet. While the day ſerves, before black-corner'd 
night, (28) 
Find what thou want'ſt, by free and offer'd light. 
Come. 
Tim, I'll meet you at the turn - 
What a God's gold, that he is worſhipped 
In baſer temples, than where Swine do feed ! 
'Tis thou that rigg'ſt the bark, and plow'ſt the Wave, (29) 
dettleſt admired rev'rence in a ſlave ; 
To thee be Worſhip, and thy ſaints for aye 
be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 
'Tis fit I meet them. | 
Poet. Hail ! worthy Timon. 
Pain. Our late noble maſter. 
Tim. Have I once liv'd to ſee two honeſt men? 


(:3) While the day ſerves, &c.] This Couplet in all the 
Editions is placed to the Painter, but, as it is in Rhyme, and 

Sequel of the Sentiment begun by the Poet, I have made 
(0 Scruple to aſcribe it to him. | 
ſo (29) T. thou that rigg'/t the Barks and plow'ft the Foam, 
ce ale admired Rev rence in 4 Slave;] As both the Coupler 
k- breeding, and following this, are in Rhyme, I am very apt 
o ſulpect, the Rhyme is diſmounted here by an accidental 
Corruption; and therefore have ventur'd to replace Wave in 

a Room of Foam. 
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Poet. Sir, having oſten of your bounty taſted 


Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fal'n off, 
Whoſe thankleſs natures, (oh abhorred ſpirits ! ) 
Not all the whips of heav*n are large enough 
What! to you! 1 
Whoſe ſtar- like nobleneſs gave life and influence 
To their whole being ! I am rapt, and cannot 
Cover the monſtrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any ſize of words. ; 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may ſee't the better: (z 
You that are honeſt, by being what you are, 
Make them beſt ſeen and known. 

Pain. He, and my ſelf. | 
Have travell'd in the great ſhower of your gifts, 
And ſweetly felt it. | 

Tim, Ay, you're honeft men. | 

Pain. We're hither come to offer you our ſervice, 

Tim. Moſt honeſt men ! why, how ſhall J requite you! 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 

Bath. What we can do, we'll do, to do you ſervice, 

Tim. OO men; you've heard, that I hape 

od; 
I'm fore, you have; ſpeak truth, y' are honeſt men. 
Pain. So it is ſaid, my noble lord, but therefore 
Came not my friend, nor I. 
| Tim. Good honeſt man; thou draw'ſt a counterfeit 
Beft in all Athens; thou'rt, indeed, the beſt ; 
Thou counterfeit'ſt moſt lively. 


(30) Let it go, naked Men may ſee't the better ;] Thus ha 
this Paſſage been ſtupidly pointed thro? all the Editions, 38 if 
naked Men could ſee better than Men in their Cloaths, | 
think verily, if there were any Room to credit the Exper: 
ment, ſuch Editors ought to go naked for the Improvement 
of their Eye-ſights, But, perhaps, they have as little Faith a 
Judgement in their own Readings. The Poet, in the preced- 
ing Speech haranguing on the Ingratitude of Timor's falſe- 
Friends, ſays, he cannat cover the Monſt touſneſs of it with 
any Size of Words; to which Timon, as I have reQtified the 
Pointing, very aptly replies; - 

Let it ge naked —— Men may ſees the beiter. Pe 

| * 4¹¹. 


Truong ATatns 179 


Pain. So, ſa, my lord. f I a 
Fin. Een ſo, Sir, as I fay — And for thy fiction, 
Why, thy verſe ſwells with ſtuff fo fine and ſmooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art. 

But for all this, my honeſt-natur'd friends, 

I muſt needs ſay, you have a little fault ; 
Marry, not monſtrous in you; neither wiſh I, 
You take much pains to mend, 

Both. Beſeech your Honour 
To make it known to us. | 
Tim. You'll take it ill. | 
Both. Moſt thankfully, my lord. 

Tim. Will you, indeed ? 7 
Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. ö 
Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but truſts a knave, 
That mightily deceives you. 5 i 

Both. Do we, my lord? | = 

Tim, Ay, and you hear him cogg, ſee him diſſemble, 
Know his groſs Patchery, love him, and feed him; 
Keep in your boſom, yet remain aſſur'd, 

That he's a made-up villain. 8 

Pain. I know none ſuch, my lord. 

Peet. Nor I. 

Tim, Look you, I love you well, Fll give you gold, 
Rid me theſe villains from your companies ; 

Hang them, or ſtab them, drown them in a draught, 
Contound them by ſome courſe, and come to me, 
Ill give you gold enough. | 
Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them. 
ſim. You that way, and you this; — but two in 
company : — 
lach man apart, all ſingle and alone, 
Tet an arch villain keeps him company, 
where thou art, two villains ſhall not be, | 
| : [To the Painter, 
(ome not near him. — If thou wouldſt not reſide 
= Io the Poet. 
bit where one villain is, then him abandon. 
Hence, pack, there's gold; ye came for gold, ye ſlaves z 
du have work for me; there's your payment, ** 59 


, 
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You are an Alchymift, make gold of that: 
Out, raſcal dogs [Beating, and driving en ou 


Enter Flavius and * Senators. 


Fla. It is in vain that you would ſpeak with Tim: 
For he is ſet ſo only to himſelf, 
That nothing but himſelf, which looks like an, 


| WY 


? Is friendly with him. 
Sen. Bring us to his Cave. f 
It is our part and promiſe to-th' Atbenians 
To ſpeak with Timon. 


2 Sen. At all times alike 
Men are not ſtill the ſame ; twas time and priefs 
That fram'd him thus. Time, with his fairer hand 

Offering the fortunes of his former days, 

The former man may make him; bring us to him, 
And chance it as it may. 

Fla. Here is his Cave: 
Peace and Content be here, lord Timon ! Timon 
Look out, and ſpeak to friends, th* Athenians 
By two of their moſt rev rend ſenate greet thee 3 
_ to them, noble Timon. 


Enter Timon out of his Cave. 


** Thou Sun, that comfort'ſt, burn | ———— 
peak, and be * An 
—— each true word a dans, and each falſe 
Be cauterizing to the root o'th* tongue, 
Conſuming it with ſpeaking! 
I Sex. Worthy Timon, 
Tim. — Of none but ſuch as you, and you of Timer. 
2 Sen. The ſenators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim. A rags them. And would ſend them back the 
ague, | 
Could 1 catch it for them. 
' 1 Sox, O, forget 
What we are ſorry for our ſelves, in thee : 
The Senators, with one conſent of love, 
Intreat thee back to Athens; who have thought 
On * dignities, which vacant lie 
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For thy beſt uſe and wearing. 
11 2 den. They conſeſss e 
; Tow'rd thee forgetfulneſs, too general, groſs ; 
Which now the publick body, (which doth ſeldom 
„: Play the recanter) feeling in it ſelf | 
A lack of Timon's aid, hath fenſe withal 
Of its own Fall, reſtraining aid to Timon; 
And ſends forth us to make their ſorrowed Tender, 
Together with a recompence more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
Ay, ev'n ſuch heaps and ſums of love AY wealth, 
As ſhall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs ;, 
And write in thee the figares of their love, 
| Ever to read them thine. | 
Tim. You witch me in it, | 
Surprize me to the very brink of tears : HUH 
Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes, 4 
And I'll beweep theſe comforts, worthy ſenators. , 
1 Sen, Therefore ſo pleaſe thee to return with us, | 
And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take $ 
The Captainſhip : thou ſhalt be met with thanks, 1 
Allow'd with abſolute power, and thy good name 1 
Live with authority : ſoon we. ſhall drive back 
Of Alcibiades th' approaches wild, 
— Who, like a boar teo ſavage, doth root up 
His country's peace. 
2 Sen. And ſhakes his threatning ſword 
Againſt the walls of Athens. 
1 Sen. Therefore, Timon | 
Tim. Well, Sir, I will; therefore I will, Sir; thus 
100, If Alcibiades kill my countrymen, | : 
Let Alcibiades know this of Timon, 
k the That Timon cares not. If he ſack fair Athens, i 
And take our goodly aged men by th' beards, # 
Giving our holy virgins to the ſtain | 
Of contumelious, beaſtly, mad-brain'd war; | 
Then let him know, — and tell him, Timon ſpeaks it ; 1 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, TY 
I cannot chuſe but tell him, that I care not. TH 
And let him take't at worſt ; for their knives care 555 =: 


<4 won ld 


% oat, rm eva gon Ce 25 — — 


Fe 


182 TlM OY FT ATRHE NV. 
While you have throats to anſwer. For my ſelf, 
There's not a whittle in th' unruly camp, 

But I do prize it at my love, before 

The reverend*ft throat in Athens. So I leave you 
To the protection of the-proſp'rous Gods, 

As thieves to keepers. 

Fla, Stay not, all's in vain. 

” Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 

It will be ſeen to morrow. My long ſickneſs 
Of health and living now begins to mend. 

And nothing brings me all things. Go, live till ; 

Be Alcibiades your plague ; you his; | 
And laſt ſo long enough! 

1 Sen. We ſpeak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my Country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck, 

As common Bruite doth put it. 

1 Sen. That's well ſpoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen. 

1 Sen, Theſe words become your lips, as they paſs 

thro' them. 

2 Sen. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers 
In their applauding gates. 
Tin. Commend me to them, | 

And tell them, that to eaſe them of their griefs, 

Their fears of hoſtile ſtrokes, their aches, loſſes, 
Their pangs of love, with other incident Throes, 
That nature's fragile veſſel doth ſuſtain 
In life's uncertain voyage, I will do 

Some kindneſs to them, teach them to prevent 

Wild Alcibiages wrath. 

2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again. 

Tim. I have a Tree, which grows here in my Cloſe, 
That mine own ufe invites me to cut down, 

And ſhortly muſt I fell it. Tell my friends, 

Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree, 

From high to low throughout, that whoſo pleaſe 
To ſtop affliction, let him take his Haſte; 

Come hither, ere my Tree hath felt the ax, 


And hang himſelf — I pray you, do my Greeting. 
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Fla. Vex bim no further, thus you fill ſhall find him. 
Tim. Come not to me again, but ſay to Athens, 

ſimon hath made his everlaſting manſion — 

Upon the beached verge of the {alt flood; 

Which once a-day with his emboſſed froth 

The turbulent ſurge ſhall cover: Thither come, 

And let my grave-ſtone be your oracle. 

Lips, let ſour words go by, and language end: 

What is amiſs, plague and infection menddd 

Graves only be men's works, and death their gain! 

Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his Reign. 

1 | [Exit Timon. 
1 Sen. His diſcontents are unremoveably coupled to 
his nature. hy 
2 Sen, Our hope in him is dead ; let us return, 
And ſtrain what other means is left unto us 
In our dear peril. | 
1 Sex, It requires ſwift foot. _ [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Walls of Athens. 


Enter two other Senators, with a Meſſenger. 


1 Ser. FN HOU haſt painfully diſcover'd; are his files 
As full as thy report ? | 
Me. 1 have ſpoke the leaſt. 
Befides, his expedition promiſes 


Preſent Approach. | | 
2 Sen, We ſtand much hazard, if they bring not 
Timon. 


i Me/. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend; 
Who, though in general part we were oppos' d, 

Yet our old love made a particular force, | 

And made us ſpeak like friends. This man was riding 

From Alcibiades to Timon's Cave, | 

With letters of intreaty, which imported 

His fellowſhip i'th* Cauſe againſt your City, 

In part for his ſake mov'd, 


Enter 
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| Enter the other Senators. 


r Sen. Here come our Brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expedt.— 
The enemies Drum is heard, and fearful Scouring 
Doth choak the air with duſt. In, and prepare; 
Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the fnare. Exe 


Enter a Soldier in the woods, ſeeking Timon, 


Sol. By all Deſcription this ſhould be the place. 
Who's here? ſpeak, ho. No anſwer ?——< 
What is this? 
Dimon is dead, who hath out · ſtretch'd his ſpan; 
Some beaſt rear'd this; here does not live a man. (zi) 
Dead, ſure, and this his grave; what's on this tomb? 


* 


J cannot read; the character I'll take with wax; 2 
Our Captain hath in every figure skill, Trat 
An ag'd interpreter, tho' young in days: By | 
Before proud Athens he's ſet down by this, Ss MC 
Who's Fall the mark of his ambition is. [ Exit, The 
N I 
SCENE, before the Walls of Athens. oY 

. 2 | 00 
Trumpets ſound. Enter Alcibiades with his Powers, * 

| . be or 
Ac. C OUND to this coward and laſcivious town 2 


Our terrible Approach. Wh 
[Sound a parley. The Senators appear upon the walls, WM Sha 
*Till now you have gone on, and fill'd the time 
With all licentious meaſure, making your wills 
The ſcope of juſtice. Till now my ſelf, and ſuch ' 


(31) Some beaſt read this: here does not live a Man.] Some 
Beaſt read what? The Soldier had yer only ſeen the rude Pile 
of Earth heap'd up for Timon's Grave, and not the Inſcriptin 
upon it. My Friend Mr. Warbwrion ingeniouſly advis'd me to 
amend the Text, as I have done. The Soldier, ſeeking by Ot- 
der for Timon, ſecs ſuch an irregular Mole, as he concludes muſt 
have been the Workmanthip of ſome Beaſt inhabiting the 
Woods; and ſuch a Cavity, as either muſt have been ſo ovet- 
arch'd, or happen'd by the caſual Falling in of the — 
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As ſlept within the ſhadow of your Power, 
Have wander'd with our traverſt arms, and breath -. 
Our ſufferance vainly. Now the time is fluſh, 
When crouching marrow in the bearer ſtrong 
Cries, of itſelf, mo more: now breathleſs wrong 
Shall fit and pant, in your _ Chairs of eaſe, ; 
And purſy Inſolence ſhall break his wind 
With fear and horrid flight. 
Sen. Noble and young, 
When thy firſt griefs were but a meer condeit, 
Ere thou hadſt power, or we had cauſe to fear; 
We ſent. to thee, to give thy rages balm, 
To wipe out our ingratitude, with loves 
Above their ny 
2 Sen, Sodid we woo (32) 
Transformed Timor to our city's love 
By humble meſſage, and by promis'd *mends : 
We were not all unkind, nor all deſerve 
The comman ſtroke of war. | 
1 Sex. Theſe walls of ours | | 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv'd your griefs: nor are they ſuch, 
That theſe great tow'rs, trophies, and ſchools ſhould fall 
For private faults in them. 8 
2 Sen. Nor are they living, 
Who were the motives that you firſt went out: 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in exceſs (33) 


(32) So did we woe 

Tran formed Timon to our City's Love 

By bumble Meſſage, and by promis d means:] Promis'd Means 
muſt import a Supply of Subſtance, the recruiting his ſunk For- 
tunes; but that is not all, in my Mind, that the Poet would 
im at. The Senate had wooed him with humble Meſſage, 
und Promiſe: of general Reparation for their Injuries and In- 
gratitude. This ſeems included in the flight Change which L 
have made and by promis'd *mends: and this Word, apeſ- 
trophe*d, or otherwiſe, is uſed in common with Amends, 


' (33) Shame, that they wanted Cunning in Exceſs, 


Hath broke their Hearts.) i. e. in other Terms, Shame, — 
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Hach broke their hearts. March on, ch, noble lord, 


Into our city with thy banners ſpread z Del 
By din ante Hhlied Jed, bo 
| if thy revenges hunger for that food * 
Which nature loaths, take thou the deſtin'd tenth : - 
And by the hazard of the ſpotted die, 1 
Let die the ſpotted. ft 77 
1 Sen. All have not offended: 7.4 l 


For thoſe that were, it is not ſquare to take at 
On thoſe that are, revenge: Crimes, like to lands, WW” 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 


Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage ; a 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thoſe kin, 
Which in the bluſter of thy wrath muſt fall 1 
With thoſe that have offended ; like a ſhepherd, Se 
Approach the fold, and cull th' infeQed forth; * 
But kill not all together. = . 
2 Sen. What thou wilt, BE Cs : 
Thou rather ſhalt enforce it with thy ſmile, | Inte 
Than hew to't with thy ſword. 
I Sex. Set but thy fo a4} - 
Againſt our rampir'd gates, and they ſhall ope: H 
So thou wilt ſend thy gentle heart before, = 
To fay, thow'lt enter — 35 | H 
2 Sen. Throw thy glove, | 7 
Or any token of thine Honour elſe, | The 
'That thau wilt uſe the wars as thy redreſs, Tho 
And not as our confuſion: all thy Powers * 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we Frox 
Have ſeal'd thy full defire. | 
Alc, Then there's my glove; | as 
they were not the cunning'ſt Men alive, hath been the Cui 7: 
of their Death. For Cunning in Exceſs muſt mean this of 1088 0» 
thing. O brave Editors! They had heard it ſaid, that toy 1. 
much Wit in ſome Cafes might be dangerous, and why not ad te 
abſolute Want of it? But had they the Skill or Courage to 1 5182 
move one perplexing Comme, the eaſy and genuine Senſe would i t] 
immediately atiſe. Shame in Exceſs (i. e. Extremity 0 forgi 


% Shame) that they wanted Cunning (i. e. that they wele 10 
_ « wife enough not to baniſh'you;) hath broke their Hearts. 
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Thoſe enemies of Timon's, and mine own, 
Whom you your ſelves ſhall ſet out for reproof, 
Fall, and no more; and to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, not a man 
Shall paſs his quarter, or offend the ſtream 
Of regular juſtice in your city's bounds ; 
But ſhall be remedied by publick laws 
At heavieſt anſwer. | 

Both. Tis moſt nobly ſpoken. 

Alc. Deſcend, and keep your words. 


Enter a Soldier. 


Sold. My noble General, Timor is dead; 
Entomb'd upon the very hem o'th* ſeas 
And on the grave-ftone this Inſculpture, which 
With wax I brought away; whole ſoft impreſſion 
Interpreteth for my poor ignorance. | 


[ Alcibiades reads the epitaph.] : 


Here lies a wretched coarſe, of wretched ſoul bereft > 
Seek not my name: @ plague conſume you caitiffs left! 
Here 55 J Timon, «who all living men did hate, 

Paſs by, and curſe thy fill, but flay not here thy gaite. 


Theſe well expreſs in thee thy latter ſpirits: 
Tho' thou abhor'dſt in us our human griefs, 
Scorn*dſt our brains“ flow, and thoſe our droplets, which 
from niggard nature fall; yet rich conceit (34) | 

(14) ——_—t ri Cc 

Taught thee to make vaſt Neptune weep for axe 

On thy low Grave, en faults forgiven, Dead 

1s noble Timon, of whoſe Memory 

Hereafter more.] All the Editors, in their Learning and 
ugacity, have ſuffer d an unaccountable Abſurdity to paſs them 
u this Paſſage. Why was Neptune to weep on Timen's Faults 
forgiven? Or, indeed, what Faults had Timon committed, ex- 
tt againſt his own Fortune and happy Situation in Life? But 
WE Corruption of the Text lies only in the bad Pointing, which 

L 
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Taught thee to make vaſt Neptune weep for aye 

On thy low grave. On: faults forgiven. Dead 

Is noble Timon, of whoſe memory | | 

Hereafter more Bring me into your City, 

And I will uſe the Olive with my Sword ; 

Make ben rage make Peace ſtint War; make 
each - | | 


Preſcribe to other, as each other's Leach. | 
Let our drums ſtrike, =— | [Ext 


| ? | 

1 have diſengag'd, and refter'd to the true Meaning. At; 
ades's whole Speech, as the Editors might have obſerv'd, isin 
Breaks, betwixt his Reflexions on Timen's Death, and his Ad 
dreſſes to the Athenian Senators: and as ſoon as he has con 
mented on the Place of Timen's Grave, he bids the Senate {4 
forward; tells em, he has forgiven their Faults z and promise 
to uſe them with Mercy, 5 
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Dramatis erſonæ 


wards declar d E 50 
Baſſianus, Brother to Saturninus, in Love with Lavinia. 
—_ — a Noble Roman, General againf th 
oths, 
Marcus Andronicus, Tri une of the People, and Brother 


to Titus. 
Marcus, 
— 5 Sons to Titus Andronicus. 
Mutius, ) « 


Young Lucius, a Boy, Son ta Lucius. 

Publius, Son to Marcus the Tribune, and Nephew i. 
Titus Andronicus. 

Sempronius. 

Alarbus, 

Chiron, Sons to Tamora. 

Demetrius, | 

Aaron, a Moor, belowv'd by Tamora. 

Captain, from Titus's Camp. 

| Emilius, a Meſſenger. 

Goths, and Romans. 

Clown. 


Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afterward, married 
_ to Saturninus. 

Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 

Ne with a Black-a-moor Child. 


8 aher, Fudges, Officers, Soldi ers, a ot Attendants. 
SCENE, Rome; and the Country near it, 
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a — 


ACT 


$C E N E, before the Capitol in ROME. 


Enter the Tri bunes and Senators aloft, as in the Senate. 
Enter Saturninus and his followers, at one door ; and 
Baſſianus and his followers, at the other, with Drum 
and Colours. | 


SATURNINU $. 


SJ OBLE Patricians, Patrons of my Right, 
2nq<-pe Defend the juſtice of my Cauſe with arms: 
8 And Countrymen, my loving followers, 
N Plead my ſucceſſive title with your ſwords. 
TIN Pe I am the firſt· born Son of him, that laſt 
AWB Wore the imperial Diadem of Nome: 
| Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity, 
Baſ. Romans, friends, foll'wers, favourers of my Right, 
f ever Baſſianus, Ceſar's ſon, - 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 
Kee — this paſſage to the Capitol; 
And ſuffer not diſhonour to approach 
Th' imperial Seat, to virtue conſecrate, 


N 15 
A f PEN 8 


lo jaſtice, continence, and nobility : 
: ut let Deſert in pure election ſhine 3 4 
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And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. A. 
Enter Marcus Andronicus 24%, with the Crown, P 

Mar. Princes, that ſtrive by factions, and by friend 

Ambitiouſly for Rule and Empery! Tt 

Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ſtand Ar 

A ſpecial party, have by common voice, Ce 

In election for the Roman Empery, _ Ri 

Choſen Andronicus, ſur- named Pius, © As 

For many good and great deſerts to Rome. 0 

A nobler man, a braver warrior, F 34 

Lives not this day within our city-walls. 

He by the Senate is accited home, 

From weary wars againſt the barb'rous Goths ; 

'That with his ſons (a terror to our foes) 

Hath yoak'd a nation ſtrong, train'd up in arms. Pa 
Ten years are ſpent, ſince firſt he undertook Su 

'This Cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with arms W 

Oar enemies pride. Five times he hath return'd Fr 

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſons A 

In coffins from the field. 

And now at laſt, laden with Honour's Spoils, So 


Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flouriſhing in arms. 
Let us intreat, by honour of his Name, 
Whom (worthily) you would have now ſucceed, 
And in the Capitol and Senate's Right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore, 5 
That you withdraw you, and abate your ſtrength; 
Diſmiſs your followers, and, as ſuitors ſhould, 
Plead your deſerts in peace and humbleneſs. 
Sat. How fair the Tribune ſpeaks, to calm my 

thoughts! | 

Baſ. Marcus Andronicus, ſq I do affie 
In thy uprightneſs and integrity, 
And fo I love and honour thee and thine ; 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his ſons, 
And her, to whom our thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lawinia, Rome's rich Ornament ; 


That I will here diſmiſs my loving friends And 
| N 


And 


-F 
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And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, | 
Commit my Capf e in ballance to be weigh'd. 

[ Exeunt Soldiers. 

Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my Right, 
I thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all; ; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit my ſelf, my perſon and the Cauſe : 

Rome, be as juſt and cious unto me, 
As Jam confident and kind to thee. 
the gates, and let me in. 

Baſ. Tribunes, and Me, a poor Competitor. | 
[ They go up into * Senate-houſe, 


Enter a Captain, 


Cap. Romans, make way: the good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's beſt champion, 
Succeſsful in the battels that he fights, 

With honour and with fortune is return'd, 
From whence he circumſcribed with his ſword, 
And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome. 


Sound Drums and Trumpets, and then enter Mutius and 
Marcus: after them, two men bearing a coffin cover d 
evith black; then Quintus and Lucius. After them, 
Titus Andronicus ; and then Tamora, the Queen of 
Goths, Alarbus, Chitow: and Demetrius, with Aa- 
ron the Moor, priſoners ; ſoldiers, and other atten- 
dants, They ſet ins the coffin, and Titus ſpeaks. 


Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in my mourning weeds! (i) 
Lo, as the Bark, that hath diſcharg'd her gs; 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at firſt ſhe weigh'd her anchorage ; ; 


(1) Hail, Rome, viftorious in thy mourning Weeds 1] Mr. War- 
burton and I concurr'd to ſuſpect that the Poet vrote; 
— n my mournine Weeds, 
i. e. Titus would ſay; Thou, Rome, art victorious, tho? 1. am 
* a Mourner for thoſe Sons which iI have loſt in obtaining 
that Victory.“ 


Vo I. VI. I Cometh 
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Cometh Andronicus with laurel houghs, 

To re- ſalute his Country with his tears; | 

Tears af true joy for his Return to Rome. 

Thau great Deſender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend ! 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant ſons, _ 
Half of the number that King Priam had, 

| Behold the poor Remains, alive and dead! 
'Theſe, that ſurvive, let Rome reward with love ; 
Theſe, that I bring unto their lateſt home, 

With burial among their Anceſtors, | 
Here Geths have given me leave to ſheath my ſword : 
Titus, unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 
Why ſuffer' ſt thou thy Sons, unburied yet, 

To hover on the dreadful ſhore of Styx ? 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. 


[ They open the Tomb, 


There greet in ſilence, as the dead are wont, 
And ſleep in peace, ſlain in your country's wars: 
O ſacred receptacle of my joys, | 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 
How many ſons of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more ? 
Luc. Give us the proudeſt priſoner of the Gaths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile, 
Ad manes Fratrum ſacrifice his fleſh, 
Before this earthly priſon of their bones: 
That ſo the ſhadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigies on earth. 
Tit. I give him you, the nobleſt that ſurvives: 
The eldeſt ſon of this diſtreſſed Queen. 
Tam. Stay, Roman brethren, gracious Conqueror, 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I ſhed, 
A mother's tears in paſſion for her ſon: 
And, if thy ſons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my ſons to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, (2) 


; (2) Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, | 
To beautify thy Triumphs, and return | 


To 


Captive 
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o beautify thy Triumphs and Return, 
Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoak? 
But muſt my ſons be flaughter'd in the fireets, 
For valiant doings in their eountry”s cauſe ? 
O! if to fight for King and Common-weal 
Were Piety in thine, it is in theſe : 
Andronicus, ſtain not thy tomb with blood. 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods! 
Draw near them then im being rev ; x 
Sweet Mercy is Nobility's true rept 196) 
Thrice-noble Titus, found my firft-born fon. 
Tit, Patient your elf, Made, _ pardon me. 
Theſe are their brethren, whom you Gere behold = 
Alive and dead, and for their brethren ſlam 
Religiouſly they ask a Sacrifice ; 
To this your ſon is markt, and die he muſt, 
1b. Tappeaſe their groaning ſhadows that are gone. 
Luc. Away with him, and make a fire ſtraight. 
And with our ſwords, upon a pile of wood, 
Let's hew his limbs, *cill * be clean confum · d. 


[Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius 
with Alarbus. 


Tam. O cruel, irreligious, piety ! _ 
Chi. Was ever Scythia bel o ſo barbarous ? 
Dem. Oppoſe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus, go to reſt !: and we ſurvive 
To tremble under Titus threatning looks. | 
Then, Madam, ftand reſolv'd; but hope withal, 


Captive to thee and to thy Roman Toak ?] It is evident, as this 
Paſſage has hitherto been pointed, none of the Edicors under- 
ſtood the true Meaning. If Tamora and her Family return 
captive to Rome, they muſt have been before Priſoners of War 
to the Romans: and that is more than whar is hinted, or ſup- 
pos'd, any where in the Play. But the Truth is, return is not 
2 Verb but a Subſtantive; and 1elates to Titus and not to Ta- 
nora: The Regulation I have given the Text, I dare mee 
ieſtores the Author's Intention, | 
"To beautify thy Triumphs and Return. 


Tn The 
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The ſelf-ſame Gods, that arm'd the Queen of Troy (4) 
With opportunity of ſharp revenge. © 
Upon the Thracian tyrant in her Tent, | 

May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths, 

(When Gothe were Goths, and Tamore was Queen) 

To quit her bloody wrongs upon her foes. 


Enter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius. 


Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform'd 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus limbs are lopt ; 
And intrails feed the ſacrificing fire; 
Whoſeſmoke, like incenſe, doth perfume the sky. 
Remaineth nought but to inter our brethren, 
And with loud larums welcome them to Rome. 


ny ng PP TT LE 


— 


Tit. Let it be ſo, and let Andronicus 
Make this his lateſt farewel to their ſouls. 1 
[Then found trumpets, and lay the coffins in the tomb, E 
In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons, 1 
Rome's readieſt champions, repoſe you here, / 
Secure from worldly chances and miſhaps : q 
Here lurks no treaſon, here no envy {wells ; \ 
Here grow no damned grudges, here no ſtorms, 8 
No noiſe: but ſilence and eternal ſleep :: 1 
In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons ! / 
Enter Lavinia. 
Lav. In peace and honour live lord T:tzs long, / 
My noble lord and father, live in fame! | 
Lo! at this tomb my tributary tears f 
(3) The ſelf-ſame Gods, that arm'd the Queen of Troy ; 
With opportunity of ſharp revenge 58 n 
| * Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tent, & c.] I read, againſt / 
the Authority of all the Copies, in her Tent ; i. e. in the 
Teat where ſhe and the other Trejan Captive Women were 
kept: for thither Hecuba by a Wile had decoy'd Polymneſtor, 
in order to perpetrate her Revenge. This we may learn from 
EunieiDets's Hecuba; the only Author, that 1 can at pre- 
ſent remember, from whom our Writer muſt have glean d this 
Cucumftance. 
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T render, for my brethrensꝰ obſequies: 


And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy Return to Rome. 
O, bleſs me here with thy victorious hand, 


Whoſe fortune Rome's beſt citizens applaud. 


Tit. Kind Rome, that haſt thus lovingly reſerv'd 
The Cordial of mine age, to glad mine heart! 
Lavinia, live; out- live thy father's days, (4) 
In Fame's eternal Date for virtue's praiſe ! 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 


Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome ! - 


Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Mar.” And welcome, Nephews, from ſucceſsful wars, 
You that ſurvive, and you that ſleep in fame: 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country's ſervice drew your ſwords. 
But ſafer triumph is this funeral pomp, 
That hath aſpir'd to Selon's happineſs ; 
And triumphs over chance, in Honour's bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whoſe friend in juſtice thou haſt ever been, 
Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truſt, 
This Palliament of white and ſpotleſs hue; 
And name thee in election for the Empire, 
With theſe our late-deceaſed Emperor's ſons : 
Be Candidatus then, and put it on; | 
And help to ſet a head an headleſs Rome. 
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his, that ſhakes for age and feebleneſs: 
What! ſhould I don this robe, and trouble you ? 
Be choſe with Proclamations to day, | 
To morrow yield up Rule, refign my life, 
And ſet abroach new buſineſs for you all? 


(4) Lavinia, live; out-live thy Father's days * 

And Fame eternal date for Virtues praiſe! } Were the Text 
to be admitted genuine, nothing could be ſo abſurd as for 
Titus to wiſh, his Daughter might out- live the eternal Date of 
Fame. I have, by the Change of a ſingle Monoſyllable, re- 
Ror'd the Paſſage to a ſenſible and kind Wiſh, 1 
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- Rome, I have been thy ſoldier forty years, 

And led wy . ſtrength ſucceſsfully ; 
And buried one and twenty valiant ſans, - _ 
Knighted in field, ſlain manfully in arms, 
In Right and Service of their noble Country. 
Give me a ſtaff of honour for mine age, 
But not a ſceptre to controul the world. 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it laſt. 

Mar. Titus, thou fhalt obtain and ask the Empery, 


Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canſ thou tell 


Tit. Patience, Prince Saturuinys, — 
Sat. Romans, do me Right. 12 
Patricians, draw yaur ſwords, and ſheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's Emperor. 
Andronicus, would thou wert ſhipt to bell, 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc, Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the Good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee. 

Tit. Content thee, Prince; I will reſtore to thee 


The people's hearts, and wean them from themſelves. 


Baſ. Andronicus, 1 do not flatter thee, 
But honour thee, and wall do till I die: 
My faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy friends, 
I will moſt thankful be; and Thanks to men 
Of noble minds is honourable meed. 
Tt. People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here, 
J ask your voices, and your ſuffrages; 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? 
Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus 
And gratulate his ſafe Return to Nome, 
'The people will accept whom he admits. 
Tit. Tribunes, I t you, and this ſuit I make, 
That you create your Emperor's eldeſt ſon, 
Lord Saturnine; whoſe virtues will, I hope, 
Refle& on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth, 
And ripen juſtice in this Common-weal. - 
Then if you will ele& by my advice, 
Crown him, and ſay, - Long live our Emperor 
Mar. With voices and applauſe of every ſort, 
Patricians and Plebeians, we create | 


Lord 


rd 
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Lord Saturninus, Rome's great Emperor; 
And ſay,.— Long live our Emperor Saturnine ! 
[4 hong flouriſh, till they come down, 
Sat. Titns Andronicus, for thy favours done ; 


To us in our Election this day, 


| give thee thanks in part of thy deſerts, 5 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleneſs ; 

And for an onſet, Titus, to advance 

Thy name, and honourable family, 


Lavinia will I make my Empereſs, 


Rome's royal Miſtreſs, Miftreſs of my heart, 
And in the ſacred Pantheon her eſpouſe : 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleaſe thee ? 


Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and, in this match, 


] hold me highly honour'd of your Grace: ” 
And here in fight of Nome, to Saturninus, 
King and Commander of our Common-weal, 
The wide world's Emperor, do I conſecrate 
My ſword, my chariot, and my priſoners ; 
Preſents well worthy Rome's imperial lord. 
Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe, 
Mine Honour's Enſigns humbled at thy feet. 
Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life ! 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome ſhall record ; and when I do forget 
The leaſt of theſe unf le deſerts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 
Tit. Now, Madam, are you priſoner to an Emperor ; 
To him, that for your honour and your ſtate | 
Will uſe you nobly, and your followers. 
Sat. A goodly lady, truit me, of the hue 
[To Tamora. 
That I would chuſe, were I to chuſe anew : 
Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Tho' chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer, 
Thou com'ſ not to be made a ſcorn in Rome: 
Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way. 
Reſt on my word, and let not diſcontent 


Daunt all your hopes: Madam, who comforts you, 


Can make you greater * the Queen of Goss. 


4 Lavinia, 
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Lavinia, you are not diſpleas'd with this? 
Law. Not I, my lord; ſith true nobility 
Warrants theſe words in princely courteſie. 
Sat. Thanks, ſweet Lawinia; Romans, let us go. 
Ranſomleſs here we ſet our priſoners free; 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 
Baſ. Lord. Titus, by your Leave, this Maid is mine. 
| Log Lavinia, 
Tit. How, Sir? are you in earneſt then, my lord? 
Baſ. Ay, noble Titus ; and reſolv'd withal, 
To do my ſelf this Reaſon and this Right. 
[The Emperor courts Tamora in dumb ſpeab. 
Mar. Suum cuigue is our Roman juſtice : 
This Prince in juſtice ſeizeth but his own. 
Luc. And that he will, and ſhall, if Lucius live. 
Tit. Traitors, avant! where is the Emperor's Guard ? 
Treaſon, my lord; Lavinia is ſurpriz'd. | 
Sat. Surpriz'd ! by whom? 
Baſ. By him, that juſtly may 
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away. 
5. [Exit Baſſianus evith Lavinia. 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my ſword Þll keep this door ſecure. 
Tit. Follow, my lord, and I'll ſoon bring her back. 
Mut. My lord, you paſs not here. 
Tit. What! villain-boy, 
Barr'ſt me my way in Rome? [ He kills him, 
Mut. Help, Lucius, help! 1 8 
| Luc. My lord, you are unjuſt, and more than ſo; ( 
N In wrongful quarrel you have ſlain your ſon. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any ſons of mine: 
| My ſons would never ſo diſhonour me. 


; Traitor, reſtore Lavinia to the Emperor. 

' Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his wife, 
| That is another's lawful promis'd love. | 

Sat. No, Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not; 

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtock ; 

I'll truſt by leiſure him, that mocks me once: 

'Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty ſons, 

| Confederates all, thus to diſhonour me. 


— — 


Was 


a, 
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Was there none elſe in Rome to wake a Stale of, 

But Saturnine ? full well, Andronicus, 

Agree theſe deeds with that proud Brag of thine, 

That ſaid'ſt, I begg'd the Empire at thy hands. 

Tit. O monſtrous? what reproachful words are theſe ; 
Sat. But go thy ways: go give that changing piece 
To him that flouriſh'd * of. with his Ar F N | 
A valiant ſon-in-law thou ſhalt enjoy : 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs ſons, 


Jo ruffle in the Commonwealth of Rome. 


Tit. Theſe words are razors to my wounded heart; 

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Goths,, . 
That, like the ſtately Phzbe *mong her Nymphs, 
Doſt over-ſhine the gallant'ſt Dames of Rome; 
If thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden choice, 
Behold, I chuſe thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee Empereſs of Rome. 

Speak, Queen of Gothe, doſt thou applaud my choice? 
And here I ſwear by all the Roman Gods, 
(Sith prieſt and holy water are ſo near, 
And tapers burn ſo bright, and every thing 
In readineſs for Hymeneus ſtands,) 
I will not re-ſalute the ſtreets of Rome, 
Or climb my Palace, *till from forth this place 
| lead eſpous d my bride along with me. 

Tam. And here in ſight of heav'n to Rome I ſwear, 
If Saturnine advance the Queen of Gozhs, 


dhe will a handmaid be to his defires, 


A loving nurſe, a mother to his youth. 
Sat, Aſcend, fair Queen, Pantheon; lords, accompany 
Your noble Emperor, and his lovely bride, 
Sent by the heavens for Prince Satarnine ; 
Whoſe wiſdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There ſhall we conſummate our ſpouſal rites. [E xeunt, 


Manet Titus Andronicus. 


Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride. 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 


Diſhonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs ?- 
| 15 Zules 
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Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, and 


Mar. Oh, Titus, ſee, oh, fee, what thou haſt done! 
In a bad quarrel ſlain a virtuous. ſon, | 
Tit. No, fooliſh, Tribune, no: no ſon of mine, 
Nor thou, nor theſe confederates in the-deed, 
That hath diſhonouredall. our family; 
, Unworthy brother, and unworthy: ſons. 
Tuc. But let us give him burial, as becomes; 
Give Mut ius 7 with our bretheren. 
Tit. Fraitors, away! he reſts not in this tomb; 
This Monument five hundred years hath ſtood, 
Which I have ſumptuouſſy re- ediſied: 
Here none but ſoldiers, and: Name's Servitors, 
Repoſe in fame: none baſely ſlain in brawls. 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 
Mar. My lord, this is. impiety in you; 
My nephew Matius deeds, do plead. for him: 
He muſt be buried with his bretheren. 
| I [Titus's. ſors. /peak, 
Sons, And ſhall, or him we will accompany. 
Tit. And ſhall ? what villain was it ſpake that word? 
85 [Litus's ſon, ſpeaks. | 
Quin. He, that would vouch't in any place but here. 
. What, would yau- bury. him in Ny. deſpight ?. 
Mar. No, noble Titus; but intreat of thee | 
To pardon Mutius, and to.bury him. 

. Tit. Marcus, ev'n thou haſt ſtruck upon my. Creſt, 
And with theſe boys mine Honour thou haſt wounded, 
My foes I do repute you every, one, 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 
Luc. He is not himſelf, let us withdraw, 
Quin. Not I, *till Mutius bones be buried. | 
* [The brother and the ſons kneel, 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. N 
Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeak. 
Tit. k thou no more, if all the.reſt will ſpeed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my ** 
uc. 


| 


e! 
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Luc. Dear father, ſoul and ſubſtance of us all. 
Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 

His noble Nephew here in virtue's neſt, 

That died in honour, and Lavinia's cauſe. 

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. | 

The Greeks, Hs 3 advice, did bury 4jax, 

That ſlew himſelf ; and wiſe Laertes' ſon: 

Did graciouſly plead for his funerals. 

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 


Be barr'd his entrance here. 


Tit. Riſe, Marcus, riſe 
The diſmall'ſt day is this, that e' er I faw, 
To be diſhonour'd by my ſons in Rome: 
Well; bury him, and bury me the next. 
my [They put him in the tomb. 
Luc. 2 lie thy bones, ſweet MAutius, with thy 
iends, | 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb! 
| 33 Dey all kneel, and ſay; 
No man ſhed tears for noble Mutius ; 
He lives in fame; that died in virtue's cauſe. 
Mar. My lord; to ſtep out of theſe dreary dumps, 
How comes it, that the ſubtle Queen of Goths 
Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome? 
Tit, I know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is: 
If by device or no, the heav'ns can tell: 
Is ſhe not then beholden to the man, 
That brought her for this high good. Turn ſo far? 
Yes; and will nobly him remunerate. 


Fhuriſs., Re-enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron, and” 
Demetrius, 2vith Aaron the Moor, at one door. AF 
the other door, Baſſianus and Lavinia'wvith others. 


Sat. So, Baſſianus, you have plaid your prize; 
God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride. 

Baſ. And you of yours, my lord; I ſay no more, 
Nor wiſh no leſs, and ſo I take my leave. 

Sat, Traytor, if Rome have law, or we have 1 
19 * ou 


204 Tlrus AN DRO NIS. 
Thou and thy faction ſhall repent this Rape. 


Baſ. Rape call you it, my lord, to ſeize my own, 


My true-betrothed love, and now my wife ? 
But let the laws of Rome determine all; 
Mean while I am poſſeſt of that is mine. 
Sat. Tis good, Sir; you are very ſhort with us, 
But, if we live, well be as ſharp with you. 

Baſ. My lord, what I have done, as beſt I may, 

Anſwer I muſt, and ſhall do with my life; 
Only thus much I give your Grace to know, 
By all the duties which I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd; 

That in the reſcue of Lavinia, | 
With his own hand did ſlay his youngeſt ſon, 
In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath 
To be controul'd in that he frankly gave; 
Receive him then to favour, Saturnine ; 

That hath expreſt himſelf in all his deeds, 

A father and a friend to thee, and Rome. 

Tit. Prince Baſſianus, leave to plead my deeds. 
*Ts thou, and thoſe, that have diſhonour'd me: 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, 

How I have lov'd and honour'd Saturnixe. 

Tam, My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 

Were gracious in. thoſe princely eyes of thine, 
Then hear me ſpeak, indifferently, for all; 

And at my ſuit (ſweet) pardon what is paſt. 

Sat. What, Madam ! be Merci olds, 
And baſely put it up without reyenge ? 


Tam. Not ſo, my lord; the Gods of Rome fore- 


fend, 
I ſhould be author to diſhonour you! 
But, on mine honour dare I undertake 
For good lord Titus innocence in all ; 
Whoſe fury, not diſſembled, ſpeaks his griefs : 
Then, at my ſuit, look graciouſly on him, 
Loſe not fo noble a friend on vain Suppoſe, 


Nor with ſour looks afflict his gentle heart. 


My | 
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My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laſt, 
Diflemble all your griefs and diſcontents: 
You are but newly planted in your Throne; 
Leſt then the People and Patricians too, 
Upon a juſt ſurvey, take Titus part; 
And ſo ſupplant us for ingratitude, 
Which Rome reputes to be a heinous fin, 133 
Yield at intreats, and then let me alone; by [4/fat. 
I'll find a day to maſſacre them all, 
And raze their faction, and their family, 
The cruel father, and his traiterous ſons, | 
To whom I ſued for my dear ſon's life: L 
And make them know, what *tis to let a Queen 
Kneel in the ſtreets, and beg for grace in vain.— | | 
Come, come, ſweet Emperor, — come, Andronicys mo 
Take up this good old man, and chear the heart, 
That dies in tempeſt of thy angry frown. 

Sat. Riſe, Titus, riſe; my Empreſs hath prevaib'd. 

Tit. I thank your Majeſty, and her; my lord, 
Theſe words, theſe looks infuſe new life in me, 


That you will be more mild and tractable. 
And fear not, lords; and you, Lawinia, 
By my advice all-humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall ask pardon of his Majeſty. | | 
Luc. We do, and voy to heaven and to his Highneſs, 
That what we did was mildly, as we might, 
Tendring our ſiſter's honour and our own. 
Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteſt. 
Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more. 
Tam. Nay, nay, ſweet Emperor, we muit all be 
friends. | 
The Tribune and his Nephews kneel for grace, 1 
| Got 


28 
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I will not be denied ; ſweet heart, look back. 
Sat. Marcus, for thy ſake, and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's intreats, 4:3 
I do remit theſe young men's heinous faults. 
Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a friend; and ſure, as death, I ſwore, 
I would not part a batchelor from the prieſt. 
Come, if the Emperor's Court can feaſt two brides ; 
You are my gueſt, Lavinia, and your friends ; 
S *'This day ſhall be a love-day, Tamora. 
| Tit. To morrow an it pleaſe your Majeſty, 
To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me, 
With horn and hound, we'll give your Grace Bon-jour, 
Sat. Be it ſo, Titus, and gramercy too. [ Exeunt. 


S CEN E, before the Palace. 
Enter Aaron ale. 


AARON. 


\ T OV climbeth Tamora Olympus top, 
Safe out of fortune's ſhot; and fits aloft, 
Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning flaſh ; 

Advanc'd above pale envy's threatning reach. 

As when the golden ſun ſalutes the morn, 

And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, 

Gallops the Zodiack in his gliſtring coach, 

And over-looks the higheſt-peering hills: 

So Tamora | | 

| Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 

And virtue ſtoops and trembles at her frown. 

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 

| To mount aloft with thy imperial miſtreſs, 

And mount her pitch; whom thou in triumph long 


Haſt priſoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains; 


And 


—— 


E 
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Ind faſter bound to Aaron's charming eyes, 

p Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucaſus, | 
Away with laviſh weeds, and idle thoughts, 
Iwill be bright and ſhine in pearl and gold, 
To wait upon this new-made Empereſs. 
To wait, faid I ? to wanton with this Queen, 
This Goddeſs, this Semiramis; —— this Queen, 
This Syren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And ſee his ſhipwreck, and his common-weal's. 
Holla! what ſtorm is this? . 


Enter Chiron and Demetrius, braving. 


Dem, Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge 
And manners, to intrude where I am _— 1 
And may, for aught thou know ſt, be. | 
Chi. Demetrius, thou doſt ever-ween in all, 
And ſo in this, to bear me down with Brayes : 
'Tis not the difference of a year or two | 
Makes me leſs graciqus, or thee more fortunate 
| am. as. able, and as fit as thou, 
To ſerve, and: to deſerve my miſtreſs grace; 
And that my ſword: upon thee ſhall approve, 
And plead my paſſion for Lavinia's love. | 
Aar. Clubs, clubs! — theſe lovers will not keey 
the peace. CNL 5 
Dem. Why, boy, although our mother (unadvis'd) 
Gave you a dancing rapier by your ſide, 
Are you ſo deſp' rate grown to threat your friends? 
Go to; have your lath glued within your ſheath, 
Till you know better how to handle it. 
Chi, Mean while, Sir, with the little skill T have, 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much. I dare. 
Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye ſo brave? [They draw. 
Aar. Why, how now, lords? | | 
© near the Emperor's Palace dare you draw ? 
And maintain ſuch a Quarrel openly ?. - 
Full-well I wot the ground of all this grudge : 
I'would not for a million of gold, 
The Cauſe were known to them it moſt concerns. 
a Vor would your noble mother, for much more, 


Be 
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Be ſo diſhonour'd in the Court of Rom 1. | 


For ſhame, put up. —— Bot 

Chi. Not I, *till J have ſheath'd (5) 

My rapier in his boſom, and withal | 
Thruſt theſe reproachful ſpeeches down his throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour here. 

Dem. For that I am prepar'd and full reſolv'd, 
Foul-ſpoken coward ! thou thundreſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing dar'ſt perform. | 

Aar. Away, I fay. 5 EIGYON 2 
Now by the Gods, that warlike Gozhs adore, 
This petty Brabble will undo us al; 
Why, lords and think you not, how dangerous 
Tt is to jet upon a Prince's right ? | 
What is Lavinia then become fo looſe, 
Or Baſſianus ſo degenerate, | 
'That for her love ſuch quarrels may be broacht, 
Without controulment, juſtice, or revenge ? 
Young lords, beware — and ſhould the Empreſs know 
This diſcord's ground, the muſick would not pleaſe. 

Chi. I care not, I, knew ſne and all the world; 

I love Lavinia more than all the world. | 

Dem. Y oungling, learn thou to make ſome meaner 

choice; 
Lavinia is thy elder brother's hope. 
Aur. Why, are ye mad] or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be, 
And cannot brook competitors in love ? | 
I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 1 
By this Device. | 
Chi. Aaron, a thouſand deaths would I propoſe, 
To atchieve her whom I do love. 


(5) — Not 2, *till 1 have ſbeathbd 


* 

My Rapier in his boſom, ——] This Speech, which has tt 

: been all along given to Demetrius, as the next has been to tl 
Chiron, 1 have, by the Advice of Mr. Warburton, Tice verſa, h 

given to Chiron and Demetrius: for it is Demetrius, as it ap- tl 
pears from the Tenour of the Scene, who had thrown out fe- 5 

proachful Speeches on Chiron, h 


Aar. 
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Aar. To atchieve her — how? 
Dem. Why mak'ſt thou it ſo ſtrange ? 
Che is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
che is a woman, therefore may be won ; 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt be lov'd. | 
What, man! more Water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of; and eaſie it is 
Of a cut loaf to ſteal a ſhive, we know : 


Tho' Baſſianus be the Emperor's brother, L 
Fetter than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. oY 


Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. [ A/aide. 
Dem. Then why ſhould he deſpair, that knows to 
court it | Ls 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
What, haſt thou not full often ſtruck a doe, 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's noſe? 
Aar. Why then, it ſeems, ſome certain ſnatch or ſo 
Would ſerve your turns, | 
7 Chi. Ay, ſo the turn were ſerved. 
Dem. Aaron, thou haſt hit it. 
Aar. Would you had hit it too, 
| Then ſhould not we be tired with this ado : | 
er Why, hark ye, hark ye — and are you ſuch fools, (6) 
To ſquare for this? would it offend you then 
That both ſhould ſpeed | 
Chi. Faith, not me. 
Dem. Nor me, ſo I were one. 
Aar. For ſhame, be friends; and join for that you jar. 
'Tis policy and ſtratagem muſt do 


(6) — and are you ſuch Fools 

To ſquare for this? — Would it offend you then 

Chi. Faith, not me. 1 

Dem. Nor me, ſo I were one.] This is, Verbum ſat ſapienti, 
with a Vengeance. The two Brothers ſhew more Sagacity in 
this Paſſage, than they do throughout the Play beſides; for 
they make their Anſwer to Aaron, without ever ſtaying to 
hear him propound his Queſtion. But there is no Occaſion for 
this Spirit of Divination. The Supplement, which 1 have made, 
1s reftor'd from the Old arte, which Mr. Pepe pretends to 
have collated, 

| That 


az 
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That you affect; and ſo muſt you reſolve, | 
8 what you cannot, as you would, atchieve, 
You may rce accompliſh as you may. 
Take this TY —.— _ more chaſte 
Than this Lavinia, Bafſianus' love; © 
A ſpeedier courſe than lingring iſhment 
Muſt we purſue;. and I have found the path. 
My lords, a ſolemn hunting is in hand, 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop: - 
The foreſt-walks are wide and ſpacious, 
And many unfrequented Plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for rape and villany : 
Single you thither then this dainty doe, | 
And ſtrike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way, or not at all, ſtand you in hope. 
Come, come, our Empreſs with her facred wit 
To Villany and vengeance conſecrate, 
We will acquaint with all that we intend ; 
And ſhe ſhall file our engines with advice, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare your ſelves, 
But to your wiſhes? height advance you both. 
The Emperor's Court is like the Houſe of Fame, 
'The Palace full- of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 
'The woods are ruthleſs, dreadful, deaf and dull : 
There ſpeak, and ſtrike, brave boys, and take your turns, 
There ſerve your luſts, ſhadow'd from heaven's eye; 
And revel in Lawvinia's Treaſury. 
Chi. Thy counſel, lad, ſmells of no cowardiſe. 
Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the ſtream 
To cool this heat, a charm-to calm theſe fits, 
Per Styga, per Manes wehor. 


SCENE changes to a Foreſt. 


Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, with hounds 
and horns, and Marcus. Aa 


ad thy. E Hunt is up, the morn is bright and gray; WW 4! 


[ Exeunt, 


The fields are fragrant, and the woods are I I 
green: 


= 
2 


Uncouple 
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Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay: 

ind wake the Emperor and his lovely Bride, 
And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunter's peal, 
hat all the Court may echo with the noiſe. 
ons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

o tend the Emperor's perſon carefully: 
| have been troubled in my fleep this night, 
But dawning day new comfort hath inſpir'd. 


wen cry of hounds, and wind horns in à peal: then 
enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baſſianus, Lavinia, Chiron, 
Demetrius and thei r Attendants. * 


Tit. Many good morrqws to your Majeſty ; 
Madam, to you-as many and as good, 
promiſed Ju Grace a hunters peal. 
Sat, And you have rung it luſtily, my lords, 
dome what too early for new-married ladies. 
Baſ. Lavinia, how ſay you ? 
Lav. I ſay, fe: 
| have been broad awake two hours and more. 
Sat. Come on then, horſe and chariots let us have, 
And to our ſport: Madam, now ye ſhall ſee 
Our Roman Hunting. 
Mar, I have dogs, my lord, 
5. Will rouze the proudeſt Panther in the chaſe, 
And climb the higheſt promontory-top. 
Tit, And I have horſe will follow, where the game 
Makes way, and run like ſwallows o'er the plain. 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horſe nor hound; 
but hope to pluck a dainty Doe to ground. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to a deſart part of the Foreſt. 
| Enter Aaron alone. | 


dar. E, that had wit, would think, that I had none, 
To bury fo much gold under a tree ; 
; And never after to inherit it. | 
et him, that thinks of me ſo abjectly, n. 
know, that this gold muſt coin a ſtratagem;, : 
| | Which, 


H 


1 
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Which, cunningly effected, will 

A very excellent piece of villany ; 

And ſo repoſe, ſweet gold, for their unreſt, 
That have their alms out of the Empreſs cheſt. 


Enter Tamora. 


Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'ſt thou fad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaſt ? 
The birds chaunt melody on every buſh, 
The ſnake lies rolled in the chearful fun, 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a checquer'd ſhadow on the ground: 
Under their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us fit, 
And whilft the babling Echo mocks the hounds, 
Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double Hunt were heard at once, 
Let us fit down and mark their yelling noiſe : 
And after conflict, ſuch as was ſuppos'd 
The wandring Prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ftorm they were ſurpriz'd, 
And curtain'd with a counſel-keeping cave ; 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 
(Our paſtimes done) poſſeſs a golden flumber ; 
Whilſt hounds and horns, and ſweet melodious birds 
Be unto us, as is a nurſe's ſong 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe aſleep. 

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your deſires, 


Saturn is dominator over mine : 


= 1. 

What ſignifies my deadly-ftanding eye, 5 
My filence, and my cloudy melancholy, B. 
My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls, Not} 
Even as an adder, when ſhe doth unrowl Shot! 
To do ſome fatal execution? Why 
No, Madam, theſe are no venereal ſigns; Din 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand; Ward 
| and revenge are hammering in my head. ec 
Hark, Tamora, (the Empreſs of my ſoul, If f 
Which never hopes more heaven than reſts in thee) L 
This is the day of doom for Baffianus; bre 


His Philomel muſt loſe her tongue to day; 
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y ſons make _— her chaſtity, 
and waſh their hands in Ba/fanus blood. 

veſt thou this letter, take it up, I pray thee, 

ind give the King this fatal-plotted ſcrow! ; 

Now queſtion me no more, we are eſpied; 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty, 

hich dread not yet their lives? deſtruction. 

Jam. Ah, my ſweet Moor, {ſweeter to me than life, 
Aar. No more, great Empreſs, Ba//janus comes; 

Fe croſs with him, and I'll go fetch thy ſons 

o back thy quarrels, whatſoe er they be. [ Exit. 


Enter Baſſianus and Lavinia. 


Baſ. Whom have we here? Rome's royal Empereſs? 

nfurniſh'd of her well · beſeeming troops? 

r is it Dian, habited like her, 

Who hath abandoned her holy groves, | 
To ſee the general Hunting in this foreſt ? _ 

Tam. Sawcy controuller of our private ſteps : 
Had I the power, that, ſome ſay, Dian had, 
Thy Temples ſhould be planted preſently 
With horns, as was Acteon's; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs, 
Uamannerly Intruder as thou art! | 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle Empereſs, 

Tis thought, you have a goodly gift in horning ; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 

ire fingled forth to try experiments: 

Jove ſhield your husband from his hounds to day 
Tis pity, they ſhould take him for a ſtag. 

Baſ. Believe me, Queen, your ſwarth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue, - | 
dpotted, deteſted, and abominable. | | 
Why are you ſequeſtred from all your train? 
Diſmounted from your ſnow-white goodly ſteed, 


id wandred hither to an obſcure plot, 


accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
if foul deſire had not conducted you ? 
Law. And being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon, that my noble lord be rated 
For 
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For ſaucineſs. — I pray you, let us hence. Lav. 


And let her joy her raven-colour'd love; Ta: 
This valley fits the purpoſe paſſing well For no 
Baſ. The King my brother ſhall have note of this. Jam. 


Lav. Ay, for theſe ſlips have made him noted long, Hour m 
Good King, to be ſa mightily abuſed | Dem. 


Tam, Why havel patience to endure all this ? Firſt, t. 
| Enter Chiron and Demetrius. „ wo 


Dem. How now, dear W and our gracious Mo. And W 

Why does your Highneſs look fo pale and wan? [Wadi 
am. Have I not reaſon, think you, to look pale! 

Theſe two have tic'd me hither to this place, 

A A barren and deteſted vale, you fee, it is. 

The trees, tho' ſummer, yet forlorn and lean; 

O'ercome with moſs, and baleful miffelto. 

Here never ſhines the ſun ; here nothing breeds, 

Unleſs the nightly owl, or fatal raven, 

And when they ſhew'd me this abhorred pit, 

They told me, here at dead time of the night, 

A thouſand fiends, a thoufand hifling ſnakes, 

Ten thouſand ſwelling toads, as many urchins, 

Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed cries, 

As any mortal body, hearing it, 

Should ſtraight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly. 

No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, 

But ftraight they told me, they would bind me here, 

Unto the body of a diſmal yew ; 

And leave me to this miſerable death : 

And then they call'd me foul adultereſs, 

Laſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt terms 

That ever ear did hear to ſuch effect. 

And had you not by wondrous fortune come, 


This vengeance on me had they executed: (7 
Revenge it, as you love your Mother's life; By 
Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children. mad; 

Dem. This is a witneſs that I am thy ſon. this; 


[S:abs Baſſianus. WM Sons 
uck home to ſhew my kind 


Chi. And this for me, ftr 


ſtrength. N [Stabbing him * uit 
: | a D. 
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Lav. I, come, Semiramis; nay, barbarous 
Tamora 3 (7) | | 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own. 
Tam. Give me thy poniard ; you ſhall know, my boys, 
Your mother's hand ſhall right your mother's wrong. 
Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her; 
Firſt, thraſh the corn, then after burn the ſtraw: 
his minion ſtood upon her chaſtity, 
pon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
\nd with that painted Hope ſhe braves your mightineſs; 
ind ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? PERFECT? 
Chi, An if ſhe do, I would I were an Eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our luſt. 
Tam. But when you have the honey you defire, 
Let not this waſp out- live, us both to ſting. 
Chi. I warrant, Madam, we will make that ſure ; 
Come, miſtreſs, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preſerved honeſty of yours. 
Lav. O Tamora, thou bear'ſt a woman's face ——- 
Tam, I will not hear her ſpeak; away with her. 
Lav. Sweet Lords,, intreat her hear me but a word 
Dem. Liſten, fair Madam; let it be your glory 
To ſee her tears ; but be your heart to them, 
As unrelenting flints to drops of rain. 
Lav. When did the tyger's young ones teach the dam? 
O, do not teach her wrath ; ſhe taught it thee; 
The milk, thou ſuck'dt from her, did turn to marble ; 
Even at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny. | 
Yet every mother breeds not ſons alike ; 
Do Thou intreat her, ſhew a woman pity. [Ts Chiron. 
_— CO would'ſt thou have me prove my ſelf a 
| a ? | 


(7) 1 come, Semiramis, nay barbarows Tamora, _ 

By an Inaccuracy of the Pointing, the Editors have all along. 
made Nonſenſe of this Paſſage. But the Poet's Meaning is 
this; Lavinia, ſeeing her Husband ſtabb'd by rhe Queen's two 
50ns, expects and invites the Queen to ſerye her in the ſame 
kind, aud put an end to her Aiſeries. Ay, is very frequently 
Wt, J, in Editions of out Author's Time, 


Law. 


. 
* 
o 
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: Lav. Tis true, the raven doth not hatch the 1ark . Ne. 
Yet have I heard, (Oh, could I find it now I) Ti 
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 

Some ſay, that ravens foſter forlorn children, 

| | The whilſt their own birds famiſh in their neſts : 


Oh, be to me, tho' thy hard heart ſay, no, 4 
Nothing ſo kind, but ſomething pitiful. . Str: 
Tam. I know not what it means : away with her, Wh 
| Lav. Oh, let me teach thee : for my father's ſake, 4 
(That gave thee life, when well he might have ſlain the) | 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. We 
Tam. Hadſt thou in perſon ne'er offended me, 
Even for his fake am I now pitileſs ; +> 
Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain, WI 
To ſave your brother from the ſacrifice; Up 
But kerce Andronicus would not relent: As 
Therefore away with her, and uſe her as you will; A 
The worſe to her, the better lov'd of me. : Spe 
Law. O Tamora, be call'd a gentle Queen, 1 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place; Th 
For *tis not life, that I have begg'd ſo long; Ki 4 
Poor I was ilain, when Baſſianus dy'd. Th 


Tam. What begg'ſt thou then? fond woman, let me go. He 
Lav. Tis preſent death I beg; and one thing more, MW © 


That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 4 
O, keep me from their worſe-than-killing luſt, Fri 
And tumble me into ſome loathſome pit; 
Where never man's eye may behold my body : A 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. M. 
Tam. So ſhould I rob my ſweet ſons of their fee. 
No; let them ſatisfie their luſt on thee. | Aa 
Dem. Away! For thou haſt ſtaid us here too long. Ar 
Law. No grace? no woman-hood? ah beaſtly creature! . 
The blot a. enemy of our general name! = 2 
Confuſion fal? „ Th 
Chi. Nay, then I'll top your mouth — bring thou ill ©, 
her husband? [Dragging off Lavinia. W. 


This is the hole, where Aaron bid us hide him. [ Exeunt. 


Tam. Farewel, my ſons ; ſee, that you make her = Al 
; e'er 


—— üöÄ . ei at — — 
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go. 
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TI Tus AN DUAON ICs. ar 
Ne' er let my heart know... merry chear indeed, q 
Till all th; Andronici be made away. | 4 to 
Now will I hence'to ſeek my-lovely e, 4 
And let my ſpleenful ſons this Trull — 1 nog 


Enter Aaron, „ 'avith Quintus and Waren. 


Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot before 3 3 

Strait will I bring you to the loathſom pit, 

Where Neſpied the Panther faſt aſleep. - ..; 7 
Quin. My, fight. i is very dull, hear it r. 7 
Mar. And mine, I promiſe you; wer't not for ſhane, 


Well could I leave our ſport to ſleep a while. 


I Maraus alli inie the pie. 
Quin. What, art thou fallen ? what ſubtle hole is this, 


Whoſe mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars, 


Upon whoſe leaves are dro 7 of new-ſhed blood, 

As freſh as morning-dew. diſtilbd on Howers? 

A very fatal place it ſeems to me: 

Speak, brother, haſt thou hurt thee with the all? 
Mar. O brother, with the di ſmalleſt object 

That ever eye, with ſight, made heart lament. 


Aar. Now will I fetch the King to find ag feof 2 


That he thereby may have a likely gueſs, | 
How theſe "aw they, chat made ny his Brother. 
[Exit — 
* © ih Why doſt. not 3 me, and help me out 
From this Unhallow'd and blood-ſtained hole? 
Vin. I am ſurprized with an uncouth fear; 
A chilling ſweat o er- runs my trembling j joints; 
My heart ſuſpects, more than mine eye can 3 
Mar. To prove thou haſt a irvedbiiping ne 
Aaron and thou, look down inte the den, 
And ſee a fearful ſight of blood and death. 
Quin. Heron i is gone; and my compaſſionate heart 
Will not permit my eyes once to behold 
The thing; whereat it trembles by ſurmiſe : „ 
0, tell me how. it is; for ne' er till no, 8 4 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 
Mar. Lord Baſſianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a ſlaughter'd lamb, 
You, VI. K | In 
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In this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
\ Ter: pe . A how doſt thou know tis he: 
he doth wear 
355 l htens all the hole: 
Whic a taper in manument, 
1225 dead man's earthy cheeks ; 
. And hows the entrails of this pit, 
So pale did ſhine the moon on Pyramus 
When he by ni ht lay bath's in maiden blood. 
O brother, Ar; me with thy fainting hand, 
(If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath) 
Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As hateful as Cocytuf miſty mouth. 
Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I mg wn en ty thee out, 


Or, wanting ſtrength to do thee fo muc 
I may be pluck'd into the ſwallowing we 
Of this deep pit, poor Baſfianus' grave. 
I have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the-brink. 
Mar. And 1 no ftrength to climb without thy hep. 
vin. Thy hand once more; I will not-looſe again, 
Till thou art here aloft, or I below. 
Thou canſt not come to me, I come to thee. [Fall in, 


Enter. the Emperor, aud Aaron. 


Cat. Along, with me; — I'll ſee what hole is here, 

And what he is, that now is ＋ into't. 
Say, who art thou, that lately didſt deſcend 
Into this r of the earth? 

Mar. Th ſon of old Andronicus, 
Brought hither in 5 elt unlucky hour, 

To find thy brother Baſfanus dead. 

Sat. My brother dead ? I know, e 
He and bi lady- both are at the I 
U the north: fide of this leaſant due; 

not an hour ſince I left hi 1 

Mar. We know not where Band hin 1 all _ 

But out, alas | here have we 


Iii: 
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out, 


| The complot of this timeleſs tragedy ; 


Tam. What, are they in this it ? oh wondrous thing ! 
A 
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Eater Tamora with 1 3 Andronicus, and 
| us. 

Tam, Where is my lord, the King ? 

Sat. 3 Tamora ; though griev'd with killing 

Tam. Where is thiy brother Ba/Fanx: 7 

Sat. Now to the bottom doſt thou ſearch my wound; 

Poor Baſlanus here lies murthered. p 
Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal Writ, - 


And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleaſing ſmiles ſuch murderous tyranny. 
[She giveth Saturninus @ letter. 


Saturninus reads the Fetter. 


And if we miſs to meet him hand/omh, 

Sweet huntſman, Baſſianus *tis we mean ; 

Do thou ſo much as dig the grave for him, 

Thou know'fl our meaning : look for thy reward 
Among the Es "wg . p LY 
Which over. the mouth of that ſame pit, 
Where wwe decreed to bury * Bran 22 


Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſting Friends. ; 


Oh, Tamora ! was ever heard the like? 

This is the pit, and this the elder-tree : 
Look, Sirs, if you can find the huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murther'd Baſfanus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

Sat. Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kind, 
Have here bereft my brother of his life. [To Titus. 
virs, drag them from the pit unto the priſon, _ 
There let them bide, until we have devss'd' 

Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 


How eafily murder is diſco 
Tit. High Emperor, upon my feeble knee 
[ beg this » With tears not lightly ſhed, _ 
That this fell fault of my accurſed ſons, | 
K 2 (A-curſed 
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(Accurſed, if the fault be prov'd in them —- ) 
Sat. If it be prov'd ! you ſee, it is apparent. 
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ? 
Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. 
Tit. I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail. 
For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow, 
They ſhall be ready at your Highneſs' will, 
To anſwer their ſuſpicion with their lives. 
Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them: ſee, thou follow me: 
Some bring the murder'd body, ſome the murtherers. 
Let them not ſpeak a word, the guilt is plain; | 
For, by my ſou], were there worſe end than death, 
'That end upon them ſhould be executed, | 
Tam. Andronicus, I will entreat the King; 
Fear not thy ſons, they ſhall do well enough. 
Tit. Come, Lucius, come, ſtay not to talk with them. 
N [ Exeunt ſeveralh, 


Enter Demetrius and Chiron, with Lavinia, raviſbd; 
her hands cut off, and her tongue cut out. | 


Dem. So, now go tell (an if thy tongue can ſpeak) 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and raviſh'd thee. 
Chi. Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo; 
And (if thy ſtumps will let thee) play the ſcribe. 
Dem. See, how with ſigns and tokens ſhe can ſcrowle. 
Chi. Go home, callfor ſweet water, waſh thy hands, 
Dem. She has no tongue to call, or hands to waſh ; 
And ſo let's leave her to her ſilent walks. : 
Chi. If *twere my caſe, I ſhould go hang my ſelf. 
Dem. If thou hadſt hands to help thee knit the cord. 
| FH |  [Exeunt Dem. and Chiron. 


Enter Marcus 70 Lavinia. 

Mar. Who's this, my Niece, that flies away ſo faſt! 
Couſin, a word ; where is your husband ? | 
Tf I do dream, *would all my wealth would wake me ! 
Tf Ido wake, ſome planet ſtrike me down, 

That I may ſlumber in eternal ſleep ! . 

Speak, gentle Niece, what ſtern ungentle hands 

Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare 


. 2 # 
* 


Of 
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Of her two branches, thoſe ſweet ornaments, (8) 
Whoſe circling ſhadows Kings have ſought to ſleep in? 

And might not gain ſo great a happineſs, 

As have thy love! why doſt not ſpeak to me ? 

Alas, a crimſon river of warm blood, 

Like to a bubbling fountain ſtirr'd with wind, 

Doth riſe and fall between thy roſie lips, 

Coming and going with thy honey breath. 

But, ſure, ſome Tereus hath defloured thee ; | 

And, leſt thou ſhould'ſt detect him, cut thy t tongue. 

Ah, now thou turn'it away thy face for ſhame ' 

And, notwithſtanding all this loſs of blood, 

(As from a conduit with their iſſuing ſpouts,) 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face, 

Bluſhing to, be encountred with a cloud. 

Shall I ſpeak for thee ? ſhall I ſay, 'tis ſo ? 

O, that I knew thy heart, and knew the beaſt, 

That 1 might rail at him to caſe my mind | 

Sorrow concealed, like an oven ſtopt, 

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her tongue, 

And in a tedious ſampler ſew'd her mind. 

But, lovely Niece, that: Mean is cut from thee ; 3 

A craftier Tereus haſt thou met withal, 

And: he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, | 

That could have better ſew'd than Philomel. 

Oh, had the monſter ſeen thoſe lilly hands 

Tremble, like aſpen leaves, upon a lute, - 

And make the ſilken ftrings delight to kiſs them z 

He would not then have touch'd them for his life. 

Or had he heard the heav'nly harmony, 


* 


(8) — : thoſe ſweet Ornaments, 

Whoſe circling Shadows Kings have ſought to ſleep in, 

And might not gain ſo great an Happineſs, ; 

As half thy Love!) As half her Love? But might hy gain | 
any part of her Love? Or.would ſhe not conſent to embrace 
em ſo much as with one Arm? The Poet had no ſuch Stuff 
in his Thoughts. My Cortectien reſtores the true Meaning; 
that, tho' Princes languiſh'd to ſleep in her Arms, they could. 
not t obtain their Suit, or have her Love. 


K 3 Which 
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Which that ſweet hath made; The 
He would have dropt his knife, and fell aſleep, In 
As Cerberus at the Thracian Poet's feet. In 
Come, let us go, and make thy father blind ; An 


For ſuch a fight will blind a father's eye. 

One hour's ſtorm will drown the fragrant meads, 
What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ? 
Do not draw back, for we will maurn with thee: 
Oh, could our mourning eaſe thy miſery! [ Exeux, . 


SCENE, a Sireet in Rome. 


Enter the Judges and Senators, with Marcus and 


Quintus bound, 220 ng on png to the place of 


execution, and Titus going 


0 


are, pleading. 


TiTwvs. 


T TEAR me, grave fathers ; noble Tribunes, ſtay, 
For pity of mine age, whoſe youth was ſpent 
| In dangerous wars, whilſt you ſecurely dope: 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel ſhed, 
For all the froſty nights that I have watcht, 
Ard for theſe bitter tears, which you now ſee 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks, 
Be pitiful to my condemned ſons, 
Whoſe ſouls are not corrupted, as *tis thought. 
For two and twenty ſons I never wept, 
Becauſe they died in Honour's lefty bed. 
[ Andronicus /ieth down, and the judges paſs by him, 
For theſe, theſe, Tribunes, in the duſt I write 
My heart's deep languor, and my ſoul's fad tears: 
Let my tears ftanch the earth's dry appetite, 
My ſons' ſweet blood will make it ſhame and bluſh : 
O earth ! I will befriend thee more with rain, [ Ext. 
That ſhall diſtil from theſe two anticnt ruins, _ 
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Than youthful April ſhall with all his ſhowers ; 
In ſummer's drought I'll drop upon thee ſtill; 
In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the ſnow ; 
And keep eternal ſpring-time on thy face, 
do thou refuſe to drink my dear ſonsꝰ blood. 
Enter Lucius with his ſword drawn, 
Oh, reverend Tribunes! gentle aged men! 
. © Unbind my ſons, reverfe the doom of death: 
And let me ſay, (that never wept before) 
> My tears are now prevailing orators. 8 
Luc. Oh, noble father, you lament in vain; 
The Tribunes hear you not, no man is by; 
And you recount your ſorrows to a ftone. 
Tit. Ah, Lucias, for thy brothers let me plead 
Grave Tribunes, once more I inteat of you 
4 Luc. My gracious lord, no Tribune hears you ſpeak. 
f Tit. Why, *tis no matter, man; if they did hear, 
They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark, 
They would not pity me. 
Therefore I tell my ſorrows to the ſtones, 
Who, tho' they cannot anſwer my diftreſs, 
Yet in ſome ſort they're better than the Tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale ; 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me; 
And were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could afford no Tribune like to theſe. 
A ſtone is ſoft as wax, Tribunes more hard than ſtones : 
A ſtone is ſilent, and offendeth not, 
And Tribunes with their tongues doom men to death: 
But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawn ? 
Luc. To reſcue my two brothers from their death; 
”, For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd 
My everlaſting doom of bantſhment. 
Tit. O happy man, they have befriended thee : 
Why, fool! eius, doft thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wilderneſs of Tygers; 
(2 Tygers muſt prey, and Rome affords no prey 
But me and mine; W art thou then, 
4 


From 


2 Troovs:AnDironicus. 


From theſe devourers to be baniſned?ꝰ 
But who comes with our brother Mareus 1 ? 


* 


Enter Marcus, and 16 


1 e 


Mar. Titus, repare thy noble eyes to weep, 
Or, if not ſo, 2 noble heart to break: 
I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. - 

Tit. Will it conſume me? let me ſee it chen. 

Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, ſo ſhe is. 

Luc. Ah me! this object kills me. 

Tit. Faint-hearted boy, ariſe and look upon her : 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accurſed hand | 
Hath made thee handleſs, in thy father's Fight ? (90 
What fool hath added water to the ſea? 

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy 7. 

My grief was at the height before thou cam'ſt, 

And now, like Nilus, it diſdaineth bounds: 

Give me a ſword, I'll chop off my hands too, 

Fer they have fought. for Rome, and all in vain: 

Ard they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding, life: 

In bootleſs prayer have they been held es 

And they have ſerv' d me to effectleſs uſe. 
Now all the ſervice 1 require of them, 
Is that the one will help to cut the other: 

"Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands, 

For hands to do Rome ſervice are but vain. 

- . Luc. Speak, gentle ſiſter, who hath martyr'd thee ?. 

Mar. O, that ee engine of her thoughts, 


FLY 


8 


12 


n e . Ad ae 


(s) — — —— what accurſed Hand wo 

Hath — thee bandleſs in thy. Father s sight zj But tho! La- 
vinia appear'd hz ndleſs in her Father's Preſente, the was not 
made ſo in his Sight. And if that be the true Reading, it can 
at beſt bear but this poor Meaning, What curs'd Hand hath 
robb'd thee of thy Hands, for thy Father"to ſee thee in that 
Condition? The flight Alteration, 1 have given, adds a much 
more reaſonable Complaint, and:aggravates the Sentiment. 
What curſed Hand hath robb'd thee of thy Hands, ou in 

e en to thy Father, _ to cacrgaſe his I orments ? 
1 3 hat 
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That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing eloquence, 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage, 

Where, like a ſweet melodious bird, it ſung 

Sweet various notes, inchanting every earn! 
Luc. Oh, ſay thou for her, who hath done this deed ? 
Mar. O, thus I found her ſtraying in the park, 

Seeking to hide her ſelf ; as doth the deer, 

That hath receiv'd ſome unrecuring wound. 
Tit. It was my Deer; and he, that wounded her, 

Hath hurt me more than had he kilPd me dead: © 

For now I ſtand, as one upon a rock, 43 

Environ'd with a wilderneſs of ſea, 

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave; 

Expecting ever when ſome envious ſurge 

Will in his briniſn bowels ſwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched ſons are gone: 

Here ſtands my other ſon, a baniſh'd man; 

And here my brother, weeping at my woes. 

But that, which gives my ſoul the greateſt ſpurn, 

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my ſou l. 

Had I but ſeen thy picture in this plight, 

It would have madded me. What ſhall I do, 

Now I behold thy lovely body fo? | 

Thou haſt no hands to wipe away thy tears, 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee 

Thy husband he is dead; and for his death 

Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this. 

Look, Marcus] ah, fon Lucius, look on her: 

When I did name her brothers, then freſh tears 

Stood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew 

Upon a gather'd lilly almoſt wither'd. 
Mar. Perchance, ſhe weeps becauſe they kill'd her 

husband, 

Perchance, becauſe ſhe knows them innocent. 
Tit. If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful, 

Becauſe the law hath ta'en revenge on them. 

No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed; 

Witneſs the ſorrow, that their ſiſter makes. 

Gentle Lavinia, let me kiſs thy lips, 

Or make fome ſigns how 1 do thee eaſe: 


5 Shall 
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Shall thy good uncle, and ho! Pry nad Lucius, 

And thou, and I, fit round ſome ſountain, 

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks, 

How they are ſtain'd like meadows yet not dry 

With mirey flime left on them by a flood ? 

And in the fountain ſhall we Sane ſo long, 

Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clearneſs, 

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears? 

Or ſhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb ſhows 

Paſs the remainder of our hateful days ? 

What ſhall we do ? let us, that have our tongues, 

Plot ſame device of further miſery, 

To make us wondred at in time to come. 
Luc, Sweet father, ceaſe your tears; for, at your grief, 

See, how my wretched fiſter ſobs and weeps. 
Mar. Patience, dear niece; good Titus, ay thine eyes, 
Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot, 

Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, | 

For thou, poor man, haſt drown'd it with thine own, 
Lac. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy checks. 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark; I underſtand her figns ; 

Had ſhe a tongue to ſpeak, now would ſhe ſay 

'That to her brother which I ſaid to thee. 

His napkin, with his true tears all hewet, 

Can do no ſervice on her ſorrowful cheeks. 

Oh, what a ſympathy of woe is this! 

As far from help as Limbo is from bliſs. 


Enter Aaron. 


Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the Emperor 
| Sends thee this word; that if thou love thy ſons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy ſelf, old Titus, 
Or.any one of you, chop off your hand, 

And fend it to the King; he for the ſame 
Will fend thee hither both thy ſons alive, 
And that ſhall be the ranfom for their fault. 

Tit. Oh, gracious Emperor? oh, gentle 4aron ! 
Did ever raven fing ſo like a lark, 

That gives ſweet tidings of the Sun's upriſe ? 


With 
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With all my heart, I'll ſend the Emperor my hand 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 1 
Luc. Stay, father, for that noble hand of thine, 
That hath thrown down ſo many enemies, 
Shall not be ſent ; my hand will ſerve the turn. 
My youth can better ſpare my blood than you, 
And therefore mine ſhall ſave my brothers lives. 
Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-ax, 
Writing Deſtruction on the enemies Caſque ? (10) 
Oh, none of Both but are of high deſert: 
My hand hath been bus idle, let it ſerve 
To ranſom my two Nephews from their death ; 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 
Aar. Nay, come, agree, whoſe hand ſhall go along, 
For fear they die before their Pardon come. 
Mar. My hand ſhall go. 
Luc. By heav'n, it ſhall not go. 
Tit. Sirs, ſtrive no more, ſuch wither'd herbs as theſe 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 
Luc. Sweet father, if I ſhall be thought thy ſon, 
Let me redeem my brothers Both from death. 
Mar. And for our father's ſake, and mother's care, 


(10) Which of your Hands hath not defended Rome, 

And rear d aloft the bloody Battle-axe, 

Writing Deftrution on the Enemies? Caſtle? } This is & 
Paſſage, which ſhews a moſt wonderful Sagacity in our Edi- 
tors. They could not, ſure, intend an Improvement of the 
Ars Military, by teaching us that it was ever a Cuſtom to 
hew down Caftles with the Battle-Axe. Ot could they have a 
Delign to tell us, that they wore Caffles formerly on their 
heads for defenſive Armour? I ventur'd, ſome time ago, to. 
correct the Paſſage thus; | 

Writing Deſtractien en the Enemies? Cask. 

i. e. an Helmet; from the French Word, une Caſque. A bro- 
ken k in the Manuſcript might eaſily be miſtaken for 80, and 
thus a Caſtle was built at once. But as 1 think it is much 
more feiſible to ſplit an Helmet with a Batile- axe, than to 
cut down a caſtle with it, 1 mall continue to ſtand by my 
Emendation. 50 „ 
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'Nowlet me ſhew: u brothet's love to thee. ven 1; wah 
Ti. A gree between you, 1 will ſpare Ty 


Lac. Thien Plligo fetch an AX. . ons E7TE ; 
Mar. But I will uſe che ax. r . 18 T 
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Tit. Come hither; Hark, PI deceive them both, 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 
Aar. If that be calbd deceit, I will be honeſt, 


And 2 whilſt J live, deceive men ſo. | \ 

But {PU deceive you in another ſort, 10. 

And that, ny wp ere half an ber pafs. Le. 
THe cuts of Titus s Hard, 


On 1 1 * 


1 . A nd Marcus again. 


De. Now ſtay your ſtrife ; what ſhall be, io difparh' 
Good Aaron, give his Majeſty my hand : 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers, bid him bury it: 
More hath it merited; that let it jAave. 
As for my ſons, ſay, I account of them | 
As jewels purchas'd at an eaſy. price; 
And yet dear too, becauſe 1 bought mine own. 
Aar. I go, Audronicus; and for thy hand 
Look by and by to have thy ſons with thee: 
Their heads, I mean. — Gh, how this villany [ Afar, 
Doth fat me with the very thought of it! 
Let fools do'good; and fair men call for grace, 


Aaron wilt have his ſoul black like his face. [E -; Ane 
T7. G hear! — Tlift this one hand up to heav n, Th. 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth ; f To 
If any Power pities wretched. tear, But 
To. chat I call : What, wilt thou kneel with me? 1 
Do then, dear heart, for heav'n ſhall hear our prayers, An 
Or with our ſighs we'll breathe the welkin: dim, Th 
And ſtain the tun with fogs, as ſometime clouds, WI 
When they do hug him in their melting boſoms. a 
Mar. Oh! brother, ſpeak with poſhbilities, As 


And do not break into theſe deep Extremes. 5 
Tit. Is not my forrow' deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my paſſions bottomleſs with them. 5 


Wark Mar. 
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Mar: But yet let reaſon govern thy Lament. 
Tit. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I bind my woes. 
When heav'n doth weep, doth not the earth o'erflow ? 
If the winds rage, doth not the ſea wax mad, 
Threatning the welkin with his big- ſwol'n face? 
And wilt thou have a reaſon for this coil ? 
Jam the ſea; hark, how her ſighs do blow; ,; 
She is the weeping welkin, I the eartnn + 
Then muſt my ſea be moved with her ſighs, : 
Then muſt my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd: * 
For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But, like a drunkard, muſt I vomit them ; 
Then give me leave, for loſers will have leave 
To uk their ſtomachs with their bitter tongues, 


Enter a Meſſenger, bringing in two heads and 
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Meſ. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay'd 
For that good hand thou ſent'ſt the Emperor; 
Here are the heads of thy two noble ſons, 

And here's thy hand in ſcorn to thee ſent back; 
Thy grief's their ſport, thy reſolution mockt: 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 

More than remembrance of my father's death. [ Exit. 

Mar. Now let hot Atna cool in Sicily, "wa 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell; 

Theſe miſeries are more than may be borne ! 
To weep with them that weep doth eaſe ſome deal, 
But forrow flouted at is double death. 5 

Lac. Ah, that this fight ſhould make ſo deep a wound, 
And yet deteſted life not ſhrink thereat; | | 
That ever death ſhould let life bear his name, 

Where life hath no more intereſt but to breathe. 
Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiſs is comfortleſe, 
As frozen water to a ſtarved ſnake. + 
Tit. When will this fearful ſlumber have an end? 

Mar. Now, farewel, flattery ! die, Audronicus; 
Thou doſt not ſlumber ; ſee, thy two ſons' heads, 
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Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here 
Thy other baniſh'd ſon with this SE fight | 


Struck pale and bloodleſs ; and thy brother I, Luc. 
Even like a ſtony image, cold and numb. The we 
Ah! now no more will I controul thy griefs ; (11) Farewe 
Rend off thy filver hair, thy other hand He lea 
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this diſmal fight Farewe 
The cloſing up of your moſt wretched eyes! O, 'w 
Now is a time to ftorm, why art thou ſtill ? But no 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha Zut in 


Mar. Why doſt thou laugh ? it fits not with this hour, If Luc 
Tit. Why, I have not another tear to ſhed; 


Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemy, 3 Beg al 
And would uſurp upon my watry eyes, Now 
And make them blind with tributary tears ; To be 
Then which way ſhall I find Revenge's Cave? 

For theſe two heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me, S ( 


And threat me, I ſhall never come to bliſs, 
Till all theſe miſchiefs be return'd again, 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come, let me ſee, what task I have to do 
You heavy people, circle me about ; 
'That I may turn me to each one of you, 
And ſwear unto my ſoul to right your wrongs, 
The vow is made ; — come, Brother, take a head, 
And in this hand the other will I bear; 
Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employ'd in theſe logs ; 
Bear thou my hand, ſweet wench, between thy teeth; 
As for thee, boy, go get thee from my ſight, 
Thou art an Exile, and thou muſt not ſtay. 
Hie to the Gorhs, and raiſe an army there; 
And if yu love me, as I think you do, 
8 


Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. [Zæcunt. = 
(x1) A, now ne more will 1 controwl! my Griefs 3] 1 read, The 
thy Griefs. Marcus had before perſwaded Titus to be tempe- Wh 
tate and refirain the Exceſs of his Sorrows: but now, ſays be, Th 
that ſo miſerable an Object is preſented to your Sight as 2 We 
dear Daughter ſo heinouſiy abus d, een indulge your Sorrows Or 


till they pur an end to your miſerable Life, An 
5 ; Manet | 
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Manant Lucius. 


Luc. Farewel, Andrenicus, my noble father, 
The woful'ſt man that ever liv'd in Rome; 
Farewel, proud Rome; till Lucius come again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life ; 
Farewel, Lavinia, my noble fiſter, | 
O, would thou wert as thou tofore haſt been! 
But now nor Lucizs nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion and hateful griefs ; 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs, 

And make proud Saturninus and his Empreſs 

Beg at the gates, like Targuin and his Queen. 

Now will 1 to the Goths, and raiſe a Power, 

To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. | Exit Lucius. 


SCEN E, an Apartment in Titus's Houſe, 
— BanQUuET. 


Enter Titus, Marcus, 2 * end young Lucius, 
a Boy. 


ſit. OO, fo, now fit; and look, you eat no more 
Than will preſerve juſt ſo much ſtrength in us, 

As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. | 

Marcus, unknit that forrow-wreathen knot ; 

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands, 

And cannot paſſionate our ten- fold grief 

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 

Is left to tyrannize upon my breaſt; 

And when my heart, all mad with miſery, 

Beats in this hollow priſon of my fleſh, 

Then thus I thump it down. 

Thou map of woe, that thus doſt talk in ſigns! 

When thy paar heart beats with outragious beating, 

Thou canſt not ftrike it thus to make it till ; 

Wound it with ſighing, girl, kill it with groans; 

Or get ſome little knife between thy teeth, 

And juſt againſt thy heart make thou a hole, 
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That all the tears, that thy poor eyes let fall, 
May run into that fink, and ſoaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in ſea · ſalt tears. 

Mar. Fie, brother, | fie, teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now ! has ſorrow made thee doat already! 
Why, Marcus, no man ſhould be mad but ; 
What violent hands can ſhe lay on her life ? ©. 

Ah, wherefore doſt thou urge the name of hands, 
To bid Æneas tell the tale twice o'er, 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerable ? 
O, handle not the theam; no talk-of hands. 
Leſt we remember ſtill, that we have none, 
Fie, fie, how frantickly I ſquare my talk, 
As if we ſhould forget we had no hands, 
If Marcus did not name the word of hands ? 
Came, let's fall to, and, gentle girl, eat this. 
Here is no drink : hark, Marcus, what ſhe ſays, 
J can interpret all her martyr'd figns; 
She ſays, ſhe drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew'd with her ſorrows, meſh'd upon her cheeks: 
Speechleſs complaint! — O, I will learn thy thought; 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect, 
As begging hermits in their holy prayers. 
Thou ſhalt not ſigh, nor hold thy ſtumps to heav'n, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a ſign, 

But I, of theſe, will wreſt an alphabet, | 
And by ſtill practice learn to know thy meaning. 

| Boy. Good grandfire, leave theſe bitter, deep, la- 

ments; 
Make my Aunt merry with ſome pleaſing tale. 
Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in paſſion mov'd, 

Doth weep to ſee his grandſire's heavineſs. x 

Tit. Peace, tender ſapling; thou art made of tears, 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away. 

hes Us De firikes the diſh with a knife, 
What doſt thou ſtrike at, Marcus, with thy knife? 

Mar. At That that I have kill'd, my lord, a fly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer ; thou kill'ſt my heart; 
Mine eyes are cloy*d with view of tyranny : + | 


A deed 
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A deed of death done on the innocent 
Becomes not Titus brother; get thee gone, 
| ſee,” thou art nt for my company - * 
Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a ay. 
Tit. But? bow if that Aly had a father and 
mother? 
How would he hang his ſlender” gilded wings, 
And buz lamenting Dolings i in the air? (12) 
Poor harmleſs ff, 85 ; 
That with his pretty. buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry ; 
And thou haſt kill'd him. | 
Mar. Pardon me, Sir, it was a black ill-favour'd fly, 
Like to the Empreſs Moor; therefore I kill d him. 
Tit. O, O, O, | 
Then pardon me N re ths, 
For thou haſt done a charitable deed ; 
Give me thy knife, I will inſult on him, 
Flattering my ſelf, as if it were the Moor 
Come hather purpoſely DOUG eee 
There's for. thy. ſelf, and that's for Tamora; 
Yet Rill,, I think, we are not brought ſo low, 
But that between us we can kill a fly, 
That comes in likeneſs of a cole- black Moor. 
Mar. Alas, poor man, grief has ſo wrought on him, 
He takes falſe ſhadows for true ſubſtances. 
Come, take away; Lavinia, go with me; 
Il to thy cloſet, and go read with thee 
Sad ſtories, chanced in the times of old. ) 
Come, boy, and go with me; thy ſight is young, 
And thou ſhale read, when n mine beging to dazzle. 
[ Exeunt. 


Rs 


(12) And buz — 3 in the Air.] Lament ing Doings | 


is a very, idle Expreſſion, and conyeys no Idea. The Altera» 
tion, which 1 have made, tho* it is but the Addition of a 
ſingle Letter, is a great Increaſe to the Senſe: and tho', in- 


deed, there is ſomewhat of a Tautology in the Epithet and 


Subſtantive Annexe to it, yer that's no new Thing with our 
Author. 
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SC EN E, Titus Houſe. 


Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after hin, 
and the bey flies from her, with his books under his 
arm. Enter Titus, and Marcus. 


Bo v. 


E LP, grandſire, help; my Aunt Lavinia 
| Follows me every where, I know not why. 
Good uncle Marcus, fee, how ſwift the comes: 
Alas, ſweet Aunt, I know not what you mean. 
Mar. Stand by me, Latinas, do not fear thy Aunt, 
Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm, 
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, the did. 
Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by theſe fign} 
Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius, fomewhat doth the mean: 
See, Lucius, fee, how much ſhe makes of thee : 
Some whither would ſhe have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her ſons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tulh's oratory : 
Can'ft thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe plies thee thus? 
Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I gueſs, 
Unleſs ſome fit or frenzie do poſſeſs her : | 
For I have heard my grandfire ſay full oft, 
Extremity of grief would make men mad. 
And I have read, that Heruba of Troy 
Ran mad through ſorrow ; that made me to fear ; 
Although, my lord, I know my noble Aunt 
Loves me as dear as er my Mother did: 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth; 
Which made me down to throw my books, and flie, 
Cauſeleſs, perhaps; but pardon me, ſweet Aunt; And 


Titus ANDRONICUS 235 
ind, Madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
vill moſt willingly attend your ladyſhip. 

Mar. Lucius, 1 will 

Tit, How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this? 
dome book there is that ſhe deſires to ſee. 5 
Which is it, girl, of theſe ? open them, — 8 
Jat thou art deeper read, and better skill'd: 
come and make choice of all my library, 

ud fo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heav'ns 

ereal the damn'd contriver of this deed: 

yy lifts ſhe up her arms in ſequence thus? 

Mar. I think, ſhe means, that there was more than 

one 
Confederate in the fact. Ay, more there was: 
Or elſe to heav'n ſhe heaves them for revenge. 

Tit. Lucius, what book is that ſhe toſſes io f 

Boy. Grandfire, tis Owid's Metamorphoſes 3 
My mother gave it me. 

Mar. For love of her that's gone, 

Perhaps, ſhe cull'd it from among the reſt. 

Tit. Soft! ſee, how buſily ſhe turns the leaves 
Help her: what would ſhe find? Lavinia, ſhall I read? 
This is the tragick Tale of Ph:ilomel, | 
And treats of Tereus* treaſon and his rape; 

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 
— See, brother, ſee; note, how ſhe quotes the 
eaves. . 

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus ſurpriz'd, ſweet pirl, 
Raviſh'd and wrong'd as Philome/a was, * 
Ps in the ruthleſs, vaſt, and gloomy woods ? 

lee; | 
Ay, ſuch a place there is, where we did hunt, 
[O had we never, never, hunted there!) 
Pattern'd by That the Poet here deſcribes, 
By nature made for murders and for 

Mar. O, why ſhould Nature build ſo foul a den, 
Unleſs the Gods delight in mn 

Tit, a ſigns, ſweet Girl, for here are none but 

iends, 


What Renan lord it was durſt do the deed ; 


* 
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Or ſlunk not Saturnine, as Targuin erſt, 
That left the camp to fin in Lucrece bed? _ 
Mar. Sit down, ſweet niece ; brother, fit down þy 
C 2:12 1000 3» 
Apollo, Pallas, Jowe, or Mercury, | 
Inſpire me, that I may this treaſon find. 
My lord, look here; look here, Lavinia. 
[He writes his name with his flaffy and guide; it 
evith his feet and mouth. 
This ſandy Plot is plain; guide, if thou can'ſt, 
This after me, when I have writ my name, 
Without the help of any hand at all. 
Curſt be that heart, that forc'd us to this ſhift! 
Write thou, good niece ; and here diſplay, at leaſt, 
What God will have diſcover'd for revenge; 
Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy ſorrows plain, 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth 
[She takes the flaff in her mouth, and guides i: For tl 
with her ſtumps, and writes. Boy 
Tit. Oh, do you read, my lord, what ſhe hath writ? Tit 


—_— Chiron, Demetrius. | F777 
Mar. What, what! the luſtful ſons of Tamora Shall 
Performers of this hateful bloody deed ? Preſer 
Tit. Magne Dominator Poli, | Come 

| Tam lentus audis ſcelera! tam lentus vides! Bo 


Mar. Oh, calm thee, gentle lord; although, I know, W 77. 
There is enough written upon this earth, | | 
To ſtir a mutiny in the mildeſt thoughts, Lucti 
And arm the minds of Infants to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia kneel, 
And kneel, ſweet boy, the Reman Hector's Hope, 
And ſwear with me, (as, with the woeful peer, 
And father, of that chaſte diſhonoured Dame, 
Lord Funius Brutus ſware for Lucrece” rape,) 
That we will proſecute (by good advice) (13) 
1 it Mortal 
(13) That we will proſecute (by good Advice) 
- * Mortal Revenge upon theſe traiterous Gothsz 
And ſee their Blood, Or die with this Reproach. ] But if they 


endeayour'd to throw off the Reproach, tho? they fell in the 
8885 ? | Attempt, 
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Mortal revenge upon theſe traiterous Goth 

And ſee their blood, ere die with this reproach. 

fit. Tis ſure enough, if you knew how. 

But if you hurt theſe bear-Whelps, then beware, 

The dam will wake; and if ſhe wind you once, 

She's with the lion deeply {till in league; 

And lulls him whilſt ſne playeth on her back, 

And, when he ſleeps, will ſhe do what ſhe liſt 

You're a young Huntſman, Marcas, let it alone ; 

And come, I will go get a leaf of braſs, 

And with a gad of ſteel will write theſe words, 

And lay it by; the angry northern wind 

Will blow theſe ſands, like Sys leaves, abroad, 

And where's your leffon then? boy, what ſay you! 
Boy. I fay, my lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mother's bed-chamber ſhould not be ſafe, 

For theſe bad bond-men to the yoak of Rome. 
Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full * 

For this ungrateful Country done the like. 
Bey. And, uncle, fo will J, an if I live. 
Tit. Come, go with me into my armoury. 

Lucius, I'll fit thee; and withal, my boy 

Shall carry from me to the Empreſs {ons 

Preſents, that I intend to ſend them both. 

Come, come, thou'lt do my meſſage, wilt thou not? 
Boy. Ay, with my Gage in their boſom, grandſire. 

Tit, No, boy, not fo; III teach thee another courſe. 
Lavinia, come; Marcus, look to my Houſe: 
Lucius and [ll go brave it at the Court, 


Attempt, they could not be properly ſaid to dye with that Re- 
proach, Marcus muſt certainly mean, that they would haye 
Revenge on their Enemies, and ſpill their Blood, rather than 
they would tamely fit down, and dye, under ſuch Injuries, For 
this Reaſon 1 have corrected the Text, 
— eue die with this Reproach: 

lon not to 3 that or formeily was equivalent to ere. 
Or, before, ere! Gloſſ. te Urrey*'s Chaucer. Or, for ere; 
quod etiamnùm in ag ro Lincolnienſi frequentiſſi ime uſurpatur, Skin- 


vas too obſolete for our Shakeſpeare's Time, 


ner in his Gloſſary of Uncommon Words.——But this Uſage 


'y 
þ+ 
? 

f 


4 5 
A / 


A 
rn, 


— 


> —— 


233 Tirus AnDRONICUS. 


Ay, marry, will we, Sir; and we'll be waited on. [ _ 
| Exemt a 
Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man bony N 
And not relent, or not compaſſion him? Now, 
Marcus, attend him in his ecſtaſie, Here's 


That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his heart, 


Than ſoe- mens marks upon his batter'd ſhield ; 
But yet ſo juſt, that he will not revenge ; That 
Revenge the Heav'ns for old Androni cus xi. 4 
But le 
SCENE changes to the Palace. And n 
Led u 
Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one door: ant Capti 
at another door young Lucius and another, with ofl It did 
bundle off weapons and ver ſes writ upon them, To bi 
Chi. TN Emetrius, here's the Son of Lucius; 5 
\ He hath ſome meſſage to deliver us. 4 4 
_>_ ſome mad meſlage from his mad grand. Did) 

er. 

Bey. My lords, with all the humbleneſs I may, us 
I greet your Honours from Andronicus; Ch 
And pray the Roman Gods, confound you Both. = 2 
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius, what's the news? C/ 


Boy. That you are both decypher'd (that's the new1) D, 
For villains mark'd with rape. May it pleaſe you, 


For 
My grandſire, well advis'd, hath ſent by me 
The goodlieſt weapons of his wy 45 
To gratify your honourable youth, 5. 
The hope of Rome; ſor ſo he bad me ſay: 70 
And fo I do, and with his gifts preſent D 


Your lordſhips, that whenever you have need, 

You may be armed and appointed well. 

And fo I leave you both, like bloody villains. ¶ Exit. A 
Dem. What's here, a ſcrowle, and written round 


about? 1 0 
Let's ſee. | I ſay, 
Integer vitæ, ſceleriſque purus, | no fe 
Non. eget Mauri jaculis nec arcu. Y te] 


Chi. O, "tis a verſe in Horace, I know it well: 


' 
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I read it in the Grammar long ago. 
Aar. 4 — in Horace — right, you 
have it | 


Now, what a thing it is to. be an Aſo? 
Here's no fond on th! old man hath found their 


alt, (14 
And ſends. the weapons wrap'd about with lines, 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick: 
But were our witty reſs well a-foot, 
She would applaud Andronicus' conceit : 
But let her reſt in her unreſt awhile, 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy ſtar 
Led us to Rome ſtrangers, and more than ſa, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height? 
lt did me good before the Pala te 
by ogg Tribune = — 75 hearing. 
em, But me more go to ſee O great à lor. 
Baſely inſinuate, and ſend us gifts. 
| Aar. Had he not reaſon, lord Demetrius ? 
Did you not uſe his daughter very friendly ? 
Dem, I would, we had a thouſand Roman dames 
At ſuch a bay, by turn to ſerve our luſt. 
Chi. A K* wiſh, and full of love. 
Aar. Here lacketh but your mother to ſay Amen. 
1 Chi. And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 
Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 
Aar. Pray to the devils; the Gods have given us 
. Over. 5 LF lour 155. 
Dem. Why do the Emp'ror's trumpets flouriſh thus? 
Chi. Belike, for joy the Emp'ror hath a ſon. 
Dem. Soft, who comes here? 


Enter Narſe, with a Black-a-mooy Child. 
Nur. Good morrow, lords: 


(14) Here's no ſound jeaſ;] Bur, 1 think, 1 may venture to 
ſay, here's no ſound Senſe. Doubtleſs, the Poet wrote, here's 


ne fond jeaff, i. e. no idle, fooliſh one; but a Sarcaſm delibe- 
tately thrown, and grounded on Reaſon, f 


11 TO: o, 
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O, tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Mor? 
Aar. Well, more or leſs, or ne'er a whit at all, 
Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now ? 
Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone: 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore! 
Aar. Why, what a caterwauling doſt thou keep: 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ? 
Nur. O That which I would hide from heaven's 


eye 


Our Empreſs' ſhame, and ſtately ' Rome's diſgrace. 
She is deliver'd; lords, ſhe is deliver'd. BY 
Aar. To whom P324#z 27199 T2 FI ol: | 
Nur. I mean, ſhe is brought to bo. 
Aar. Well, God give her good reſt! 
What hath he ſent her? c 
Var. A deri... 
Aar. Why, then ſhe is the devil's 
Nur. A joyleſs, diſmal, black, and ſorrowful iſſue. 
Here is the babe, as loathſome as a toad, 
Amongſt the faireſt breeders of our clime. 
The Empreſs ſends it thee, thy ſtamp, thy ſeal: 
And bids thee chriſten it with thy dagger's point. 
Aar. Out, out, you whore! is black ſo baſe a Hue? 
Sweet blowſe, you are a beauteous bloſſom, ſure. 
Dem. Villain, what haſt thou done? 
Aar. That which thou canſt not undo. 
Chi. Thou haſt undone our mother... 
Aar. Villain, I've done thy mother. | 
Dem. And therein, helliſh dog, thou haſt undone. 
. Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice, 
Accurs'd the offspring of ſo foul a fiend ! 
Chi. It ſhall not live. | 
Aar. It ſhall not die. 
Nur. Aaron, it muſt, the Mother wills it ſo. 
Aar. What, muſt it, nurſe ? then let no man but ! 
Do execution on my fleſh and blood. 
Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point: 
Nurſe, give it me, my {word ſhall ſoon diſpatch it. 


Aar. Sooner this ſword ſhall plough thy bowels up. 


Stay, murtherous villains, will you kill your brother ? 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky, 


dam: a joyful iſſue, 
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That ſhone ſo brightly when this boy was got, 
He dies upon my Scymitar's ſharp point, | 
That touches this my firſt-born ſon and heir. 
| tell you, Vounglings, not Enceladus 
With all his threatning band of Typhon's brood, ' 
Nor great Alcides, nor the God of war, | 
Shall ſeize this prey out of his father's hands. 
What, what, ye ſanguine ſhallow-hearted boys, 
Ye white-lim'd walls, ye ale-houſe painted figng, 
Coal-black is better than another hue : 
In that it ſcorns to bear another hue : 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn the ſwan's black legs to white, 
Although ſhe lave them hourly in the flood. 
Tell the Empreſs from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own ; excuſe it, how the can. 
Dem, Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtreſs thus ? 
Aar. My miſtreſs is my miſtreſs ; this, my ſelf ; 
The vigour and the picture of my youth. 
This, before all the world do I prefer; 
This, maugre all the world, will I keep ſafe; 
or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our mother is for ever ſham'd. 
Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul eſcape. | 
Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her death. 
Chi. I bluſh to think upon this 1gnominy. | 
Aar. Why, there's the privilege your beauty bears: 
Fie, treacherous hue, that will betray with bluſhin 
The cloſe enacts and counſels of the heart! 4 
Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer, | - 
Look, how the hlack ſlave ſmiles upon the father; 
is who thould ſay, Old lad, I am thine own. 
He is your brother, lords; ſenſibly fed 
Of that ſelf. blood, that firſt gave life to you; 
and from that womb, where you impriſon'd were, 
tle is infranchiſed and come to light: 
Nay, he's your brother by the ſurer fide ; 
Although my teal is ſtamped in his face. 
ur. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto the Empreſs? 
I Dem. Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
Yor. VI. 5 : 0 Aud 
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And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice: 


Save you the child, fo we may be all ſafe. Wi 
Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all conſult, 1 
My ſon and I will have the wind of you: Hei 
Keep there: now talk at pleaſure of your ſafety. 4 
TR. 4990 [ They fit on the ground, Th 
Dem. How many women ſaw this child of his ? Ane 
Aar. Why, ſo, brave lords; when we all join in league, Cor 
J am a lamb; but if you brave the Moor, For 
'The chafed boar, the mountain lioneſs, Ill 
The ocean ſwells not fo as Aaron ftorms : © Ani 
But ſay again, how many ſaw the child? An 
Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and my ſelf —— To 


And no one elſe but the deliver'd Empreſs. 
Aar. The Empreſs, the midwife, and your ſelf — 
Two may keep counſel, when the third's away: 
Go to the Empreſs, tell her, this I faid— [ He illi her, En. 


Week, — week | — ſo cries a pig, prepar'd to th' ſpit. t 
Dem. What mean'ſt thou, Aaron! wherefore didſt V 

thou this? 
Aar. O lord, Sir, tis a deed of policy: 1 
Shall ſhe live to betray this guilt of ours ? Sir 
A long-tongu'd babling goſlip ? no, lords, no. Loc 
And now be it known to you my full intent: Ter 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my country-man, | She 
His wife but yeſternight was brought to bed, Yo 
His child is like to her, fair as you are: | An 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, Ye 
And tell them both the circumſtance of all ; No 
And how by this their child ſhall be advanc'd, Ti 
| And be received for the Emp'ror's heir, And 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, The 
| To calm this tempeſt whirling in the Court; I x 
| And let the Emperor dandle him for his own. Tel 
E Hark ye, my lords, ye fee, I have given her phyſick; | An 
[+ And you muſt needs beſtow her funeral; Sha 
| The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : Ah 
This done, ſee, that you take no longer days, WI 
But fend the midwite preſently to me. On 


The midwiie and the nurſe well made away, 


Then 
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Then let the ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 
Chi. Aaron, I ſee, thou wilt not truſt the air 

With ſecrets. | | 
Dem. For this care of Tamora, | 

Her ſelf and hers are highly bound to thee. [ Exeunt. 
Aar. Now to the Goths, as ſwift as Swallow flies, 

There to diſpoſe this treaſure in my arms, | 

And ſecretly to greet the Empreſs? friends. 

Come on, you thick-lip'd flave, I bear you hence, 

For it is you that put us to our ſhifts; | 

I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots, 

And feed on curds and whey, and ſuck the goat, - 

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up h 

To be a warrior, and command a camp. LZxit. 


SCENE, à Street near the Palace. 


Enter Titus, ola Marcus, young Lucius, and other Gen- 
tlemen with bows ; and Titus bears the arrows with 
letters on the end of them. 


Tit, Come, Marcus, come; kinſmen, this is the way. 
Sir boy, now let me fee your archery. | 
Look, ye draw home enough, and 'tis there ſtraight ; 
Terras Airæa reliquit — be you remember'd, Marcus = 
She' gone, ſhe's fled— Sirs, take you to your tools; 

You, couſins, ſhall go ſound the ocean, 
And caſt your nets ; haply, you may find her in the ſea; 
Yet there's as little juſtice as at land | 
No, Publius and Sempronius; you muſt do it, 
'Tis you muſt dig with mattock and with ſpade, 
And pierce the inmoſt centre of the earth: 
Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 
I pray yougdleliver this petition, 
Tell him it is for juſtice, and for aid; 
And that it comes from old Andronicus, 
Shaken with ſorrows in ungrateful Rome. 
Ah, Rome — Well, well, I made thee miſerable, 
What time I threw the people's (uffrages 
On him, that thus doth tyrannize o'er me. 
| Oo Go, 
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8 Go, get you gone, and, pray, be careful all, 
And leave £ not a man of war unſearch'd; 
"This wicked Emperor may have ſhip'd her hence, 
And, kinſmen, then we may go pipe for juſtice. 
Mar. Oh Publius, is not this a heavy caſe, 
To ſee thy noble uncle thus diſtract ? 
Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 
By day and night t attend him carefully : 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget ſome careful remedy. 
Mar. Kinſmen, his ſorrows are paſt remedy, 
Join with the Gozhs, and with revengeſul war 
Take wreak om Rome for this ingratitude. 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 
Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my maſters, 
What, have you met with her ? ZW 
Pub. No, my good lord, but Pluto ſends you word, 
If you will have revenge from hell, you ſhall; 
Marry, for juſtice, ſhe is ſo employ'd, 
He thinks, with Jowve in heav'n, or ſomewhere elle ; 
So that perforce you muſt needs ſtay a time. 
Tit. Hedoth me wrong to feed me with delays, 
I'll dive into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. 
Marcus, we are but ſhrubs, no cedars we, 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops ſize ; 
But metal, Marcus, ſteel to th' very back; 
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear. 
And fith there is no juſtice in earth nor hell, 
We will ſollicit heav'n, and move the Gods, 
To ſend down juſtice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Come, to this gear; you're a good archer, Marcus. 
[ He gives them the arrows, 
Ad Jowen, that's for you —— here, ad Apollinem 
Ad Marten, that's for my ſelf; 
Here, boy, to Pallas here, to Mercury 
To Saturn and to Cælus not to Satur nine 
You were as gocd to ſhoot againſt the wind. 
To it, boy; Marcus — looſe when I bid: 
O' my word, I have written to effect, 


There's 
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There's not a God left unſollicited. 
Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the Court, 
We will*aflit the Emperor in his pride. [They /doot. 
Tit Now, maſters, draw ; oh, well faid, Lucius : 
Good boy, in Virgo's lap, give it Pallas. | 
Mar. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 
Tit. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haſt thou done? 
See, ſee, thou'ſt ſhot off one of Taurus horns. 
Mar. This was the ſport, my lord; when Publius ſhot, 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries ſuch a knock, 
That down fell both the ram's horns in the Court, 
And who ſhould find them but the Empreſs villain : 
She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he ſhould not chuſe 
But give them to his maſter for a preſent. 


Tit. Why, there it goes. God give your lordſhip joy l 
Enter a Clown with a basket and two pigeons, 


News, news from heav'n; Marcus, the poſt is come. 
dirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ? 
Shall I have juſtice, what ſays Fupiter? 

Chwn. Who? the gibbet-maker? he ſays, that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man muſt not be 
1 5 till the next week. | 

it. Tut, what ſays Jupiter, I ask thee ? 

Clown. Alas, Sir, I know not Jupiter, 

I never drank with him in all my life. 

Tit, Why, villain, art not thou the carrier? 

Clown. Ay, of my pigeons, Sir, nothing elſe. 

Tit. Why, didſt thou not come from heay*n ? 

Chwn. From heav'n ? alas, Sir, I never came there. 
God forbid, I ſhould be ſo bold to preſs into heav'n in 
my young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to 
the tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt 
my uncle and one of the Emperial's men. | 

Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ſerve for 


your oration, and let him deliver the pigeons to the Em- 
peror from you, | | 


L 3 Tit. 
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Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the Em- His 
peror with a grace ? 
Clown. Nay, truly, Sir, I could never ſay grace in I His 


all my life. o And 
Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado, See, 
But give your pigeons to the Emperor. | Thi: 
By me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands. Swe 
Hold, hold — mean while, here's mony for thy charges, MW Wh: 
Give mea pen and ink. : And 
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a ſupplication ? Ag 
Clown. Ay, Sir. | As v 


Fit. Then, here is a — for you: and when But 
vou come to him, at the firſt approach you muſt kneel, I Shal 
then kiſs his foot, then deliver up your pigeons, aud But 
then look for your reward. I'll be at hand, Sir; fee you MW In 8 


do it bravely. | He' 
Clown. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone. Cut 
Tit. Sirrah, haſt thou a knife ? come, let me ſee it. 7, 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration, | Lore 
For thou haſt made it like an humble ſuppliant ; Calr 
And when thou haft given it the Emperor, Th 
Knock at my door, and tell me, what he ſays. Wh 
Clwn. God be with you, Sir, I will. 5 And 
Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go. Publius, follow me. Tha 

f . : [Excunt, For | 

Od 8 Hig] 

SCENE, the Palace. But, 

Thy 


Euter Emperor and Empreſi, and her two ſons; the En- Ther 
peror brings the arraws in his hand, that Titus ot. 


Sat. HY 4 what wrongs are theſe ? was ever 
| 4 | 
An Emperor of Rome thus over-borne, 
Troubled, confronted thus, and for th* extent 
Of equal juſtice, us'd in ſuch contempt ? 

My lords, you know, as do the mightful Gods, 
(However the diſturbers of our peace 

Buz in the people's ears) there nought hath paſt, 
But even with law againſt the wiltul ſons 


Of 


— 


5 fa. 


5 
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Of old Andronicus. And what an if 

His ſorrows have ſo overwhelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his frenſie, and his bitterneſs ? - 

And now he writes to heav'n for his redreſs. , 
See, here's to owe, and this to Mercury, 

This to Apollo, this to the God of war: 

Sweet ſcrouls, to fly about the ſtreets of Rome ! 
What's this but libelling againſt the Senate, 
And blazoning our injuſtice ev'ry where ? 


A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ? 


As who would fay, in Rome no juſtice were. 

But if I live, his feigned eeſtaſies 

Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages : 

But he and his ſhall know, that Juſtice lives 

In Saturninus health; whom, if ſhe ſleep, 
He'll fo awake, as ſhe in fury ſhall | 

Cut off the proud'& conſpirator that lives. 

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 


Lord of my life, commander of my thought, 


Calm thee, and bear the faults of Trzus age, 

Th' effects of ſorrow for his valiant ſons, 

Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcarr'd his heart; 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 

Than proſecute the meaneſt, or the beſt, 

For theſe eontempts —— Why, thus it ſhall become 
High-witted Tamora to gloſe with all: 

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick, 


Thy life-blood out: if Aaron now be wiſe, 


Then is all ſafe, theanchor's in the port. [4fas. 


Enter Clæun. | 


How, now, good fellow, would'ſt thou ſpeak with us? 
Ch. Yea, forſooth, an your Miſterſhip be Emperial. + 
Tam. Empreſs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor. 

1 "Tis he: God and St. Stephen give you good- 
ven: 

I have brought you a letter and a couple of pigeons here. 

[ He reads the letter. 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him preſently. 
L 4 Clown, 
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Cloaun. How much money muſt I have? 

Tan. Come, firrah, thou muſt be hang'd. 

Clown. Hang'd! by'r lady, then J have brought up: 
neck to a fair end. 5 [Exit, 

Sat. Deſpightful and intolerable wrongs ! 
Shall I endure this monſtrous villany ? 
I know, from whence this ſame device proceeds: 
May this be borne ? as if his traiterous ſons, 
That dy'd by law for murther of our brother, 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully ? 
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair, 
Nor age nor honour ſhall ſhape privilege. 
For this proud mock I'll be thy ſl aughter- man; 
Sly frantick wretch, that holp'ſt to make me great, 
In hope thy ſelf ſhould govern Rome and me. 


Enter AXmilivs. (15) 


Sat. What news with thee, EÆmilius? [cauſe ; 
Emil. Arm, arm, my lords; Rome never had more 
The Goths have gather'd head, and with a Power 
Of high-reſolved men, bent to the ſpoil, 
They hither march amain, under the Conduct 
Of Lucius, ſon to old Andrenicus : | 
Who threats in courſe of his revenge to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 
Sat. Is warlike Lucius General of the Goth; ? 


(15} Eater Nuntius Æmilius.] Thus the old Books have de- 
ſerib'd this Character: and, I believe, 1 can account for the 
Formality, from the Ignorance of the Editors. In the Au- 
thor's Manuſcripr, 1 preſume, *twas writ, Enter Nuntius ; and 
they oblerving, that he is immediately call'd £m:liws, thought 
proper to give him his whole Title, and ſo clapp'd in Enter 
Nuntius Amilius. _—— Mr. Pepe has very critically follow'd 
them; and ought, methinks, to have given his new-adopted 
Citizen Nuntius a place in the Dramatis Perſone. If this Gen- 
tleman has diſcover'd any Roman Family, that had the Pre- 
nomen of Nuntis: ; it is a Secret, I date ſay, mote than Car:- 
fins, Diomedes Gramma'icus, Or the Faſti Capitolini, were evet 
acquainted withal. Si 4keſpcare meant no more than, Enter 
e/Emilius as a Meſſenger. | 

Theſe 
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Theſe Tidings nip me, and I hang the head 

As flowers with froſt, or graſs beat down with ſtorms. 

Ay, now begin our ſorrows to approach; 

„is he, the common people love ſo much: 

My {elf hath often over-heard them ſay, 

(When I have walked like a private man) 

That Lucius baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wiſh'd, that Lucius were their Emperor. 
Tam. Why ſhould you fear? is not our city ſtrong ? 
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius, 

And will revolt from me, to ſuccour him. 

Tam, King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name. 

Is the ſun dim'd, that = do fly in it? 

The eagle ſuffers little birds to fing, g 

And is not careful what they mean thereby, 

Knowing, that with the ſhadow of his wings 

He can at pleaſure ſtint their melody; 

Even ſo may ſt thou the giddy men of Rome. 

Then cheer thy ſpirit, for know, thou Emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicus 

With words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous, 

Than baits to fiſh, or honey-ſtalks to ſheep :. 

When as the one 1s wounded with the bait, 

The other rotted. with delicious food. 

Sat. But he will not intreat his ſon for us. 
Tam. If Tamora intreat him, then he will: 

For I can ſmooth, and fill his aged ear 

With golden promiſes ; that were his heart 

Almoſt impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet ſhould both ear and heart obey my tongue. 

Go thou before as our embaſſador ; [To Emilius. 

Say, that the Emperor requeſts a parley 

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting, 

Sat. Anmilius, do this meſſage honourably ; 

And if he ſtand on hoſtage for his ſafety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him beſt. 
mil. Your bidding ſhall I do effeQually. [ Exit. 
Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus, | 

And temper him, with all the art I have, 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Gotbs. 
| 3 And 
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And now, ſweet Emperor, be blith again, 


And bury all thy fear in my devices. 
Sat. Then go ſucceſsfully, and plead to him. [Exe, 
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V. 


SCENE, A Camp, at 4 ſmall diſtance 
from Rome, | 


Enter Lucius with Goths, with drum and ſoldiers, 


Lucivs. 


PPROVED warriors, and my faithful friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which fignifie, what hate they bear their Em- 
Þ'ror, | 

And how Ane of our ſight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witneſs, 
Imperious and impatient of your wrongs ; 
And wherein Rome hath done you any ſcathe, 
Let him make treble ſatisfaction. | 

Goth. Brave flip, ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
(Whoſe name was once our terror, now our comfort,) 
Whoſe high exploits and honourable deeds 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 
Be bold in us; we'll follow, where thou lead'ft : 
Like ftinging bees in hotteſt ſummer's day, 
Led by their maſter to the flower'd fields, 
And be aveng*d on curſed Tamora. 

Omn. And, as he faith, ſo ſay we all with him. 

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here, led by a luſty Goth? 


Enter a Goth leading Aaron, awith his child in 


his Arms. 


Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I ftray'd 


Te 
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To upon a ruinous monaſtery : 
Fe wy — did fix mine eye 
Upon the waſted building, ſuddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall; 
I made unto the noiſe, when ſoon J heard 
The crying babe controul'd with this diſcourſe: 
peace, tawny ſlave, half me and half thy dam, 
« Did not thy Hue bewray whoſe brat thou art, 
« Had Nature lent thee but thy mother's look, 
« Villam, thou might'ſt have been an Emperor: 
« But where the bull and cow are both milk-white,. - 
They never do beget a cole-black calf; 
« Peace, villain, peace! (ev'n thus he rates the babe) 
For I muſt bear thee to a truſty Goth; 
« Who, when he knows thou art the Empreſs babe, 
“% Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's fake.” 
With this, my weapon drawn, I ruſh'd upon him, 
Surpriz d him ſuddenly, and brought him hither, 
To uſe as you think needful of the man. 
Luc. O worthy Gath, this is th' incarnate Devil, 
That robb'd Azdronicus of his good hand; 
This is the Pearl that pleas'd your Empreſs' eye, 
And here's the baſe fruit of his burning luſt. | 
Say, wall-ey'd flave, whither would'ſt thou convey: 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 
Why doſt not ſpeak? what! deaf? no! not a word ? 
A halter, ſoldiers; hang him on this tree, 
And by his fide his fruit of baſtardy. 
Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the fire for ever being good. 
Firſt, hang the child, that he may ſee it ſprawl, 
A ſight to vex the father's ſoul withal. | 
Get me a ladder. (16) Aar. 


(16) Aar. Get me a Ladder. Lucius, ſave the child.] All the 
printed Editions have given this whole Verſe to Aaron. But 
way ſhould the Meer here ask for a Ladder, who earneſtly 
wanted to have his Child ſav'd? Unleſs the Poet is ſuppos'd 
to mean for Aaron, that, if they would get him a Ladder, he 
would reſolutely hang himſelf out of the way, ſo they would: 


ſpare: 
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Aar. Lucius, fave the child, 

And bear it from me to the Empereſs; 

If thou do this, I'll ſhew thee wond'rous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to hear; 

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 

I'll ſpeak no more; but Vengeance rot you all! 

Luc. Say on, and if it pleaſe me which thou ſpeak'ſt, 
Thy child ſhall live, and I will ſee it nouriſh'd. 

Aar. An if it pleaſe thee? why, aſſure thee, Lucius, 
*Twill vex thy ſoul to hear what I ſhall ſpeak; 
For I muſt talk of murthers, rapes and maſſacres, 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 

Complots of miſchief, treaſon, villanies, 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteouſly perform'd : 
And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 
Unleſs thou ſwear to me, my child ſhall live. 
Luc. Tell on thy mind; I ſay, thy child ſhall live. 
Aar. Swear, that he ſhall ; and then I will begin. 

Luc. . ſhould I ſwear by? thou believ'ſt no 
That granted, how can'f thou believe an oath ? 

Aar. What if I do not! as, indeed, I do not; 
Yet, for I know thou art religious, 
And haſta thing within thee called Conſcience, 
With twenty popiſh tricks and ceremonies 
Which I have ſeen thee careful to obſerve : 
Therefore I urge thy oath ; (for that, I know, 
An idiot holds his bauble for a God, 
And keeps the oath, which by that God he ſwears, 

To that I'll urge him ;) —— therefore thou ſhalt vow 

By that ſame God, what God ſoe'er it be, 
That thou ador'ſt and haſt in reverence, 
To fave my boy, nouriſh and bring him up ; 
Or elſe I will diſcover nought to thee. 

fyc. Even by my God I ſwear to thee, I will. 


pare the Child, But, I much rather ſuſpect, there is an old 
Error in prefixing the Names of the Perſons 3 and that Lucius 
ought to call for the Ladder, and then Aarau very propetly 
eaticats of Lucius to ſave the Child. 


Aar. 
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Aar. Firſt, know thou, I begot him on the Empreſs. 


Luc. O moſt infatiate, luxurious, woman ! | 
Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of charity, . 

To That which thou ſhalt hear of me anon. 

'Twas her two ſons, that murder'd Ba/fanus ; | 

They cut thy ſiſter's tongue, and raviſh'd her, 

And cut her hands, and trim'd her as thou ſaw'll. 
Luc. Oh, deteſtable villain ! call thou That trim- 

ing ? | 

Aar. Why, ſhe was waſhed, and cut, and trim'd ; 

And 'twas trim ſport for them that had the doing of't. 
Luc. Oh, barb'rous beaſtly villains like thy ſelf! 
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to inſtruct them: 

That codding ſpirit had they from their mother, 

As ſure a card as ever won the ſet; 

That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me, 

As true a dog as ever fought at head; 

Well ; let my deeds be witneſs of my worth, 

I train'd thy brethren to that guileſul hole, 

Where the dead corps of Baſſianus lay: 

I wrote the letter that thy father found, 

And hid the gold within the letter mention'd ; 

Confed' rate with the Queen, and her two ſons. 

And what not done, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, 

Wherein I had no ſtroke of miſchief in't ! 

I plaid the cheater for thy father's hand, 

And when I had it, drew my ſelf apart, 

And almoſt broke my heart with extream laughter, 

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, 

When for his hand he had his two ſons' heads; 

Beheld his tears, and laugh'd fo heartily, 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his : 

And when I told the Empreſs of this ſport, 

She ſwooned almolt at my pleaſing Tale, 

And for my tidings gave me twenty kiſſes. 


Goth, What! can'ſt thou ſay all this, and never bluſh! 


Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the Saying is. 

Luc. Art thou not ſorry for theſe heinous 11 ? 

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 
Ev'n now I curſe the day (and yet, I think, 


Few 
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Few come within the compaſs of my curſe) _ Un 
Wherein I did not ſome notorious IIl, | Ant 
As kill a man, or elſe deviſe his death; | 
Raviſh a maid, or plot the way to do it ; 8 
Accuſe ſome innocent, and forfwear my ſelf; | | 
Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 
Make poor Men's cattle break their necks ; 
| Set fire on barns and hay-ſtacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears : 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, An 
And fet them upright at their dear friends | oy To 
Ev'n when their ſorrow almoſt was forgot; Kn 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, Te 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, | Te 
Let not your ſorrow die, though I am dead, | Ar 
Tut, I have done a thoufand drea dil things, 
As willingly as one would kill a fly: 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, Is 
But that I cannot do ten thouſand more. TI 
Luc. Bring down the devil, for he muſt not die A 
So ſweet a death, as hanging preſently. Y 
Aar. If there be devils, would I were a devil, Se 
To live and burn in ever-laſting fire, | A 
So I might have your company in hell, | 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue! 
Luc. Sirs, ſtop his mouth, and let him ſpeak no more. 


Enter Amilius. 


' Goth. My lord, there is a meſſenger from Rome 
Deſires to be admitted to your preſence. 
Luc. Let him come near 
Welcome, Æmilius, what's the news from Rome? 
LEmil. Lord Lucius, and you Princes of the Goth:, 
The Roman Emperor greets you all by me; | 
And, for he underſtands you are in arms, 
He craves a parley at your father's houſe, 
Willing you to demand your hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately deliver'd. 
Goth. What ſays our General ? | 
Luc. Æmilius, let the Emperor give his pledges 
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Unto my father and my uncle Marcus, : 
And we will come: march away. a [Zxtunt. 


SCENE changes to Titus's Palace in Rome. 


Enter Tamora, Chiron and Demetrius, diſguis'd. 


Tam. HUS, in theſe ſtrange and fad habiliments, 
I will encounter with 4ndronicus: - 
And fay, I am Revenge fent from below, 
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs 2 
Knock at the Study, where, they ſay, he keeps, 
To ruminate ftrange plots of dire revenge; 
Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him, 
And work confufton on his enemies. 
| : [ They Anock, and Titus appears above. 
Tit. Who doth moleft my contemplation ? 
Is it your trick to make me ope the door, 
That ſo my ſad decrees may fly away, 
And all my ſtudy be to no effect? 
You are deceiv'd; for what I mean to do, 
See, here in bloody lines I have ſet down; 
And what is written, ſhall be executed. 
Jam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 
Tit. No, not a word: how can I grace my Talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it that accord? 
Thou haſt the odds of me, therefore no more. 
Tam. If thou did'ſt know me, thou wouldſt talk 
with. me. | 15 
Tit. T am not mad; I know thee well enough; 
Witneſs this wretched ſtump, theſe crimſon lines, 
Witneſs theſe trenches, made by grief and care, 
Witneſs the tiring day and heavy night; 
Witneſs all ſorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud Empreſs, mighty Tamora: 
Is not thy Coming for my other hand ? 
Tam. Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamera ; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend; 
Jam Revenge, ſent from th' infernal Kingdom, 
Io eaſe the gnawing Vulture of thy un 
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By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
Come down, and welcome me to this world's light ; 
Confer with me of murder and of death ; 

There's not a hollow cave, nor lurking place, 

No vaſt obſcurity, or miſty vale, | 

Where bloody Murder or deteſted Rape 

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out ; 

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 

Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake. 
Tit. Art thou Revenge? and art thou ſent to me, 

To be a torment to mine enemies ? | See, 
Tam. I am; therefore come down, and welcome me. 
Tit. Do me ſome ſervice, ere I come to thee: 


Lo, by thy ſide where Rape, and Murder, ſtands ; 7 
Now give ſome ſurance that thou art revenge, Wel 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot-wheels Rap 
And then I'll come and be thy waggoner, | Hox 
And whirl along with thee about the globes : | We 
Provide two proper Palfries black as jet, Cor 
To hale thy vengeful waggon ſwift away, For 
And find out murders in their guilty caves. But 
And when thy car is loaden with their heads, Ani 
I will diſmount, and by thy waggon-wheel It \ 
Trot like a ſervile foot-man all day long By 


Even from Ayper:on's riſing in the eaſt, f 
Until his very downfal in the ſea. | 
And day by day I'll do this heavy task, | 


So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there. | | Ar 
Tam, Theſe are my miniſters, and come with me. f 
Tit. Are they thy miniſters? what are they call'd ? A 
Tom. Rapine and Murder ; therefore called ſo, 

*Cauſe they. take vengeance on ſuch kind. of men. A 
Tit. Good lord, how like the Empreſs' ſons they are, W G 

And you the Empreſs! but we worldly men G 

Have miſerable and miſtaking eyes: T) 

O ſweat Revenge, now do I come to thee, G 

And if one arm's embracement will content thee, G 

Iwill embrace thee in it by and by. T 
| [Exit Titus from abah V 


Tam. 


of 
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Tam. This cloſing with him fits his lunacy. 
Whate'er I forge to feed his brain-ſick fits, 

Do you uphold, and maintain in your ſpeech, 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ; 

And, being credulous in this mad thought, 

I'll make him ſend for Lucius, his ſon : 

| And whilſt I at a banquet hold him ſure, 

I'll find ſome cunning practice out of hand, 

To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Goths, 

Or, at the leaſt, make them his enemies: 

Sec, here he comes, and I muſt ply my theme. 


Enter Titus. 


Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee: 

Welcome, dread fury, to my woful houſe; 
Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too : 
How like the Empreſs and her ſons you are! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor ; 
Could not all hell afford you ſuch a devil? 
For, well I wot, the Empreſs never wags, 
But in her company there is a Moor; 

And would you repreſent our Queen aright, 
It were convenient you had ſuch a devil: 
But welcome, as you are: what ſhall we do! 

Tam. What wouldſt thou have us do, Andronicus 

Dem. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him. 

Chi. Shew me a villain, that has done a rape, 

And I am ſent to be reveng'd on him. | 

Tam. Shew me a thouſand, that have done thee wrong; 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit. Look round about the wicked ſtreets of Rome, 
And when thou find'ft a man that's like thy ſelf, 
Good Murder, ſtab him; he's a murderer. 

Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap 

To find another that is like to thee, as 
Good Rapine, ſtab him; he is a raviſher. 

Go thou with them, and in the Emperor's Court 
There is a Queen attended by a Moor; 

Well may'ſ thou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down ſhe doth reſemble thee ; 


I pray 
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| LY thee, do an them ſome violent death ; 
They have been violent to me and mine. | 
Tam. Well haſt thou leſſon'd us, this ſhall we do. 
But would it pleaſe thee, good Ardronicus, | 
To ſend for Lacizs thy thrice-valiant ſon, 
Who leads tow'rds Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid him come and banquet at thy houſe. 
When he is here, even at thy ſolemn feaſt, 
I will bring in the Emprefs and her ſons, 
The Emperor himſelf, and all thy foes ; 
And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoop and knee, 
And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry heart : 
What fays Andronicus to this device? | 
Tit. Marcus, my brother! — tis fad Titus calls: 


Enter Marcus. 


Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius; 

Thou ſhalt enquire him out among the Goths : 

Bid him repair to me: and bring with him 

Some of the chiefeſt Princes of the Goths; 

Bid him encamp his Soldiers where they are; 

Tell him, the Emperor and the Empreſs too 

Feaſt at my houſe, and he ſhall feaſt with them; 
Inis do thou for my ib Ve, and io iet him, 

As he regards his aged father's life. 


Mar. This will I do, and ſoon return again. [ Exit. 


Tam. Now will I hence about my buſineſs, 
And take my miniſters along with me. 

Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with me ; 
Or elſe I'll call my brother back again, 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. | ; 

Tam. What ſay you, boys, will you abide with him, 
Whiles I go tell my lord, the Emperor, | 
How I have govern'd our determin'd jeſt ? 
Yield to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 
And tarry with him 'till I come again. | 

Tit. I know them all, tho' they ſuppoſe me mad ; 
And wilt o'er-reach them in their own devices : 
A pair of curſed hell-hounds and their dam. [4fiae. 
Den. Madam, depart at pleaſure, leave us here. 


Tam, 


St 
I: 


8 
] 
( 
| 


TITUS AnDRONICUS 239 
Tam. Farewel, Andronicus; Revenge now 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tamora. 
Tit. I know, thou doft; and, ſweet Revenge, farewel. 
Chi. Tell us, old man, how ſhall we be employ'd? 
Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. 
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine! 


Enter Publius and Servarts. 


Pub. What is your will? 
Tit. Know ye thefe two ? 
Pub. The Empreſs ſons, 

I take them, Chiron, and Demetrius. | 
Tit. F ie, Publius, fie! thou art too much deceiv'd, 

The one is Murder, Rape is th* other's name; 

And therefore bind them, gentle Publius; 

Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them; 

Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 

And now I find it, therefore bind them ſure. 
Chi. Villains, forbear ; we are the Empreſs ſons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded, 

Stop cloſe their mouths ; let them not ſpeak a word. 

Is he fure bound? look, that ye bind them faſt. 


Euter Titus Andronicus <vith a Knife, and Lavinia 
with a Baſon. x 


77t. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are bound; 
Sirs, top their mouths, let them not ſpeak to me, 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter. 
Oh, villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! 
Here ſtands the ſpring whom you have ſtain'd with mud, 
This goodly ſummer with your winter mixt : 
You kill'd her husband, and for that vile fault 
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death ; 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jeſt ; - 
Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and That more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her ſpotleſs Chaſtity, 
Inhuman traitors, you conftrain'd and forc'd. 
What would ye ſay, if I ſhould let you ſpeak ? | [ 
Villains! — for ſhame, you could not beg for grace. 1 


Hark, 


LY 


| ( 
260 Tirvs AnDrRONicvus. 


Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet js left to cut your throats, | 
Whilſt that Lavinia twixt her ſtumps doth hold 
The baſon, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your mother means to feaſt with me, 
And calls her ſelf Revenge, and thinks me mad 
Hark, villains, I will grind your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it Ill make a paſte ; 
And of the paſte a coflin will I rear, 
And make two paſties of your ſhameful heads; 
And bid that ſtrumpet, your unhallow'd dam, 
Like to the earth, ſwallow her own increaſe. 
This is the feaſt that I have bid her to, 
And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on ; 
For worſe than Philomel you us'd my daughter, 
And worſe than Procze I will be reveng'd. 
And now prepare your throats : Lavinia, come, 
Receive the blood; and, when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder ſmall, 
And with this hateful liquor temper it ; | 
And in that paſte let their vile heads be bak'd. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet, which I wiſh might prove 
More ſtern and bloody than the Centaur, feaſt. 

[ He cuts their throats. 
So, now bring them in, for I'll play the cook, 
And ſee them ready gainſt the mother comes. ¶ Exeunt, 


Evter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths with Aaro 
Priſoner. | 


Luc. Uncle Marcus, ſince it is my father's mind 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. | 
Goth. And ours with thine, befall what fortune will. 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accurſed devil; 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
"Till he be brought unto the Emp'ror's face, 
For teſtimony of theſe foul proceedings; 
And ſee, the ambuſh of our friends be ſtrong ; 
I fear, the Emperor means no good to us. 


Aar. 
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Aar. Some devil whiſper curſes in my ear, 8 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my ſwelling heart! 

Luc. Away, inhuman dog, unhallow'd ſlave. 
Exeunt Goths with Aaron. 


Girs, help our uncle to convey him in. [ Flour iſb. 
The trumpets ſhew, the Emperor is at hand. 


Sound* trumpets. Enter Emperor and Empreſs, avith 
Tribunes and others, © 


dat. What, hath the firmament more ſuns than one? 
Luc. What boots it thee to call thy ſelf a Sun ? ; 
Mar. _— Emperor, and Nephew, break the 
rley ; | 
Theſe — muſt be quietly debated: 
The feaſt is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain'd to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome: 
Pleaſe you therefore draw nigh and take your places. 
Sat. Marcus, we will. | [ Hautboys. 


A Table brought in. Enter Titus like a Cook, placing 


the meat on the Table, and Lavinia wvith a veil over 


her face. 


Tit, Welcome, my gracious lord; welcome, dread 
Queen, 5 | 

Welcome, ye warlike Goths, welcome, Lucius, 
And welcome, all; although the cheer be poor, 
"Twill fill your ſtomachs, pleaſe you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus ? 

Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 
| To entertain your Highneſs, and your Empreſs. 

Tam. We are beholden to you, good Andronicas. 

Tit. And if your Highneſs knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the Emperor, reſolve me this; 
Was it well done of raſh Virginius, 
To flay his daughter with his owa right-hand, 
Becauſe ſhe was enforc'd, ftain'd, and deflour'd ? 

Sat, It was, Andronicus. 


Tit. 
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Tit. Vour reaſon, mighty lord? 
Sat. Becauſe the girl ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame. 
And by her preſence ſtill renew his ſorrows. g 

Tit. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and effectual, 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 

For me, moſt wretched, to perform the like: 

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee, 

And with thy ſhame thy father's ſorrow die ! | 
DU SOT 42 | [He kills her. 
Sat. What haſt thou done, unnatural and unkind > 
Tit. non her, for whom my tears have made me 

nd. 

J am as woful as Virginius was, 

And have a thouſand times more cauſe than he 

To do this outrage. And it is now done. | 
Sat. Far hy was ſhe raviſh'd? tell, who did the 

eed ? REST 

Tit. we pleaſe you eat, will't pleaſe your Highneſs 

? 

Tam. Why haſt thou ſlain thine only daughter thus ? 

Tit. Not I, *twas Chiron and Demetrius. 

They raviſh'd her, and cut away her tongue, 

And they, twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us preſently. 

71. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye, 

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed ; 

Eating the fleſh, that ſhe her ſelf hath bred. 

- "Tis true, 'tis true; witneſs, my knife's ſharp point. 

5 [He flabs the Empreſs. 

Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accurſed deed. 

[He flabs Titus. 

Luc. Can the ſon's eye behold his father bleed ? 

There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 
[Lucius abs the Emperor. 

Mar. You ſad-fac'd men, people and ſons of Rome, 
By uprore ſever'd, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter'd by winds and high tempeſtuous guſts, 
Oh, let me teach you how to knit again 
This ſcatter'd corn into one mutual ſheaf, 
Theſe broken limbs again into one body. 


Goth. 


0 
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Goth. Let Rome her ſelf be Bane unto her ſelf ; 
And ſhe whom mighty Kingdoms curtſie to, 
Like a forlorn and deſperate caſt-away, 
Do ſhameful execution on her ſelf. 
Mar. But if = froſty ſigns and chaps of age, 
Grave witneſſes of true experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend niy words, 
Speak, Rome's dear friend; as erſt our Anceſtor, | 
| [To Lucius; 
When with his ſolemn tongue he did diſcourſe 
To love-ſick Dido's ſad attending ear, 
The ſtory of that baleful burning Night, 
When ſubtile Gree&4s ſurpriz'd Kin Priam's Trey: 
Tell us, what Sinon hat bewitch d our ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal * in, 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. 
My heart is not compact of flint, nor ſteel ; 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 
But floods of tears will drown: my oratory, 
And break my very utt'rance; even in the time 
When it ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 
Lending your kind commiſeration. 
Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale, 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him ſpeak. 
Luc, Then, noble Auditory, be it known to you, 
That curſed Chiron and Demetrius | 
Were they, that murdered our Emperor's brother ; 
And they it were, that raviſhed our fiſter : | 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded, 
Our father's tears deſpis'd, and baſe!y cozen'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out, 
And fent her enemies into the grave. 
Laſtly, my ſelf unkindly baniſhed, 
The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies; 
Who Lens their enmity in my true tear, 
And op'd their arms t' embrace me as a friend: 
And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you, 
That have preſerv'd her welfare in my blood, 
And from her boſom took the enemy's point, 
| Sheathing 
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Sheathing the ſteel in my advent'rous body. 

Alas! —— you know, I am no vaunter, 1 

My ſcars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 

That my report is juſt, and full of truth. 

But, ſoft, methinks, I do digreſs too much, 

Citing my worthleſs praiſe : oh, pardon me, 

For when no friends are by, men praiſe themſelves. 
Mar. Now is my tongue to ſpeak : behold this child, 

Of this was Tamora delivered; 3 

The iſſue of an irreligious Moor, | 

Chief architect and plotter of theſe woes; 

The villain is alive in Tztus houſe, (17) 

Damn'd as he is, to witneſs this is true. 

Now judge, what cauſe had Titus to revenge 

Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt patience, 

Or more than any living man could bear. | 

Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you, Roman? 

Have we done aught amiſs ? ſhew us wherein, 

And from the place where you behold us now, 

The poor remainder of Androxicus, 

We'll hand in hand all head-long caſt us down, 

And on the ragged ſtones beat out our brains, 

And 22 a —_— ea of our Houſe :. 4 

Speak, Romans, 3 if you ſay, we ſhall, 

| 22 in had} Lads and P wil EI 
Em. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 

And bring our Emperor gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our Emperor: for, well I know, 

The common voice do cry, it ſhall be fo. 


(17) The Villain is alive in Titus? hoyſe, 

And as he is, to witneſs this is true.} The Villain alive, and 
as he is, ſurely, can never be right, The Manuſcript muſt 
have been obſcure and blindly writ, ſo that the firſt Editors 
could not make out the Word, which 1 have ventur'd to re- 
ſtore. The Fpithet, I have replac'd, admirably ſorts with the 
Moor's CharaQer: and Lucius uſes it again, ſpeaking of him 
at the Concluſion of the Play, | 

See juſtice done on Aaron that damned Aſoor, : 
Beſides, damn'd as he i — is a Mode of Expreſſion familiat 
with cur Author, 

| Mar. 
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Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal Emperor 

Go, go, into old Tims ſorrowful houſe, 

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 

To be adjudg'd {ome direful ſlaughtering death; 

As puniſhment for his moſt wicked life. 

Lucius, all hail, Rome's gracious governour ! 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans : may I govern ſo, 
To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe! 
But, gentle people, give me aim a while, x 
For nature-puts me to a heavy task : 

Stand all aloof ; but, Uncle, draw you near, 

To ſhed obſequious tears upon this Trunk 
Oh, take this warm kiſs on thy pale cold lips, 
Theſe ſorrowfu. drops upon thy blood-ſtain'd face 
The laſt true duties of thy noble Son. 11 

Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lis 
O, were the ſum of theſe: that I ſhould pay 
Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them ! 
Luc. Come hither, boy; come, come, and learn of us 
Ie melt in ſhowers; thy grandſire lov'd thee well; 
Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee: 
Sung thee aſleep, his loving breaft thy pillow : 
Many: a matter hath he told to the, 

Meet and agreeing with thy infancy ; | 

In that reſpect then, like a loving child, 
Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender ſpring, 
Becauſe kind nature doth require it ſo; 

Friends ſhould aſſociate friends, in grief and woe : 
Bid him farewel, commit him to the grave; 

Do him that kindneſs, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O grandſire, grandfire ! ev'n with all my heart, 
Would I were dead, ſo you did live again — 

O lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping — 
My tears will choak me, if I ope my mouth. 


Enter Romans «<vith Aaron. 


Rom. You fad Andronici, have done with woes: 
Give ſentence on this exccrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of theſe dire events, 


Vor. VI. NI * 
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Luc. Set him breaſt · deep in earth, and famiſh him: 
There let him ſtand, and rave and cry for food: 

If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the offence he dies: this is our doom. 
Some ſtay to ſee him faſtned in the earth. 

Aar. O, why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb! 
I am no baby, I, that with baſe prayers 
I ſhould repent the evil I have done: 

Ten thouſand worſe, than ever yet I did, 
Would I perform, if I might have my will : 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my very ſoul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the Emp'ror hence, 
And give him burial in his father's grave. 
My father and Lavinia ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our Houſhold's Monument : 

As for that heinous tygreſs Tamora, 

No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds, 
No mournful bell ſhall ring her burial; 8 
But throw her forth to beaſts and birds of prey : 

Her life was beaſt-like, and devoid of pity ; 

And, being ſo, ſhall have like want of pity. 

See juſtice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor, 

From whom our heavy haps had their beginning ; 
Then, afterwards, we'll order well the State; 

That like events may ne'er it ruinate. ¶ Exeunt omnes. 
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DUN CAN, King of Scotland. 
Malcolm, 


Donalbain, 5 Sons to the King. 
— $ Generals * tht King's Army. 


7 29 


Macduff, f 
1 Noblemen F Scotland. 
Angus, 


Cathneſs, * % | # 
Fleance, Son to Banquo. | A 
Siward, General of the Engliſh 3 
Young Siward, his Son. 
Seyton, an Officer attending on Macbeth. 
Son to Macduff. 

Doctor. | 


Lady Macbeth. 

Lady Macduff. 

Gentlewomen, attending en Lady Macbeth. 
Hecare, and three other Witches. 


goes 


Lordi, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers and Attendants, 
22 8 The Ghef of Banquo, and ſe eral other Apparitions. 
CHES E, in the End of the fourth Act, hes in 


land; through the 7 of . the Play, in "Scot 
jad; and, chiefly, at acdeth's Caſile. 
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SCE N E, an open Place. 


Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches, 
| "I WIr o R. | 
VA HEN ſhall we three meet again? 


In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 
2 Witch. When the- os Cas 
| done, 
When the Battle's loſt and won. 
3 Witch, That will be ere Set of Sun. 
1 Witch. Where the place? 
2 Witch. Upon the heath. 
3 Witch. There I 5 to meet Macherh. 
1 Witch. I come, I come, Grimalk;n, emu 
2 Witch. Padocke calls — anon | 
All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair, 
Hover ooge the fog and filthy air. 


[149 rife from the fake, and fy away. 


\ 


© $CENE 


2% | The Naeh N Mae TA. 


— — ; — — — 


| J 8 C E N E changes 0 the Palace at F oris. 


Euter King „ Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, 80775 


attendants, meeting a bleeding Captain. 
King. W HAT 8 man is that? he can report, 
| As ſeemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newelt ſtate. ws A 
Mal. This is the Serjeant, 5 
Who like a good and hardy ſoldier fought 


*Gainſt my captivity. Hail, hail, brave friend! 


Say to the King the knowledge of the broil, 
As thou didſt leave it. 
Cap. Doubtful long it ſtoodz _ 
As two ſpent ſwimmers that do Cling together, 
And choak their Art: the mercileſs Macdone! 
(Worthy to be a Rebel; for to That 
The multiplying villanies of nature | 
Do ſwarm upon him) from the weſtern iſles 
Of Kernes and Ga/low-glafſes was ſupply'd ; 
And fortune, on his damned quarry fniling, 
Shew'd like a rebel's whore. But all too weak: 
For brave Macbeth (well he deſerves that name) 
Diſdaining fortune, with his brandiſht ſteel 
Which ſmoak'd with bloody execution, 
Like Valcur's Minion carved out his paſſage, 
»Till he had fac'd the ſlave; . 
Who ne' er ſhook hands nor bid farewel to him, 
»Till he unſeam'd him from the nave to th' chops, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlement. 
King. Oh, valiant Couſin! worthy Gentleman! 
Cap. As whence the ſun gins his reflection, 
1 


Sh n ſtorms and direful thunders break; 
80 


rom that Spring, whence Comfort ſeem'd to come, (1) 
a, | | Diſ- 

(1) So from that Spring, whence Comfort ſeem*d to come, 
Diſcomfort ſwelPd.) I have not diſturb'd the Text here, as 
the Senſe does not abſolutely require it; tho Dr, Thirlby pre- 
ſcribes a very ingenious aud eaſie Correction: 


AY: 


A Cannons overcharg' d with double cracks.] Cannons over- 
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Diſcomfort ſwell'd. Mark, King of Scotland, mark ; 
No ſooner Juſtice had, with valour arm'd, | 
Compell'd theſe skipping Kernes to truſt their heels; 
But the Noraweyan lord, ſurveying vantage, 

With furbiſht arms and new ſupplies of men 
n a freſh aſſault, 

Ling. Diſmay'd not this 
Our Captains, Macbeth and Banguo? 

Cap. Ves, | 
As ſparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 
If I fay ſooth, I muſt report, they were 
As cannons overcharg'd ; with double cracks, (2) 
So they redoubled ſtroaks upon the foe : 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 
Or memorize another Go/gotha, ; 
I cannot tell. 
But J am faint, my gaſhes cry for help. 

King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds: 
They ſmack of honour both. Go, get him ſurgeons. 


Enter Roſſe and Angus. 


But who comes here? 


Mal. The worthy Thane of Roſje. - 
Len. What haſte looks through his eyes ? 


So ſhould he look, that ſeems to ſpeak things ſtrange. 


Roſſe. God fave the King! 


King. Whence cam'ſt thou, worthy Thane ? 
Rofſe. From Fife, great King, 


Where the Norweyan Banners flout the sky, 


And fan our people cold. 
Norway, himſelf with numbers terrible, (z) 


Aſſiſted 


So from that Spring, whence Cemfem ſiemꝰ d to come, 
Diſcomforts well'd. 


i. e. ſtream'd, flow'd forth: a Word that peculiarly agrees 


with the N of a Spring. The Original is Anglo-Saxon 


peallian, ſcatwrife ; which very well expreſſes the Diffuſion and 


Scattering of Water from its Head. : 


(2) — 1 muſt report they were 


I.” charg'd 
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Aſſiſted by that moſt diſloyal traitor 
The Thane of Cawdor, gan a diſmal conflict. 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapt in proof, (4) 
Confronted him with 3 | 

Point againſt point rebellious, arm 'gainſt arm, 

_ Curbing his laviſh ſpirit. To conclude, 

The victory fell on us. f 
King. Great happineſs ! Ov | 
Ree. Now Seweno, Norway's King, craves compo. 

tion: | ; 

Nor would we deign him burial of his men, 
Till he disburſed, at Saint Colmes- ill iſie, 
Ten thouſand dollars, to our gen' ral uſe. | 

King. No more that Thane of Cawdor ſhall deceive 
Our boſom int'reſt, Go, pronounce his death; 
And with his former Title greet Macbeth. 

Roſſe. I'll ſee it done. 

King. What he hath loſt, noble Macbeth hath won. 

| | 3-2 [ Exeunt, 


* 


charg'd with Cracks 1 have no Idea of: My Pointing, I think, 
gives the eaſie and natural Senſe, Macbeth and Banque were 
like Cannons overcharg'd; why? becauſe they redoubled 
Strokes on the Foe with twice the Fury, and Impetuoſity, as 
before. : 

(3) Norway himſelf, with Numbers terrible, | 

Aſſiſted by that, & c.] Norway himfelf aſſiſted, &c. is a Read- 
ing we owe to the Editors, not to the Poet. That Energy and 
Contraſt of Expreſſion are loft, which my Pointing reſtores. 
The Senſe is, Norway, who was in himſelf terrible by his own 
Numbers, when aſſiſted by Cawdor, became yet more terrible, 

(4) Till that Bellona's Bridegroom, lapt in Proof, 

' Confronted him with ſelf- Compariſons, 
Point againſt point, rebellious arm gainſt arm, 

Curbing his laviſh Spirit. } Here again We are to quarrel 
with the Tranſpoſition of an innocent Comma; which how- 
ever becomes dangerous to Senſe, when in the Hands either of 
a careleſs or ignorant Editor, Let us ſee who is it, that brings 
- this rebellious Arm? Why, it is BeHona's Bridegroom: and 
who is He, but Macbeth. We can never believe, our Author 
meant any thing like This. My Regulation of the Pointing 
_ reſtores the true Meaning; that the loyal Macbeth confronted 
the diſloy al Cawdor, arm to aim. SCENE 


2 


I Viich. HE RE haſt thou been, fiſter ? 


I'll do— I'll do — and I'll do. 


| Macbeth doth come 


3 
* 
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— 8E N E changes to the Heath. 
Wunder. Enter the ebres Witches. 


2 Witch, Killing ſwine. 
3 Witch. Siſter, where thou ? 
1 Witch. A ſailor's wife had cheſnuts in her lap, 
And mouncht, and aneh, and mouncht. 8 me, 
quoth I. | 
Aroint thee, witch! — the; rump-fed ronyon cries. | 
Her husband's to Aleppo gone, maſter o th Tyger : 
But in a fieve I'll thither fail, | 
And like a rat without a tail, 


2 Witch, T'll give thee a wind. 
1 Witch. Thou art kind. 
3 Witch. And I another. 
1 Witch. I my ſelf have all the other, 
And the very. points they blow; 
All the quarters that they know, 
Ith* ſhip-man's card. 
J will drain him dry as hay; 
Sleep ſhall neither night nor day 
Hang upon his pent-houſe lid; 
He ſhall live a man forbid; 
Weary ſey'n-nights, nine times nine, 
Shall he dude. peak and "vb ; 
Though his bark —＋ ** 
Yet it ſhall be tempeſt · toſt. 
Look, what I have. 
Ro Witch. Shew me, ſhew me. 
I Fitch, Here I have a pilot's thumb, 
Wreckt as homeward he did .come. [Drum within. 
: 3 Witch. A drum, a drum! | 


All. The Weird bogen, hand in hand, (5 
' Poſters 


69 The 8 Safer, dead in band,] The Witches are here - 
ſpeaking of themſclyes, and it is worth an Enquiry why they 
ſhould 


Ms 
So 
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Poſters of the ſea and land, 7 


Thus do go about, about, 


Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 
And thrice again to make up nine 
Peace ! — the Charm's wound up. 


Enter Macbeth and Banquo, with Soldiers and other "Y a 


attendants. 


8 So foul and fair a day I have not ths 
Ban. How far is't call'd to Ferit? What are theſe, 
So wither'd, and ſo wild in their attire, #4 
That look not like th” inhabitants o'th* earth, 
And yet are on't? Live you, or are you woe Þ 
That man may qu ueſtion ? You ſeem to underſtand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger layin 
Upon her skinny lips; You ſhould bs women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret, 
That you are ſo. 
Mach. Speak, if you can; what are you? 
1 Witch. All-hail, Macbeth! hail to thee, Thane of 
Glamis ! 
2 Witch. All-hall, Macbeth : ball to thee, Than of 
Caaudor ! 
3 5 itch, All-hail, Macbeth that ſhalt be King how: 
after, 
Ban, Good Sir, why do you ſtart, a ſeem to fear 
Things that do ſound ſo fair? I'th' name of truth, 
Are ye fantaſtical, or That indeed [ To the N. ichen 
Which outwardly ye ſhew? my noble Partner 


mould Ale themſelves the weh ward, or bw Siſters. This 
Word in its general Acceptation ſignifies, perverſe, froward, 
moody, f inate, untractable, &c. and is every where ſo uſed by 
out Shakeſpeare, It is improbable, the Witches would adopt 
this Epithet to themſelves, in any of theſe Senſes; and there- 
fore we are to look a little farther for the Poet's Word and 
Meaning. Wierd, in the Scorch Language, ſignifies a Witch, 
or Wizard: and therefore, in 4e Paſſage, where there is 
any Relation to theſe Witches or Wizards, my Emendation 
muſt be embraced, and we a xead Wierd, os Weird, 


You 


2 
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You greet with preſent grace, and great prediction 


Of noble Having, and of royal Hope, 


That he ſeems rapt withal; to me you ſpeak not. 
If you can look into the Seeds of time, 


And fay, which Grain will grow and which will not; 


Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 
our favours, nor your hate. | 
i Witch. Hail! 
2 Witch, Hail! 
3 Witch, Hail! 23 
I Witch. Leſſer than Macbeth, and greater. 
2 Witch. Not ſo happy, yet much happier. 
3 Viteb. Thou ſhalt get Kings, though thou be none; 
So, all hail, Macbeth and Banguo ! 
1 Witch. Banguo and Macbeth, all-hail ! 
Macb. Stay, you imperfe& Speakers, tell me more 
By Sinel's death, I know, I'm Thane of Glamis ; 
But how, of Cawder ? the Thane of Caaudor lives. 
A proſp'rous gentleman ; and, to be King, 
Stands not within the proſpeR of belief, 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence 
You owe this ſtrange intelligence? or why 


Upon this blaſted heath you ſtop our way, | 
Wich ſuch prophetick Greeting? — ſpeak, I charge 


vou. [Pitches vaniſh, 
Ban, The earth hath bubbles, as the water has 
And theſe are of them : whither are they vaniſh'd ? 
Mach. Into the air: and what ſeem'd corporal 
Melted, as breath, into the wind 
Would they had ſtaid! | 
Ban. Were ſuch things here, as we do ſpeak about? (5) 
| VwP 


(6) Were ſuch Things here, as we do ſpeak about ? 
Or have we eaten of the inſane Root, | 
That takes the Reaſon priſoner ? } 

Hector Boethius, who gives us an Account of Sueno's Army 
being intoxicared by a Preparation put upon them by their 
ſubtle Enemy, informs us; that there is a Plant, which grows' 
in great Quantity in Scorland, call'd Solatrum Amentiale 3 
that its Berries are purple, os father black, when full * 

| i 


Root. 
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Or have we eaten of the inſane root, 
That takes the Reaſon priſoner ? 
Macb.'.Your children ſhall be Kings. 
Ban. You ſhall be INE. -  -. | 
Macb. And Thane of Cawdor too; went it not fo ? 
Ban. To th' ſelf ſame tune, and words; who's here? 


| Enter Roſſe and Angus. 
Nee. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth, 


- The news of thy ſucceſs ; and when he reads 


Thy perſonal venture in the rebels' fight, 
His wonders and his praiſes do contend, | 
Which ſhould be thine, or his. Silenc'd with That, 


In viewing o'er the reſt o'th' ſelf-ſame day, 


He finds thee in the ſtout Norcveyan ranks, 
Nothing afraid of what thy ſelf didſt make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail, 
Came Poſt on Poſt ; and every one did bear 


Thy praiſes in his Kingdom's great defence : 


And pour'd' them down before him. 

Ang, We are ſent; | 
To give thee, from our royal Maſter, thanks ; 
Only to herald thee into his ſight, 


Not pay thee. 


ReJje. And for an earneſt of a greater honour, 


He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawder : 


In which Addition, hail, moſt worthy Thane ! 
For it is thine. * 
Ban. What, can the Devil ſpeak true? 
Macs. The Thane of Cawdor lives; 
Why do you dreſs me in his borrow'd robes ? 
Ang. Who was the Thane, lives yet; 
But under heavy judgment bears that life, 
Which he deſerves to loſe. Whether he was 


and have a Quality of laying to Sleep; or of driving into 
 Maaneſs, if a more than ordinary Quantity of them be taken. 
This Paſſage of Boethixs, 1 dare ſay, our Poet had an Eye to: 


and, 1 think, it fairly accounts for-his Mention of the :nſare 


Combin'd 


* 


"a 
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Combin'd with Norway, or did line the Rebel 8 
With hidden help and vantage; or that with both - 
He labour'd in his country's wreck, I know not; 
But treaſons capital, confeſs'd, and proy'd, 
Have overthrown him. i 5 
Macb. Glamis and Thane of Cawdor ! [Alar. 
The greateſt is behind, Thanks for your _ : 
| o Angus. 
Do you not hope, your children ſhall be King Tp a4] 
To Banquo. 
When thoſe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis'd no leſs to them? 
Ban. That, truſted home, 
Might yet enkindle you unto the Crown, 
des the Thane of Cawdor. But tts ftrange : 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 
The inſtruments of Darkneſs tell us truths ; 
Win us with honeſt trifles, to betray us 5 
In deepeſt conſequence. | 
Couſins, a word, I pray you. [ Te Roſſe and Angus. 
Mach. Two truths are told, 22 
As happy prologues to the ſwelling act 
Of the imperial theme. I thank you, gentlemen 
This ſupernatural Solliciting 
Cannot be ill; cannot be good. If ill, 
Why hath it giv'n me earneſt of ſucceſs, 
Commencing in a truth? I'm Thane of Caæodor. 
If good; ne 4 do I yield to that ſaggeſtion, 
Whoſe horrid image doth unfix my hair, 
And make my ſeated heart knock at my ribs 
Againſt the uſe of nature? preſent feats (7) 


(7) preſent Fears | 

Are leſs than horrible Imaginingi.] Macbeth, while he is projec 
ting the Murther, which he afterwards puts in Execution, is 
thrown into the moſt agonizing Affright at the Proſpect of 
it: which ſoon recovering from, thus he reaſons on the Nature 
of his Diſorder. But Imaginings are ſo far from being more or 
leſs than preſent Fears, that they ate the ſame Things under 
different Words, Shakeſpeare certainly wiotez 


-=--- preſent 


* 
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Are leſs than horrible imagininys. 
My thought, whoſe murther yet is but fantaſtical, 
Shakes ſo my fingle ſtate of man, that Function 

Is ſmother'd in ſurmiſe; and nothing is, | 
But what is not. | - . 
Bax. Look, how our Partner's rapt! 7 
Mach. If Chance will have me King, why, Chance 
| may crown me, ; - [Afde. 


Without my ſtir. 


Ban, New Honours, come upon him, 


Like our ſtrange garments cleave not to their mould, 


But with the aid of uſe. a 
Mach. Come what come may, | 
Time and the hour runs thro' the rougheſt day. 
Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ſtay upon your leiſure. 
Mach. Give me your favour: my dull brain was 
With things on Kind gent! pains 
1 nos forgot. nd gentlemen, your pai 
Are regiſtred —— every = I turn g 
The leaf to read them Let us tow'rd the King; 
Think, upon what hath chanc'd; and at more time, 
. | [To Banquo. 
(The Interim having weigh'd it,) let us ſpeak 
Our free hearts each to other. 
Ban. Very gladly. 
Mach. Till then, enough: come, friends. [ Exeurt. 


SEN. E changes to the Palace. 
Flour iſb. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, 


and attendants. 


Or not thoſe in commiſſion yet return'd ? 


lt King. 1 S execution done on Caæudor yet? 


preſent Feats 
Are leſs than horrible Imaginings, 28 
1. e. When l come to execute this Murther, I ſhall find it much 
leſs dreadful than my frighted Imagination now preſents it to 
me. A conſideration drawn from the Nature of the Imagination. 
Mr. Warburton. 
| Ai at, 


* 
5 4 — - 


8 No leſs to have done ſo: let me enfold thee, 
And hold thee to my heart. 


n. Ph if MA 1. 


11, My liege, 
They are not yet come back. But I have ſpoke | 
With one that ſaw him die; who did re 


That very frankly he confeſs'd his treaſons ; 


' | Implor'd your Highneſs? pardon, and ſet forth 
A deep repentance 3 nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it. He dy'd, 
As one, that had been ſtudied in his N 
To throw away the deareſt thing he ow'd, 
As 'twere a careleſs trifle. 

3 There's no art, 

the mind's conftrufiion 3 in the face: 

He was a gentleman, on whom I built 
An abſolute truſt. Cv 


Eater Macbeth, Banquo, Roſſe, and 1 "0 


O worthieſt Couſm 

The fin of my ingratitude een nos 

Was heavy on me. Thou'rt ſo far beſore, 

That ſwifteſt wing of recompence is flow, 

To o overtake thee. *Would, thou'dſt leſs deſerv'd, 
hat the proportion both of thanks and payment 

Might have been mine! only I've left to ps | 

More is thy due, than more than all w_ Pay. 
Macb. The ſervice and the loyalty I owt, 

In doing it, pays it ſelf. Your eſs* part 

Is to receive our duties ; and our duties 


Are to your Throne, and State, children and ſervants ; - 
Which do but what they ſhould, by doing every thing 


Safe tow'rd your love and honour. 

King. Welcome hither : 
I have begun to plant thee, and will labour 
Io make thee full of growing. Noble Bayan, 
Thou haſt no leſs deſerv'd, and muſt be known 


Ban. There if I grow, 

4 The harveſt is your own. 

| King. My plenteous joys, 

Wanton in fulneſs, ſeek to hide themſelves 


15 
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In n drops of ſorrow. Sons, kinſmen, Thanes,. 

And you whoſe Places are the neareſt, know, ©. 

We will eftabliſh our eſtate upon COTE > 

Our eldeſt Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 

The Prince of Cumberland: which e muſt, 

Not unaccompanied, inveſt him onl; 

But ſigns of Nobleneſs, like ftars, Wine a 

On all deſervers. Hence to Inverneſs, . 

And bind us further to you. | 
Mach. The Reſt is Labour, | which i 1s not usd for 


you; 
I'll be my ſelf the harbinger, and make joyful _ 
The Hearing of my wife with your e 


So humbly take my leave. 
King. My worthy Cawdor ! e 
Mach. W Prince f Cumberland that is 
a 
On 8 fall down, or elſe oer-leap, Tung 
For in my way it lyes. Stars, hide your fires! 
Let not light ſee my black and deep defires ; 

The Eye wink at the hand! yet let that be, 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to ſee: [Exit, 
King, True, worthy Banquo; he is full ſo valiant; ; 
And in his commendations I am fed; 0 

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him, 
Whoſe care is gone before to bid us welcome : 


It is a peerleſs Kinſman. the Furs. Exeunt. 


8 C5 E oe E chinges to an Apartment in Macbeth's 
Cattle, at Inverneſs. 


Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with a letter. 


Lady. "E-% EY met me in the day of ſucceſs; and 1 
have learn d by the perfecteſi report, they 
hawe more in them than mortal knowledge. When I 
burnt in defire to queſtion them further, they mage them- 
ſelwues air, into which they vani]ο %, While J god 
rapt in the wonder of it, came Miſſives from the King, 
ho all haiPd me, Thane of pupae by which title, 
before, 
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before, theſe weird fifters ſaluted me, and referr'd me 
to the coming on of time, with hail, King that ſhalt be! 
This have I thought good to deliver thee (my deareſt 
Partner of Greatneſs ) that thou mightft not hoſe the dues 
of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what Greatneſs is 
promis d thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewel. 


Glamis thou art, and Cawdor and ſhalt be 

What thou art promis'd. Yet do I fear thy nature; 
It is too full o' th' milk of human kindneſs, 

To catch the neareſt way. Thou wouldit be great; 


Art not without ambition ; but without 5 


The illneſs ſnould attend it. What thou wouldſt highly, 
That wouldſt thou holily; wouldſt not play falſe, 
And yet wouldſt wrongly win. Thou'dſt have, great 

mis, | 

That which cries, thus thou muſt do, if thou have 
: it; 26 ve 

„ And That which rather thou doſt fear to do, 

«© Than wiſneſt ſhould be undone.” Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my ſpirits in thine ear, 91 
And chaſtiſe with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden Round, 
Which fate, and metaphyſical aid, doth ſeem 


To have thee crown'd withal. 
| Enter Meſſenger. 


What is your tidings? 
Meſ. The King comes here to night. 
Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it. ; 
Is not thy maſter with him ? who, wer't ſo, 
Would have inform'd for preparation. 
Meſ. So pleaſe you, it is true: our Thane is coming. 
One of my fellows had the ſpèrd of him; 
Who, almoſt dead for breath, had ſcarcely more 
Than would make up his meſſage. 
 Laay. Give him tending ; | 
He brings great news. The raven himſelf is hoarſe, 


| a - - [Exit Meſ. 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan | 
| | Undar 


282 The Tragedy of MACS AB ETA. 
Under my battlements. Come, all you Spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unſex me here; 
And fill me, from the crown to th' toe, top- full 
Of direſt cruelty ; make thick my blood, 
Stop up th'acceſs and paſſage to Remorſe, 
That no compundctious viſitings of nature 

Shake my fell purpoſe, nor keep peace between 
Th effect, and it. Come to my woman's breaſts, 

And take my milk for gall, you murth*ring miniſters ! 
Where-ever in your ſightleſs ſubſtances 

You wait on nature's miſchief. — Come, thick night! 
And pall thee in the dunneſt ſmoak of hell, 

That my keen knife ſee not the wound it makes ; 

Nor heav*n peep through the blanket of the dark, 

To cry, hold, hold! ——— 


Ent er Macbeth, 


Great Glamis! worthy Cawdor ! [Embracing him, 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter ! 
Thy letters have tranſported me beyond 
This ign'rant preſent time, and I feel now 
The future in the inſtant. 
Mach. Deareſt love, 
Duncan comes here to night. 
Lady. And when goes hence? 
Mach. To morrow, as he purpoſes. 
Lady. Oh, never 
Shall Sun that morrow ſee ! — 
Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men (8) 


(8) Towr Face, my Thane, is as 4 Book, where Men 
May read ſtrange Matters to beguile the Time. | 
| Look like the Time,] Fhave ventur'd againſt the Autho- 
rity of all the Copies, to alter the Pointing of this Paſſage: 
and, I hope, with ſome Certainty. The Lady undoubtedly 
means, that Macbeth looks ſo full of thought and ſolemn Re- 
flection upon the purpos'd act, that, ſhe fears, People may 
comment upon the Reaſon of his Gloom: and therefore 
deſires him, in order to take off and prevent ſuch Comments, 
to wear a Face of Pleaſure and Entertainment; and look like 
the Time, the better to deceive the Time. Ma 
Y 


Muſt be provided for; and you ſhall put 
This night's great buſineſs into my diff 


YG »- 2 7 LA 
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May read ſtrange matters. To beguile the time 

Look like the Un 3 bear--welcome in your eye, 

Your hand, your tongue; look like the innocent flower, 
But be the ſerpent under't. He, that's coming, | 


tch, 
Which ſhall to all our nights and days to come 
Give ſolely ſovereign ſway and maſterdom. 
Mach. We will ſpeak further. 
Lady. Only look up clear : 
To alter favour, ever, is and fear. 
Leave all the reſt to me. [Exeunt. 


SCEN E, before Macbeth's Ca/tle-Gate. 


Hautboys and Torches, Enter King, Malcolm, Do- 
nalbain, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Roſſe, Angus, 
> and Attendants, 


*I H Is Caſtle hath a pleaſant ſeat ; the air 


Nimbly and ſweetly recommends it ſelf 
Unto ——_—_— ſenſes. 
- Ban. This gueſt of ſummer, 
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve 
By his lov'd Manſionry that heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here. No Jutting frieze, _ 
Buttrice, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle : 
Where they moſt breed and haunt, I have obſerv'd, 


Ihe air is delicate. | 


_ . Enter Lady. | 

King. See, ſee! our honour'd Hoſteſs ! 
The love that follows us, ſometimes is our trouble, 
Which ſtill we thank as love. Herein I teach you, 
How you ſhould bid god-eyld us for your pains, 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady. All our ſervice | 
(In every point twice done, and then done double,). 
Were poor and ſingle buſineſs to contend | 
Ne | A gainſt 
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Againſt. thoſe honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Horus top ror nr * For I... .of old, 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, | 
We reſt ly, 80 4 STE TOTO 
King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor? _ 
We courſt him at the heels, and had a purpoſe 
To be his purveyor: but he rides well, 
And his great love, (ſharp as his ſpur,) hath holp him 
To's home before us: fair and noble Hoſteſs, , - 
We are your gueſt to night. . 

Lady. Vour ſervants ever 


Have theirs, themſelves, and what is theirs in compt, 

To make their audit at your Highneſs' pleaſure, 

Still to return your W wn. 
King. Give me your hand; 

Conduct me to mine Hoſt, we love him highly; 

And ſhall continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, Hoſteſs ' - * I.k8zxeunt. 


SCENE changes to an Apartment in Macketh's 
| Cefth.: 2 J 


Haut boys, Torches. Enter divers ſervants ewith difoes 
and ſervice over the flage. Then Macbeth. 


Mack. F it were done, when 'tis done, then twerè well 
It were done quickly: if th' aſſaſſination 

Could trammel up the conſequence, and catch 

With its ſurceaſe, ſucceſs ; that but this blow 

Might be the Be-all and the End-all Here, (9) 

But here, upon this Bank and Shoal of time, 

We'd jump the life to come. — But, in theſe caſes, 

We ſtill have judgment here, that we but teach 


IS 


; () But here, upen this Bank and School of Time.] L 

Bank 'and School What a monſtrous Couplement, as Don 

Armado ſays, is here of heterogeneous Ideas! 1 have ventur d 
to amend, which reſtores a Conſonance of Images, 

| — on this Bank and Shoal of Time. 

i. e. this Shallow, this narrow Ford of human Life, oppoſed 

to the great Abyſs of Eternity, 1 


c 
| 


4 a a 1 r 
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Bloody inſtructions; which, being taught, return 

To Fon ch inventor. Even-handed Juſtice 1-4 

Returns th' Ingredients of our poiſon'd - chalice ' 

To our own lips. He's here in double truſt : 

Firſt, as I am his kinſman and his ſubject, 

Strong both againſt the deed : Then, as his Hoſt,- 

Who ſhould againſt his murth'rer ſhut the door, 

Not bear the knife my ſelf. Beſides, this Duncan 

Hath borne his faculties ſo meek, hath ben 

So clear in his mn office, that his virtues |: 

Will plead, like angels, an retry wi againſt 

The deep damnation of his taking off: | 

And Pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

_—_ the blaſt, or-heav'ns cherubin hors'd (ie) 
as filent courſers of the air, 

Sell blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye3z - © 

That tears ſhall drown. the wind: — I have no ſpar: 

To prick the fides of my intent, but only | 

Vaulting Ambition, which o 'er-leaps 1 it ſelf, 

And falls on th" other =— 73 5 


E, nter Lady Macbeth. 


"AZ now ? what news? 

Lady. He's almoſt ſpp why hve you left the 
chamber? 8 

Mach. Hath he ask'd for me ? 

Lady. Know you not he has? 

Mach. We will proceed no further in this beine, 
He hath honour'd me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all ſort of people, 
Which would be worn now in their neweſt gloſs, 
Not caſt aſide ſo ſoon. | 

Lady. Was the hope drunk, 

Wherein you dreſt your ſelf? hath it fept 9 7 
And wakes it now, to 5 ſo green and pale ö 


we 1 


(10) — or Hevn Cherwbin hors*d upon the febileſs Cou- 
riers of the Air.] But the Cherubin is the courier; ſo that he 
can't be ſaid to be herd upon another Courier. We muſt 


read, therefore, Conrſers, | Mr. Warburton. 


At 
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We: At what it did ſo freely? from this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid 
J 0o be the ſame in thine own act and i, 
As thou art in deſire? wouldſt thou have That, 
Which thou eſteem'ſt the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own eſtrem? 
Letting I dare not wait A { would, 1 
Like the poor cat 1 ni y oo A 
Mach. r'ythee, pea been 
1 dare do all Hors may 1 man 3 7 1 
Who dares do more, is none. 
Lady. What beaſt was t then, 
That made you break this enterprize to me? 
When you durſt do it, then you were a man; 
And (to be more than what yeu were) you would 
Be ſo much more the man. Nor time, nor place | 
Did then co-here, and yet you would make both c 
They've made themſelves ; and that their fitneſs now 
' Do's unmake you. I have given ſuck, and 1 Ty, 
* tender tis to love the babe that milks me 
I would, while it was ſmiling in my face, . 
Have pluckt my nipple from his boneleſs gums, 
And daſht the brains out, had I but ſo ſworn 
As you have done to this. | | 
Mach. If we ſhould fail, ——— | | | 
Lay. We fail! 1 | 
But ſcrew your courage to the Being place, 
And we'll not fail. When Duncan is aſleep, 
(Whereto the rather ſhall his day's hard journey | 
Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and waſſel ſo convince, 
That memory (the warder of the brain) 
Shall be a fume 3; and the receipt of reaſon 
A limbeck only; when in ſwiniſh fl 
Their drenched * 3 a d 
What cannot you and I rm upon 
Th' . Duncan? what not put upon 
His ſpungy officers, who ſhall bear the Nile 0 
Of our great quell? | 
Macb, Bring forth men-children only [ 


A Hj% ». I 


For 


bor 
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For thy undaunted metal ſhould compoſe . 


Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv'd, 
When we have mark'd with blood thoſe 1 Wo 
Of his own chamber, and us'd their very daggers, | 5 
That they have don't? by, 
Lady. Who dares receive it other, | 
As we ſhall make our griefs and clamour roar, 
Upon his death? 
Mach. I'm ſettled, and bend 9 
Each corporal agent to this terrible Feat. 


Away, and mock the time with faireſt ſhow : 


Falſe face muſt hide what the falſe heart doth know. 
DLE * eunt . 


. T u. 
* 0 E NE, A Hall in Macbeth's Caſt. 
Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a torch before him. 


BAN Quo. 


OW goes the night, boy? 
H Fl. 29 moon is down: I hn not heard the 
cloc 


Ban, And ſhe Soes down at twelve. 
Fle. I take't, tis later, Sir. 


Ban. Hold, take my fword. There's husbandry in 
heav'n, 


Their candles are all out. — Take thee that too. 
A heavy ſummons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not ſleep: Merciful Pow'rs! 


Reſtrain in me the curſed " houghts, that nature 
Gives way to in repoſe. 


Enter Macbeth, and a. ſervant with a urch. 


Give me my ſword: who's there ? 
Macb. A 


Ban. 


1 4 o A * > 
_y 1 * 3 n MIS * 


* 11 * 8 P ˙ ne tn 


288 Tee Nec f MA EA. 


Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reſt? the King's a- bed. 
He hath to night been in unuſual pleaſure, 
5. ſent great largeſs to your officers; 
his 00 he greets your wife withal, 
e name of moſt kind Hoſteſs, and ſhut up 
7 meaſureleſs content. 
Mach. Being unprepar'ld, | © 
Our will became 3 — to defect; 
Which elſe ſhould free have wropght. 
Ban. All's well. 
I dreamt laſt night of the three weird ſiſters : 
To you they ve ſhew'd ſome truth. 
Macb. I think not of them; 
Yet, when we can intreat an hour to ſerve, 
Would ſpend it in ſome” words upon that buſineſs ; ; 
If you would grant the time. 
Zan. At your kind leiſure. 
Mach. If you ſhall cleave to my conſent, when tis, 
It ſhall male honour for you. 
Ban. So loſe none ; 
In ſeeking to augment it, but flill ws 
My boſom franchis'd and allegiance clear, 
I ſhall be counſell'd. 
Macb. Good repoſe the while! 
Bax. Thanks, Sir; the like to you. 
[Exeunt Banquo yOu Fleance. 
| 8 8 Go, ba thy miſtreſs, when my drink is ready, 
She ſtrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. Exit Serv. 
Is this a dagger which I ſee before me, 


'The handle tow'rd my hand ? come, let me clutch thee. 


J have thee not, and yet I ſee thee Kill. 

Art thou not, fatal Viſion, ſenſible 

To feeling as to fight ? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind, a falſe creation 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreſled brain ? 

I ſee thee yet, in form as palpable 

As this which now I draw. — _ 

Thou marſnal'ſt me the way that I was going ; 
And ſuch an inſtrument I was to uſe. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' th? other ſenſes, 


7 


55 


ce. 


or elſe worth all the reſt — I ſee thee ſtill; 
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And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, / 

Which was not ſo before. — There's no ſuch thing, — 

It is the bloody buſineſs, which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. — Now-'o'er one half the world 

Nature ſeems dead, and wicked dreams abuſe 

The curtain'd ſleep; now witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings: and wither'd Murther, 

(Alarum'd by his ſentinel, the wolf, | 

Whoſe howl's his watch) thus with his ſtealthy pace, 

With Targuin's raviſhing ſtrides, tow'rds his deſign . 

Moves like a ghoſt. Thou ſound and firm-ſet earth, 

Hear not my ſteps, which way they walk, for fear 

Thy very ſtones prate of my where- about; | 

And take the preſent horrour from the time, i 

Which now ſuits with it.— Whilſt I threat, he lives 
1 [4 Bell rings. 

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

Igo, and it is done; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell 

That ſummons thee to heaven, or to hell. LExit. 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. That, which hath made them drunk, hath made 
me bold: | . 
What hath quench'd them, hath giv'n me fire. Hark ! 
ce 
It was the owl that ſhriek'd, the fatal bell- man, 
Which gives the ſtern'ſt good-night — he is about it = 
The doors are open ; and the ſurfeited grooms 4 
Do mock their charge with ſnores. I've drugg'd their 
Poſlets, 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die, | 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Who's there? what ho! 
Lady. Alack! I am afraid, they have awak'd ; 
And *cis not done; th' attempt, and not the deed, _ 
Confounds us — hark! —— I laid their daggers ready, 
or. VI N Hs 
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He could not miſs em. Had he not reſembled 
My father as he ſlept, I had don't —— My husband ! 
T 
noiſe ? 
Lady. I heard the owl ſcream, and the crickets cry, 
Did not you ſpeak ? 
Mach. When? 
Lady. Now. | , 
Macb. As I deſcended | 
Lady. Ay. 3 1 
Mach. Hark ! — who lies i“ th' ſecond chamber: 
Lady. Donalbain. 
Mach. This is a ſorry ſight. [ Looks on his Hand.. 
Lady. A fooliſh thought, to ſay, a ſorry ſight. 
Macb. There's one did laugh in's fleep, and one cry'd, 
- Murther! | 
They wak'd each other; and I ſtood and heard them; 
But they did ſay their prayers, and addreſs them 
Again to ſleep. a 
Iaady. There are two lodg'd together. | 
Mach. One cry'd, God bleſs us! and, © Amen! 
the other ; - 
As they had ſeen me with theſe hangman's hands, 
_Liftening their fear, I could not ſay, Amen, 
When they did ſay, God bleſs us. | 
Lady. Conſider it not ſo deeply. 
Mach. But wherefore could not I pronounce, Amen! 
J had moſt need of bleſſing, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. | 
Lady. Theſe decds muſt not be thought, 
Aſter theſe ways; fo, it will make us mad, 
Macb.Methought, I heard a voice cry, © Sleep no more! 
Macbeth doth murther Sleep; the innocent fleep ; 
Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd ſleeve of care, 
The death of each day's life, ſore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature's ſecond Courſe, 
Chief nouriſher in life's feaſt. — 
Lady. What do you mean? | 
| Mach. Still it ery'd, ſleep no more, to all the houſe; 
'Glamis hath" murther'd , and therefore * 
N F 


Or ry «,.) 
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nen 


nen! 


more! 


— 


Macb. To know my deed, A— 
| | N 2 Wake 
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Shall ſleep no more; Macbeth ſhall fleep no more 
Lady. Who was it, that thus cry'd? why, worthy Thane, 
You do unbend your noble ſtrength, to think 
So brain-ſickly of things; $0, get ſome water, 
And waſh this filthy witneſs from your hand. 
Why did you bring theſe daggers from the place ?; 
They muſt lye there. Go, carry them, and ſmear 
The ſleepy grooms with blood. 
Mach. I'll go no more ; 
J am afraid to think what I have done; 
Look on't again, I dare not. 
Lady. Infirm of purpoſe ! | 
Give me the daggers ; the ſleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures; tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
Ell gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it muſt ſeem their guilt. [Exp 


Knocks ewithin, 


Mach. Whence is that knocking ! [ Starting. 
How is it with me, when every noiſe appals — ? 1 
What hands are here? hah ! they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Neptune's ocean waſh this blood 
Clean from my hand? no, this my hand will rather 
Thy multitudinous ſea incarnardine, 
Making the green one red — 


Enter Lady. 


Lady. My hands are of your colour; but: I'ſhame 
To wear a heart ſo white; I hear a knocking [ Knock, 
At the ſouth entry. Retire we to our chamber; 

A little water clears us of thi: deed. 

How eaſie is it then? your conſtancy 

Hath left y au unattended — hark, more knocking ! 
Get on your night-gawn, leſt oceaſion callus, 

And ſhow us oo Watchers; be not loſt 

So poorly in your thoughts. 


* * I 1/8. ——— _ — dnt 
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Wake, Duncan, with this knocking : *would, thou 
_ couldſt! [. Exeunt. 


Enter à Porter. 


: [ Knocking within] Port. Here's a knocking, indeed: 


if a man were porter of hell-gate, he ſhould have old 
turning the key. [ Knock] Knock, knock, knock. Who's 
there, i' th' name of Belxebub? here's a farmer, that 
hang'd himſelf on the expectation of plenty: come in 
time, have napkins enough about you, here you'll ſweat 
for*t. [ Knock] Knock, knock. Who's there i' th' other 
devil's name? faith, here's an equivocator, that could 
ſwear in both the ſcales againſt either ſcale, who com- 
mitted treaſon enough tor God's ſake, yet could not 
equivocate to heav'n: oh, come in, equivocator. [ Koc4] 
Knock, knock, knock. Who's there ? faith, here's an 
Engliſh taylor come hither for ſtealing out of a French 
hot: come in, taylor, here you may roaſt your gooſe, 
[ Knock] Knock, knock. Never at quiet! what are you ? 
but this place is too cold for hell. Pl! devil-porter it 


no further: I had thought to have let in ſome of all 


rg that go the primroſe way to th' everlaſting 
nfire. [Knock] Anon, anon, I pray you, remember 
the porter. 


Enter Macduff, and Lenox. 


Macd. Was it ſo late, friend, ere you went to bed, 
That you do lie ſo late? . 
Port. Faith, Sir, we were carouſing *till the ſecond 
cock: AE; | | 
And Drink, Sir, is a great proveker of three things. 
_—_ What three things doth Drink eſpecially pro- 
yoke ? 3 2 
Port. Marry, Sir, noſe- painting, ſleep, and urine.. Le- 


chery, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes; it provokes 


the deſire, but it takes away the performance. There- 


fore much Drink may be ſaid to be an equivocator with 
lechery ; it makes him, and it mars him; it ſets him on, 


and it takes him off; it perſwades him, and diſheartiens 


him; makes him ftand to, and not ſtand to; in conclu- 


ſion, 


J es... Cos 
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fon, equivocates him into a ſleep, and, giving him the 
lie, leaves him. | 

Macd. I believe, Drink gave thee the lie laſt night. 
Port. That it did, Sir,  th' very throat o' me; but 
I requited him for his lie; and, I think, being too ſtrong 
for him, though he took up my legs ſome time, yet 1 
made a ſhift to caſt him. 

Macd. Is thy maſter ſtirring? ss 
Our knocking has awak'd him; here he comes. 
Len. Good morrow, noble Sir. | 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. Good morrow, Both. | 

Macd. Is the King ſtirring, worthy Thane ? 

Macb. Not yet. : 2 

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him ; 
I've almoſt ſlipt the hour. ; 

Mach. I'll bring you to him. . wy 

Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you: 

But yet, *tis one. 

Mach. The labour, we delight in, phyſicks pain 

This is the door. F 
| Macd. I'll make fo bold to Full, for tis my limited 
ſervice. | . 

Len. Goes the King hence to day ? 

Macb. He did appoint ſo. 

Len. The night has been unruly ; where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down: And, as they ſay, 
Lamentings heard i' th' air, ſtrange ſcreams of death, 
And propheſying with accents terrible 
Of dire combuſtion, and confus'd events, 

New hatch'd to th* woeful time : 


The obſcure bird clamour'd the live-long night. 


Some ſay, the earth was fev'rous, and did ſhake. 
Macb. Twas a rough night. 


Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 


Exter Macduff. 


Macd. O horror! horror! horror! 
N 3 Nor 


[Exit Macduff. 
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Nor yy nor heart, cannot conceive, nor name 
ee | 
Marb. and Len. What's the matter? 
| Macd, Confuſion now hath made his maſter· piece; 
" Moſt ſaerilegious murther hath: broke ope 
The Lord's anomted temple, and ſtole thence 
The life o th* building. 
Mach. What is't you ſay ? the liſe 
Len. Mean you his Majeſty ? — | 
Macd. Approach the chamber, and deſtroy your fight 
With a new Gorgon.— Do not bid me ſpeak ; 
See, and then ſpeak your ſelves: awake! awake! 
| [æExeunt Macbeth and Len. 
Ring the alarum- bell —— murther! and treaſon 
Banguo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake! 
Shake off this downy ſleep, death's counterfeit, 
And look on death it ſelf — up, up, and ſee 
The great Doom's image 22 1 Banque! 
As from your graves riſe up, and walk like ſprights, 
(11) To countenance this horror. 


Bell rings. Enter Lady Macbeth. 


Led. What's the buſineſs, 

That ſuch an hideous __ calls to parley 
The ſleepers of the bouſe? ſpeak. 

Macd. Gentle lady, 


„is not for you to hear what I can ſpealc. 
The repetition in a woman's ear 


Would murther as it fell. — O Banguo, Bangquo ! 
Enter 


(11) To countenance this herror, Ring the Bell.) 
1 have ventur'd to throw out theſe laſt Words, as no part of 
the Text. Macduff had ſaid at the Beginning of his Speech, 
Ring out th* Alarum Bell; But if the Bell had rung out im- 
mediately, not a Word of what he ſays could have been di- 
Ringuiſh'd. Ring the Bell, 1 ſay, was a Marginal Direction 
in the Prompter's Book for him to order the Bell to be rung, 
the Minute that Macduff ceaſes ſpeaking. 

In proof of this, we may obſerve, that the Hemiſtich end- 


ing 


Enter Banquo. 


Our royal maſter's murther'd, 
Lady. Woe, alas! 
What, in our houſe ? — 
Ns Too cruel, any where. | 
acduff, I pr 'ythee, contradict thy (elf, 
aud 44, it it is not ſo. 


Enter Macbeth, Lenox, and Roſſe. 


| Mach. Had I but dy'd an hour before this chance, 


] had liv'd a bleſſed time : for, from this inſtant, 
There's nothing ſerious in mortality ; 
All is but toys; Renown, and Grace, is dead; 


The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 


Enter Malcolm, and Donalbain. 


Don. What is amiſs? | 

Mach. You are, and do not know't: 
The ſpring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is ſtopt; the very fource of it 1s ſtopt. 

Macb. Your royal father's murther'd. 

Mal. Oh, by whom? 


Len, Thoſe 51 his chamber, as it ſeem'd, Sud don: ty 


Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found 
Upon their pillows ; they ſtar'd and were diſtracted; 
No man's life was to be truſted with them. 
Mach. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 
Macd. Wherefore did you ſo ? 


Mach. Who can be wiſe, amaz d, temp'rate and fu- 


rious, 
. and neutral in a moment? no man. 


ing Macduff 's ſpeech, and That beginning Lady Macbeth's, 
make up a compleat Verſe. Now if Ring the Bell had been a 
part of the Text, can we imagine the Poet would haye begun 
the Lady's ſpecch with a broken Line? 


N 4 | The 
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Ihe expedition of my violent love 


Pr CCR CC NE Es 
: * 


Out-run the pauſer, Reaſon. Here, lay Duncan; 


His filverskin laced with his golden blood, 


And his gaſh'd Stabs look'd like a breach in Nature, 
For Ruin's waſteful entrance ; there, the murtherers ; 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make*s love known? | 


Lady. Help me hence, ho! —— [Seeming to faint, 


Macd. Look to the lady. 
Mal. Why do we hold our tongues, 


That moſt may claim this argument for ours ? 


Don. What ſhould be ſpoken here, 


Where our Fate, hid within an augre-hole, 


May ruſh, and ſeize us? Let's away, our tears 
Are not yet brew'd. | 
Mal. Nor our ſtrong ſorrow on 
The foot of motion. 
Ban. Look to the lady ; Us 
1 . [ Lady Macbeth is carried cut. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
That ſuffer in expoſure, let us meet, 
And queſtion this moſt bloody piece of work, 
To know it further. Fears and ſcruples ſhake us. 
In the great hand of God I ſtand, and thence, 


: Agzint the undivulg'd pretence I fight 
O R 


treas' nous malice. 
Machb. So do J. 
All. So, all. 
Mach. Let's briefly put on manly readineſs, 

And meet i'th' hall together. | | 
All. Well contented. - [Excunt, 
Mal. What will you do ? let's not conſort with them: 

To ſhew an unfelt ſorrow, is an office 

Which the falſe man does eaſie. I'll to England. 

Don. To Ireland, I; our ſeparated fortune 

Shall keep us both the ſafer ; where we are, 

There's ale in men's ſmiles; the near in blood, 

The nearer bloody, es, _ 

. : 14s, 
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'Old Man. T Hreeſcore and ten I can remember well, 
Hours dreadful, and things ſtrange; but this ſore night 


Thou ſeeſt, the heav'ns, as troubled with man's act, 


* 
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Mal. This murtherous ſhaft, that's ſhot, 
Hath not yet lighted ; and our ſafeſt way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horſe ; 
And let us not be dainty of leave- taking, 
But ſhift away; there's warrant in that theft, 
Which ſteals it ſelf when there's no mercy left. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE, the Outfde of -Macheth's Caftle. 
Enter Roſſe, with an old Man. 


Wichin the volume of which time, I've 
ſeen 


Hath trifled former knowings. 
Roſſe. Ah, good father, 


Threaten this bloody ſtage : by th' clock, *tis day; 
And yet dark night ſtrangles the travelling lamp: 
Is't night's predominance, or the day's ſhame, 
That darkneſs does the face of earth intomb, 
When living light ſhould kiſs it? 

Old M. *Tis unnatural, 7 
Even like the Deed that's done. On Tue/day laſt, 
A fauicon, towring in her pride of place, 

Was by a mouſing owl hawkt at, and kill'd. 

Roſſe. And Duncan's horſes, (4 thing moſt ſtrange 

and certain !) (12) 
Beauteous and ſwift, the minions of the Race, 


(12) And Duncan's Horſes, (a Thing moſt ſtrange and certain!) 
Beauteous and ſwift, the Minions of their Race,] | 

am pretty certain, all the Copits have err'd, one after a- 
nother, in this Reading: and that 1 have reſtor'd the true 
One. The Poet does not mean, that they were the beſt of 
theic Breed ; but that they were excellent Racers: in which 
Senſe he very poetically calls them, the Minions of the 


Race. This is a Mode of Expreſſion, which he ſeems very 
ſond of, | | 


\ 
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Turn'd wild in nature, broke their Calls, flung out, 
Contending gainſt obedience, as they would 
Make war with man. 

Old M. Tis ſaid, they eat each other. 


Rofſe. They did ſo; to the amazement of mine ey 
That lock d upon't. TO 


| Enter Macduff. 
Here comes the good Macduf. 
How goes the world, Sir, pA ? 
Macd. Why, ſee you not ? 
Roſe. ey. vn, who did this more than bloody 


Macd. Thoſe, that Macbeth hath ſlain. 
Raſſe. Alas, the day! 
What good could they ee ? 

Macd. They were ſuborn'd ; Sls 
Malcolm, and Nonalbain, the King's two Sons, 
Are ſtol'n away and fled; which puts upon them 
Suſpicion of the Deed. 

— *Gainſt nature ſtill ; 

Thriftleſs ambition! that wilt ravin up 
Thine own life's means. Then tis moſt like, 
The Sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth? 

Macd. He is already nam'd, and gone to Scong 
To be inveſted. 

. Refſe. Where is Duncan's body? 
Macd. Carried to Colmes-hill, | 
The ſacred ſtorehouſe of his Predeceſſors, 
And guardian of their bones. | | 

Roſſe. Will you to Scone ? 

4 Macd. No, Couſin, 111 to Fife. 

Ro//e. Well, I will thither. 

acd. * ell, may you ſee things well done there, 


| Jeu FI 
!Leſt our old robes fit eafier than our . ! 
8 Roſe. Farewel, Father. 5 
' O/d M. God's beniſon 17 with you, and with thoſe 
'That would make good of bad, and friends of fees. 


[Exeunt, 
ACT 
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SCENE, an Apartment in the Palace. 
Enter Banquo. 


HOU haſt it now; King, Cawdor, Glamis, all 


The weird women promis'd ; and, I fear, 
| Thou plaid'ſt moſt Gal for't: yet it was ſaid, 
It ſhould not ſtand in thy Poſterity ; e 

But that my ſelf ſhould be the root, and father 

Of many Kings. If there come truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their ſpeeches ſnine) 
Why, by the verities on thee mods good, 

May they not be my Oracles as well, 

And ſet me up in hope? but, huſh, no more. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Macheth as King, Lady Macbeth, 
Lenox, Roſſe, Lords and Attendants. 


Macb. Here's our chief gueſt. 
Lady. If he had been forgotten, 
It had been as a gap in our great Feaſt, 
And all things e 
Mach. To night we hold a ſolemn ſupper, Sir, 
And I'll requeſt your preſenye: ene Fog ” 
Ban. Lay your Highneſs" | 
Command upon me; to the which, my Duties 
Are with a moſt indiſſoluble tye 5 
For ever knit. 
e, Mach. Ride you this afternoon ? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord. | 
Macb. We ſhould have elſe defir'd 
Your good advice (which ſtill hath been both grave 
And proſperou:) in this day's Council; but 
Weill take to morrow. Is it far you ride? 
't, Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 


"Twixt- 
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Twixt this and ſupper. Go not my horſe the better, 

I muſt become a borrower of the night. 

For a dark hour or twain. 

Mach. Fail not our feaſt. 
Ban. My lord, I will not. 
Mach. We hear, our bloody Couſins are beſtow'd + 

In England, and in Ireland; not confeſling 

'Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers | 

With ſtrange invention; but of That to morrow; 

When therewithal we ſhall have cauſe of State, 

Craving us jointly. Hie to horſe : adieu, 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord; our time does call upon us. 
Mach. I wiſh your horſes ſwift, and ſure of foot: 

And ſo I do commend you to their bacxs. 

Farewel. EE 1 [Exit Banquo, 

Let ev'ry man be maſter of his time (13) | 

Till ſeven at night; to make ſociety 4 

The {ſweeter welcome, we will keep our ſelf 

*Till ſupper-time alone: till then, God be with you. 

[ Erxeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lord.. 
Manent Macbeth, and a Servant. 

Sirrah, a word with you : attend thoſe men 

Our pleaſure ? 25 
Ser. They are, my lord, without the Palace: gate. 


(13) La ev'ry Man be Maſter of his Time 
Till ſev'n at night, to make Society 
The ſweeter welcome: We will keep our ſelf 
Till Supper Time alone.] 1 am ſurpriz'd, none of the 


Editors mould quarrel with the Pointing. How could ev'ry 


Man's being Maſter of his own Time till Night, make Society 

then the ſweeter ? for, ſo, every Man might have gone into 
Company in the mean while, and pall'd himſelf for the 
Night's Entertainment; My Regulation, I dare warrant, re- 
trieves the Poet's Meaning. Let every Man (Tays the 
© King,) be Maſter of his own time till Seven o' Clock: 

e and that I may have the ſtronger Enjoyment of your Com- 
b panies then, II abſtain from all Company till Supper 
* time, | | 


Mach. 
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Marb. Bring them before us —— To be thus, is 
nothing zo Leit ar. 
But to be ſafely thus. — Our fears in Banguo 
Stick deep; and in his Royalty of Nature 
Reigns mg which would be fear'd. *Tis much he 
res, 
And to that dauntleſs temper of his mind, 
He hath'a wiſdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in ſafety. There is none but he, 
Whoſe Being do fear: and, under him, 
My Genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is ſaid, 
Antony's was by Cæſar. He chid the Siſters, 
When firſt they put the name of King upon me, 
And bade them ſpeak to him; then, Prophet like, 
They hail'd him father to a line of Kings. L 
Upon my head they plac'd a fruitleſs Crown, 
And put a barren Scepter in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand, 
No ſon of mine ſucceeding. If *tis ſo, 
For Banguo's iſſue have I fil'd my mind: 
For them, the gracious Duncan have I murther'd : 
Put rancours in the veſſel of my Peace 
Only for them : and mine eternal jewel 
Giv'n to the common enemy of man, 
To make them Kings: the Seed of Banguo Kings: 
Rather than ſo, come Fate into the liſt, 
And champion me to th' utterance ! 


who's there? 
Enter Servant, and two Murtherers. 


Go to the door, and ſtay there, till we call. 
8 | [Exit Servant. 
Was it not yeſterday we ſpoke together ? 
Mur. It was, ſo pleaſe your Highneſs, 
Mach. Well then, now | 
You have confider'd of my ſpeeches ? know, 
That it was he, in the times paſt, which held you 
So under fortune; which, you thought, had been 
Oar innocent ſelf; this I made good to you 
In our laſt conf*rence, paſt in probation with you : 
How you were borne in hand, how crok ; the inſtruments, 
| | Who 
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Who wrronght with them: and all 
0 


o half a foul, and to a notion craz 
Say, thus did Banguo. | 
1 Mur. True, you made it Known. 
Mach. I did ſo; and went further, which js now 
Our point of ſecond meeting. Do you find 
Your Patience ſo predominant in your nature, 
That you can let this go? are you ſo goſpell'd, 
To pray for this good man and for his iſſue, 
Whoſe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the Grave, 
And beggar'd yours for ever? 
1 Mur. We are men, my liege. 
Mach. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men, 
As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, ſpaniels, cuts, 
Showghes, water e and demy-wolves are cleped 
All by the name p dogs; the valued file 
Diſtinguiſhes the ſwift, the ſlow, the ſubtle, 
'The houſe : the hunter; every one 
According to the gift which bquntequs Nature 
Hath in him clos'd ; whereby he dogs receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike : and fo of men. 
Now, if you have a ſtation in the file, 
And not in the worſt rank of manhood, fay it; 
And I will put that buſineſs in your boſoms, 
Whoſe execution takes your enemy off; 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 
Who wear our health but fickly in his life, 
Which in his death were perfect. | 
2 Mur. I am one, | EA 
Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world: 
Have ſo incens'd, that I am reckleſs what 
I do, to ſpite the world. 
1 Mur. And I another, | 
So weary with diſaſters, tugg'd with fortune, 
That I would ſet my life on any chance, 
To mend it, or be rid on't. | 
Mach. Both of you 
Know, Banguo was your enemy, 
Mur. True, my lord. 
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ave by Banquo gone from Court? 
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Macb. So is he mine: and in ſuch bloody diſtance, 
That every minute of his Being thruſts  _ 
inſt my F. of life; and though I could 
ith bare · fac; d Power {weep him from my fight, 
And bid my Wall avouch it; yet I muſt not, 
For certain friends that are. both his and mine, 
Whoſe loves I may not drop ; but wail his Fall, 
Whom I my ſelf ſtruck down : and thence it is, 
That I to your aſſiſtance do make love, 
r buſineſs from the common eye 
For ſundry weighty reaſons. 
2 Mur. We ſhall, my lord, 
perform what you command us. 
1 Mur. Though our lives 
Mach. Your f 
at moſt, 
I will adviſe you where to plant your ſelves ; 
Acquaint you with the perfect ſpy. o'th' time, 
The moment on't ; (fort muſt be done to night, 
And ſomething from the Palace: always thought, 
That I require a Clearneſs: ) and with him, 
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the Work) 
Fleance his ſon, that keeps him company, 
Whoſe abſence is no leſs material to me, 
han is his father's) muſt embrace the fate | 
Of that dark hour. Reſolve your ſelves a- part, 
T'll come to you anon. | , 
Mur. We are reſoly'd, my lord. 
Mach. I'Il call upon you ſtraight; abide within. 


I Exeunt Murtherers. 


It is concluded „ thy Soul's flight, 
duds tl cor aloe [ot 


— 5 * 


pirits ſhine through you. In this hour, 


SCENE, another Apartment in the Palace. 


Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant. 


Serv, Ay, Madam, but returns again to 
night. 
Lad). 
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Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leiſure 
For a few words. | 


Serv. Madam, I will. Folge ; FE [LExit. 


Ladh. Nought's had, all's ſpent, 
Where our deſire is got without content: 
Tis ſafer to be That which we deſtroy, 
Than by deſtruction dwell in doubtful joy. 


Enter Macbeth. 


How now, my lord, why do you keep alone? 
Of ſorrieſt fancies your companions making, 
Uſing thoſe thoughts, which ſhould, indeed, have dy'd 
With them they think on ? things without all remedy 
Should be without regard; what's done, is done. i 
Mach. We have ſcotch'd the ſnake, not kill'd it—(14) 
She'll cloſe, and be herſelf; whilſt our poor malice 


(14) We have ſcorch*d the Snake, not kilPd it, 

Shell cloſe, and be herſelf; ) This is a Paſſage, which 
has all along paſſed current thro* the Editions, and yet, f 
dare affirm, is not our Author's Reading. What has a Snake, 
cloſing again, to do with its being ſcorch*d? Scorching would 
never either ſeparate, Or dilate, its Parts; but rather make them 
inſtantly contract and ſbrivel. SHAKESPEARE, I am very 
well perſwaded, had this Notion in his head; that if you cut 
a Serpent ot Worm aſunder, in ſeveral Pieces, there is ſuch an 
unctuous Quality in their Blood, that the diſmember'd Parts, 


being only placed near enough to touch one another, will 


cement and become as whole as before the Injury receiy'd. 
The Application of this Thought is to Duncan, the murder'd 
King, and his ſurviving Sons. Macbeth conſiders them ſo 
much as Members of the Father, that tho? he has cut off the 
Old Man, he would ſay, he has not entirely kill'd him, but 
he'll revive again in the Lives of his Sons. Can we doubt 
therefore but that rhe Poet wrote, as I. have reſtor'd to the 
Text 
Is have ſcotch'd the Snake, not kill d ir: 

To ſcotch, however the generality of our Dictionaries happen 
to omit the Word, ſignifies, to notch, ſlaſh, hack, cut, with 
- Twigs,” Swords, &c, and ſo our Poet moe than once has uſed 
it in his Works. 


Remains 


gere 


. 
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Remains in danger of her former tooth. | 


But let both worlds disjoint, and all things ſuffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and ſleep 
In the affliction of theſe terrible Dreams, | 
That ſhake us nightly. Better be with the Dead, 
(Whom we, to gain our Place, have ſent to Peace 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie | , 
In reſtleſs ecſtaſie. Duncan is in his Grave; 
After life's fitful fever, he ſleeps well; 
Treaſon has done his worſt; nor ſteel, nor poiſon, 
Malice domeſtick, A levy, nothing 
Can touch him further 
Lady. Come on; | 
Gentle my lord, ſleek o'er your rugged looks; 
Be bright, and jovial, *mong your gueſts to night. 
Macb. So ſhall I, Love; and fo, I pray, be you; 


Let your remembrance ſtill apply to Banguo. 


Preſent him Eminence, both with eye and tongue : 
Unſafe the while, that we muſt lave our honours 
In theſe ſo flat ring ſtreams, and make our faces 
Vizors Your hearts, diſguiſing what they are! — 
Lady. You muſt leave this. 
Macb. O, full of ſcorpions is my mind, dear wife! 
Thou know'ſt, that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 
Lady. But in them Nature's copy's not eternal. 
Mach. There's comfort yet, they are aſſailable 
Then, be thou jocund. Ere the Bat hath flown 
His cloyſter'd flight, ere to black Hecat's ſummane 
The ſhard-born beetle with his drowſie nume 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there ſhall be done 


A Deed of dreadful note. 


Lady. What's to be done? | 

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareſt chuck, 
Till thou applaud the Deed : come, feeling Night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, * 
And with thy bloody and inviſible hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond, ' 
Which keeps me pale ! Light thickens, and the Crow 


Makes wing to th* rooky wood: 


Good 
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Good things of day begin to droop and drowze, 
Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rowze, . 
Thou marvell'ſt at my words; but hold thee ſtill; 
Things, bad begun, make ſtrong themſelves by III: 


So, pr ythee, go with me. [ Excunt 
SCEN E changes to 4 Park; the Caſtle at 
a diſtance. 


Enter three Murtherers, 


I my T who did bid thee join with us? 
3 Mur. Macbeth. 
2 Mur. He needs not our Miſtruſt, fince he delivers 
Our offices, and what we have to do, 
To the direction juſt, _ 
1 Mur. Then ſtand with us. 
The weſt yet glimmers with ſome ſtreaks of day: 
Now ſpurs the lated traveller apace, 
To gain the timely inn; and near approaches 
The ſubje@ of our watch. 
3 Mur. Hark, I hear horſes. 
Banquo within. Give us light there, ho ! 
2 Mur. Then it is he: the reſt, 
That are within the note of expectation, 
Already are 'th* Court. 
1 Mur. His horſes go about. 
3 Mur. Almoſt a mile: but he does uſually, 
(So all men do,) from hence to th' Palace-gate 
Make it their Walk. 15 


Enter Banquo and Fleance, with 4 Torch. 


2 Mur. Alight, a light. 
3 Myr. Tis he. 
1 Mur. Stand to't. 
Bar. It will be rain to night. | 
1 Mar. Let it come down. [They aſſault Banquo. 
Ban. Oh, treachery ! | 

Fly, Fleance, fly, fly, fly, 


'Thou 


Is 


= 0» 


Fo 


25 


quo. 


Thou 
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Thou __ * Oh ſlave! 


[ Dies. Fleance eſcapes. 
3 Mur. Who did ſtrike out * light? *r 


1 Mur. Was't not the way ? 


3 Mur. There's but One down ; the ſon 
Is fled. 


2 Mur. We've loſt beſt half of our affair. 
1 Mar. Well, let's away, and ſay how much is done. 


[Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to a Room f State in 
the Caſili. 


4 Banquet 2 epar d. E nter Macbeth, Lach, Roſſe, 
nox, Lords, and Attendants. 
Mach. * 


OU know your own degrees, fit down: 
At firſt — laſt, the hearty welcome. 
Lords. Thanks to your Maj jeſty. 
Mach. Our ſelf will mingle with ſociety, 
And play the humble Hoſt : 
Our eſs keeps her State, but in beſt time 
We will require her welcome. [They fit. 


Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends, 
For my heart ſpeaks, they're welcome. 


Enter firſt Murtherer. 


Mach. See, they encounter thee with their hearts 
thanks. 


Both ſides are even: here I'll fit Pth* midſt; 
Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meaſure 
The table round——There's blood upon thy face. 


[To the Murtherer, afide, at the door. 
Mur. Tis Bangquo's then, 


Mach. Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Is he diſpatch'd ? 
Mur. My lord, his throat is cut, That I did for him. 


Mach. Thou art the beſt of cut-throats ; yet he's good, 
That did the like for Fleance: if thou didſt i it, 


Thou art the non-parell. 
Myr. Moſt royal Sir, 


Fleance 
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Fleance is ſcap'd. 
- Macs. r comes my Fit again: 1 ha elſe been 
ect 3 * 
Whole oi marble, founded as the rock; 
As broad, and gen'ral, as the caſing air: 
But now I'm cabin d, cribb'd, chalk 'd, bound in 
To fawcy Doubts and Fears. But Banquo's ſafe }—— 

Mar: Ay, my good lord: fafe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gaſhes on his head; 

The leaſt a death to Nature. 

Mach. Thanks for that; 

There the grown ſerpent lies: the, worm, that's fled, 
Hath Nature that in time will venom breed, 

No teeth for th* preſent. Get thee. gone, to morrow 
We'll hear 't our ſelves again. [ Exit Murtberer. 

Lady. My royal lord, 

You do not give the cheer ; the feaſt is ſold, 

That is not often vouched, while 'tis making ; 

'Tis given, with welcome. To feed, were beſt at home; 
From thence, the fawce to meat is ceremony; 

Meeting were bare without it. 

| [The Ghoſt Banquo riſes, and fits in Macbath: 5 Place 
1 ch. Sweet remembrancer! 

ow good digeſtion wait on appetite, 

And health - both! oy 

Len. May't pleaſe your Highneſs fit ? 

Macs. Here had we now our Country's Honour roof d, 
Were the grac'd perſon of our Banguo preſent, — 
(Whom may I rather challenge for unkindneſs, 

Than pity for miſchance! )- "4 

Roſe. His abſence, Sir, 

Lays blame upon his promiſe. Pleas't your Highneſs 
'To grace us with your royal company ? 


Macb. The table's full.  [Starting, 


Len. Here's a place reſerv'd,. Sir. 
Macb. Where? | 

Len. Here, my good- lord. 

What is't that moves your Highneſs ?- 

Mach. Which of you have done this? 
Lords. What, my good lord ? 


.. Mach, 


_ 
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Mach. Thou can'ſt not ſay, I did it: never ſhake 
Thy goary locks at me. 
82 Gentlemen, riſe; his Highneſs is not well. 
Lady. Sit, worthy friends, my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep ſeat. | 
The Fit is momentary, on a thought 
He will again be well. If much you note him, 
You fhall offend him, and extend his paſſion ; 
Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man? 
[To Macb. afide. 
Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look-on That, 
Which aiahe appal the Devil. 
Lady. O proper ſtuff! 
This i is the very Painting of your fear ; [afide, 


This is the air-drawn-dagger, which, you ſaid, 


Led you to Duncan. Oh, theſe flaws and ſtarts 
Impoſtors to true fear, would well become 

A woman's ſtory at a winter's fire, 

Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame it ſelf! ä 


Why do you make ſuch faces ? when al's done, 


You look but on a ſtool. 
Mach. Pr'ythee, ſee there! 
Behold ! look! lo! how ſay you ? 


[ Pointing to the Chef 

Why, what care I? if thou canſt nod, ſpeak tov. — 
If Charnel-houſes and our Graves muſt fend 
Thoſe, that we bury, back; our Monuments 
Shall be the maws of kites, [ The Ghoſt vaniſhes. 

Lady. What? quite unmann'd in folly ? 

Math. If I ſtand here, I ſaw him, — 

Lady. Fie, for ſhame |! 

Mach. Blood hath been ſhed ere now, i'th' olden . 
Ere human Statute purg'd the gen'ral weal; (15 


(15) Ere human Statute purg'd the gentle Weal ] Thus all 
the Editions: but Mr. Warburton very juſtly advis'd, as 1 have 
reform'd the Text, gen*ral Weal: And it is a very fine Peri- 
i phraſis (ſays He) to ſignify, ere civil Societies were inflituted, 
For the early Muithers recorded in Scripture, are here al- 
juded to: and Macheth's apologizing for Mutther from the 
:* Antiquity of the Example is very natutal.” 


Ay, | 


Then I'll fit down : give me ſome wine, fill full 


Fd 
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Ay, and ſince too, Murthers have been perform'd 
Too terrible for th' ear: the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end; but now they riſe again 
With twenty mortal Murthers on their crowns, 
And puſh us from our ſtools ; this is more ſtrange 
Than ſuch a murther is. | 

Lady. My worthy lord, 
'Your noble friends do lack you. 

Mach. I do forget. — 
Do not muſe at me, my moſt worthy friends, 
J have a ſtrange Infirmity, which is nothing 
To thoſe that.know me. Come, Love and Health to all! 


I drink to th* general joy of the whole table, | 
And to our dear friend Banguo, whom we miſs ; 
"Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirſt, 
And all to all. iS 
\ Lords. Our Duties, and the Pledge. 
[The Gheſt riſes again, 
_ Avaunt, and quit my ſight | Let the earth hide 
ee! 


Thy bones are marrowleſs, thy blood is cold; WM 7 


Thou haſt no ſpeculation in thoſe eyes, 
Which thou doſt glare with. 
Lady. Think of this, good Peers, a 
But as a thing of cuſtom; tis no other; 
Only it ſpoils the pleaſure of the time. 


Mach. What man dare, I dare: , 
Approach Thou like the rugged Ruyſfar bear, ] 
The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger, 
Take any ſhape but That, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again, 

And dare me to the Deſert with thy ſword ; _ . 
If trembling I inhibit, then proteſt me 2 
The baby of a girl. Hence, terrible ſhadow ! 7 
Unreal mock' ry, hence! Why, fo, — being gone, 1 
[The Gheſl van iſbes. uͤ 
J am a man again: pray you, fit ſtill. [The Lords riſt. I 


Lady. Vou have diſplac'd the-murth, broke the. good 
Meeting With 


With moſt admir'd diſorder. 
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Mach. Can ſuch things be, 

And overcome us like a Summer's cloud, | 

Without our ſpecial wonder? You make me ſtrange 

Ev'n to the diſpoſition that I owe, 

When now I think, you can behold ſuch fights ; 

And keep the natural Raby of your Cheeks, 


When mine is blanch'd with fear. 


Roſſe. What ſights, my lord? 


Lady. pray you, ſpeak not; he grows worſe and 
worſe ; 
Queſtion enrages him : at once good night. 
Stand not upon the Order of your Going, 
But go at orice. — 
Len. Good night, and better health 
Attend his Majeſty ! 8 5 
Lady. Good night, to all. FExeunt Lords. 
we ir will have blood, they fay ; blood will have 
00d ; 
Stones have been known to move, and trees to ſpeak ; 
Augurs, that underſtood relations, have 
By mag- pies, and by choughs, and rooks brought forth 
The ſecret'ſt man of blood. — What is the night? 
Lady. Almoſt at odds with morning, which is which. 
Macb. How ſay ' ſt thou, that Macduff denies his perſon, 
At our great bidding ? 
Lady. Did you fend to him, Sir? 
Mach. I hear it by the way; but I will ſend: 
There's not a Mane of them, but in his houſe (16) 
I keep a ſervant fee'd. I will to morrow 
(Betimes I will) unto the weird ſiſters: 


More 


(16) There is et One of them, ] Thus the modern Editors. 
But, one of Wham Macbeth has juſt ſaid, that he heard, Mac- 
Auf meant to diſobey his Summons; "and he would immedi⸗ 
ately ſubjo in, that there is not a Man of Macduff's Quality 
in the Kingdom, but He has a Spy under his Roof. This is 
underſtood, not expteſs'd, as the Text as yet has ſtood: The 
old Folio's give us the Paſſage thus; 

There's net a one of them 


Here 
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Stept in ſo far, that, ſhould I wade no more, 


| Sawcy, and over-bold ! how did you dare 


Or ſhew the glory of our Art? 


Words, we ſhall find, they amount to no more than This, We 
are yet indeed but young, But this is far from comprizing ei- 


morous till ſo harden'd. 


More ſhall they ſpeak ; for now I'm bent to know, 
By the worſt means, the worſt, for mine own good. 
All cauſes ſhall give way ; I am in blood 


Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand 

Which muſt be acted, ere they may be ſcann . 
Lady. Y ou lack the Seaſon of all Natures, Sleep. 
Macb. Come, we'll to ſleep ; my ſtrange and (elf-abuſe 

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard uſe ; - 

We're yet but young in Deed. (17) [Exeunt, 


SCE NE changes to the Heath. 
Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate. 


1 Witch, AK, * now, Hecat', you look an- 
ö ET, «+ 
Hec. Have I not reaſon, Beldams, as you are ? 


To trade and traffick with Macbeth, 
In riddles and affairs of death? 
And J, the miſtreſs of your Charms, 
The cloſe contriver of all harms, 
Was never call'd to bear my part, 


* nh — rn r AAT ↄ Ä oe Went Eg" ACTOR 


And, which is worſe, all you have done 


Here we again meet with a depray'd Reading; but it is ſuck 


'A One, as, I am perſwaded, has led me to the Poer's tiue 


Word and Meaning. 
There's not a Thane of them, 
i. e. a Nobleman: and ſo the Peers of Scotland were all call'd, | 
till Earls were created by Malcelme the Son of Duncan. L 
(17) Were yet but young indeed.) If we tranſpoſe theſe 


ther the Poet's, or Macbeth's, Meaning. I read, — in Deed, 
i. e. but little inur'd yet to Acts of Blood and Cuelty : for 
Time and Practice harden Villains in their Trade, who ate ti- 


_ Hath 


S222 


a 


. 


1 


Who cannot want the thought, how monſtrous tco 
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Hath been but for a weyward ſon ; _ 
Spightful and wrathful, who, as others do, 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now ; get you gone, 

And at the pit of Acheron 6 

Meet me 1'th* morning: thither he 

Will come, 'to know his deſtiny ; 

Your veſſels and your ſpells provide, 


Your Charms and every thing beſide. 


I am for th' Air: this night I'll ſpend 


Dato a diſmal, fatal end, 


Great buſineſs muſt be wrought ere noon :* 
Upan the corner of the Moon 

There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound: 
I'll catch it ere it come to ground; 

And That, diſtill'd by magick lights, 

Shall raiſe ſuch artificial prights, 

As, by the ſtrength of their illuſion, 

Shall draw him on to his confuſion. 

He ſhall ſpurn fate, ſcorn death, and bear 
His hopes *bove wiſdom, grace, and fear : 
And, you all know, Security 2 
Is mortals' chiefeſt enemy. [Mufick and a Sang. 
Hark, I am call'd; my little ſpirit, ſee, 
Sits in the foggy cloud, and ſtays for me. 


ing within. Come away, come away, &c. 


ont 65108 
TY V. ich Come, let's make haſte, ſhe'll ſoon be back 


again. 
SCE N E changes to a chamber, 


Enter Lenox, and another Lord. 


Len. M former ſpeeches have but hit your thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther : only, I ſay, 

Things have been ſtrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 

Was pitied of Macbeth — marry, he was dead. 

And the right-valiant Banguo walk' d too late. 

Whom, you may ſay, if't pleaſe you, Fleauce kill'd, 

For Fleance fled: men muſt not walk too late. 


[Exeunt, 


Vo 1. VI. "Sh 


— -x — — 


From whom this ty rant holds the & Fs of Birth, 
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It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain | 
To kill their gracious father? damned fact! 
How did it grieve Macbeth? did he not ſtraight 
In pious rage the two delinquents tear, 
That were the ſlaves of drink, and thralls of lep? 
Was not that nobly done? ay, wiſely too; 
For twould have anger'd any heart alive 
Jo hear the men deny't. So that, I ſay, 
He has borne all things well ; and I do think, 
That had he Duncan's ſons under his key, 
(As, an't pleaſe heav'n, he ſhall not; ) they thould find 
What *twere to kill a father: ſo ſhould Fleance.. 
But peace! for from broad words, and 'cauſe he fail'd 
His preſence at the tyrant's feaſt, I hear, 
Macduff lives in diſgrace. Sir, can you tell 
Where he beſtows himſelf ? 
Lord. The Son of Duncan, (18) 


Lives 
(18) The Sons of Duncan | 

From whom this Tyrant holds the Due of Birth] 1 have ſer right 

this Paſſage againſt the Authority of our anobſerying Editors, 

And the Proofs of my Emendation are obvious. In the firſt 

place, Macbeth could not be ſaid to hold the Due of Binh 

from Both Duncan's Sons, The Succeſſion to the Crown was 


the Right of Malce/m; and Donalbaine could have no Right to 


it, as long as his Elder Brother or any of his Iſſue were in 
Being. In the next place, the Sons of Duncan did not Both 
ſhelter in the Engl /h Court, Upon the Diſcovery of their Fa- 
ther's Murther, we find them thus determining, 

Malc. Pl! to England. 

Donal. To Ireland I; our ſeparated Fortune 

Shall keep us both the ſafer. 
This Determination, 'tis plain, they immediately put into 
Ac, or Macbeth had very ill Intelligence: 
Ve hear, eur bloody Couſins are beſto w' d 

In England and in Ireland. 

Nor were they together, even at the time when Malcolm dil 


. pured his Right with Macbeth. 


Who knows, if Donalbain be with his Brother? 
Ten. For certain, Sir, he i; not. 
Beſides, Hecter Boethins and Heling head (the latter of whom 
. | our 
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Lives in the Exg/;4.Court ; and is receiv'd | 

Of the moſt pious Edward with ſuch grace, 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 

Takes from his high reſpect. Thither Macduf 

Is gone to pray the King upon his aid 
To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward ; 
That by the help of theſe, (with Him above 

To ratifie the work,) we may again | 

Give to our tables meat, ſleep to our nights: 
Free from our feaſts and banquets bloody knives ; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours, 

All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath ſo exaſp'rated their King, that he 


4 


Prepares for ſome attempt of War. 


Len. Sent he to Macduff ? 

Lord. He did; and with an abſolute, Sir, not 7, 
The cloudy meſſenger turns me his back, 
And hums ; as who ſhould ſay, you'll rue the time, 
“ That clogs me with this anſwer. 

Len, And that well might 
Adviſe him to a care to hold what diſtance 
His wiſdom can provide. Some holy Angel 
Fly to the Court of England, and unfold 
His meſſage ere he come; that a ſwift Bleſſing 
May ſoon return to this our ſuffering Country, 


| Under a hand accurs'd ! 


Lord. I'll ſend my pray'rs with him. E xeant. 


our Author preciſely follows ;) both inform us, that Donal- 
baine remain'd in Ireland till the Death of Malco/m and his 
Queen; and then, indeed, he came over, invaded Scotland, and 
vreſted the Crown from One of his Nephews. | 


SCENE, a dark Cave; in the middle, a 
great Cauldron burning. 


Thunder, Enter the three Witches. 


1 WiTcn. 


HRICE the brinded cat hath mew'd. 
2 Witch. Twice, and once the hedge-pig whin'd, 
3 Witch, Harper crys, tis time, tis time, 
I Fitch. Round about the cauldron go, 


In the poiſon'd entrails throw. 
5 „ [They march round the cauldron, and throw in 


the ſeveral ingredients as for the preparation 
of their Charm. | 


Toad, that under the cold tone, 
Days and nights has, thirty one, 
Swelter'd venom ſleeping got ; 
Boil thou firſt i' th' charmed pot. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble; 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 
1 Witch. Fillet of a fenny ſnake, 


In the cauldron boil and bake ; 
Eye of newt, and toe of freg; 


Wool of bat, and tongue of dog; 
Adder's fork, and blind-worm's ſting, 
Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing : 
For a Charm of pow'rful trouble, 
Like a hell-broth, boil and bubble. 
All. Double, double, tcil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
Witches' mummy ; may, and gulf 


Ot 
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Of the ravening ſalt ſea-ſhark; _ 
) Root of hemlock, digg'd i'th' dark; 
Liver of ha grate Ferw 7 
Gall of goat, and flips of yew, 
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipſe ; 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's lips; 
6 Finger of birth-ſtrangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver'd by a drab ; | 8 
Make the gruel thick, and ſlab. 
Add thereto a tyger's chawdron, 
For th' ingredients of our cauldron. 
All. Double, double, toil and trouble, 
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble. ; 
4 2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
nd. Then the Charm is firm and good. 


Enter Hecate, and other three Witches. 5 | 


Hec. Oh! well done! I commend your pains, 
; And every one ſhall ſhare th? gains, | 
v 1 | And now about the cauldron fing, 5 
1101 Lake elves and fairies in a ring, 8 
Inchanting all that you put in. 


Muſick and a Song. 


Black ſpirits and white, 
Blue ſpirits and grey, 
E * mingle, mingle, 
| ou that mingle may. 
2 Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs 
Something wicked this way comes : 
Open locks, whoever knocks. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Moe, How now, you ſecret, black, and midnight 
1 | 
What is't you do ? , | 
All. A deed without a name. 
Mach. I conjure you, by that which you profeſs, 
(Howe'er you come to know it) anſwer me. 


Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
| O 3 Againſt 
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Againſt the churches; though the yeſty waves 
Confound and ſwallow — up; 
Though bladed corn be lodg'd, and trees blown down, 
Though caſtles topple on their warders heads; 
Though palaces and pyramids do ſlope 
Their heads to their foundations; though the treaſure 
Of Nature's Germins tumble all together, (19) 
Even till deſtruction ſicken: anſwer me 
To what J ask you. 
1 Witch. Speak. 
2 Witch. Demand. | 
3 Wiich. We'll anſwer, | 4 
i Witch. Say, if th' hadſt rather hear it from our N 
4 


| mouths, 
Or from our maſters ?. 

Macb. Call 'em: let me ſee em. 

1 Witch. Pour in ſow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow ; greaſe, that's ſweaten \ 
From the murth'rer's gibbet, throw W 
Into the flame: | | £ 

All. Come high or low: 4 


Thy {elf and office deftly ſhow, = [ Thunder, 


Apparition of an armed head riſes. 


Mach. Tell me, thou unknown Power 

1 Witch. He knows thy thought: G 

Hear his ſpeech, but ſay thou nought. 8 

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Macduſt! 

Beware the Thane of Fife——— diſmiſs me enough. 

[Deſeends, U 

Mach. What-&er thou art, for thy good Caution, Re 

thanks. | | 

Thou'ſt harp'd my fear aright. But one word more— - 

1 Witch. He will not be commanded ; here's another of 


Ty 

(19) The“ the Treaſure wh: 
Of Nature's germains tumble all together,] lion 
- Thus all the printed Copies; and Mr. Pope has explain'd Ger- Poe 
mains by Kindred : bur I have already prov'd in a Note upon . to, 
Lear, that we muſt read, Germins, i. e. Seeds. and 
| | More ker. 


ler. 


More N than the firſt. 


Ay Had I three ears, I'd hear thee. 


.Iy Beginning, exhibit this Paſſage : 
what Notion the Editors could have of the Dead being rebe!- 


Rood, The Emendation of one Letter gives us clear Senſe, 


* the very Thing which Macbeth ſhould be ſuppos'd to ſay 
ere. 
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[Thunder. 

 Apparition of à bloody child riſes. 
Macbeth! Macbeth ! Macbeth ! 


App. Be bloody, bold, and reſolute ; laugh to ſcorn 
The pow'r of man; for none of woman born 
Shall harm Macberh, 
Macb. Then live, Macduff: 
F thee ? 
But yet I'll make aſſurance double ſure, 
And take a bond of Fate; thou ſhalt not live, 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lyes; 


[ Deſcends. 
what need 1 fear of 


And ſleep in ſpight of thunder. [T, hunders. 
Apparition of a child crowned, with a tree in his hand, 
riſes. 


What 1s this, 
That riſes like the iſſue of a King, 
Ando wears u 1 b his baby-brow the round 


be BID... 


Who can _ the foreſt, bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root ? Sweet boadments ! good! 
Rebellious head riſe never, 'till the wood (20) 


Of 


(20) Rehelliows Dead, riſe never till the Wood 
Of Birnam 7:ſe, & c.] Thus all the Impreſſions, from the ve- 
but 1 cannot imagine 


liows, It looks to me, as if they were content to believe the 
Poet genuine, wherever he was myſterious beyond being under- 


We muſt reſtore 0 4 Rebel. 
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Of Birnam riſe, and our high-plac'd Macbeth 
Shall live the leaſe of Nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal cuſtom !——Yet my heart 
'Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your Art 
Can tell ſo much) ſhall Bargquo's iſſue ever | 
Reign in this Kingdom ? LRN ES? 
All. Seek to know no more. 2 a 

: [The Cauldron finks into the Ground, 

Mac. I will be farisfy'd. Deny me this, 

And an eternal curſe fall on you! let me know, 


Why ſinks that cauldron? and what noiſe is this? 


. [Hautboys, 
1 Witch. Shew! n 
2 Witch. Shew! | 
3 Witch. Shew! G3 
All. Shew his eyes, and grieve his heart ; 
Come like ſhadows, ſo depart. | 
[Eight Kings appear and paſs over in order, and (21) 
Banquo ; the /aft, with a glaſs in his hand, 
Macb. Thou art too like the ſpirit of Bangus; down! 


Thy crown do's ſear mine eye- balls. Ard thy hair 


(Thou other gold-bound brow) is like the firſt——— 


| Rebellious Head riſe never, — 5 
i. e. Let Rebellion never make Head againſt me, till a Foreſt 
move, and I ſhall reign long enough in Safety. 

(21) Eight Kings appear and paſi over in order, and Banquo 
laft, with a Glaſs in his hand.] The Editors could not help blun- 
dering even in this Stage-Dire&ion, For tis not Banque, who 
brings the Glaſs; as is evident from the following Speech : 

And yet the Eighth appears, who bears a Glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more and Some I ſte, 
That twofold Balls, and treble Scepters carry. 

1 have quoted the laſt Line, becauſe it will not be amiſs to 
obſerve, that this fine Play, tis ptobable, was not writ till af- 
ter Q. Elizabeth's Death. Theſe Apparitions, tho* very propet- 
Iv 'ſhewn with Regard to Macbeth, yet are more artfully fo, 


when we conſider the Addreſs of the Poet in complimenting 


K. James I. here upon his uniting Scotland to England: and 


when we conſider too, that the Family of the Stuart, are ſaid 
to be the dire& Deſcendants from Banque. 


A 
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A third is like the former ——filthy hags ! 
Why do " ſhew me this? —— A fourth? Start 
eye | 
What! will the line ſtretch out to th' crack of Doom? 
Another yet? ——— A ſeventh ! I'll ſee no more —— 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glaſs, 
Which ſhews me many more; and ſome J ſee, 
That twofold balls and treble ſcepters carry. 
Horrible fight ! nay, now, 1 ſee, tis true; 
For the blood-bolter'd Banguo ſmiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. What, is this ſo? 
1 Witch. Ay, Sir, all this is ſo. Zut why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? 1 
Come, ſiſters, chear we up his ſprights, 
And ſhew the beſt of our delights; 
T' charm the Air to give a Sound, 
While you perform your antick round : 
That this great King my kindly ſay, 
Our duties did his welcome pay. [ Muſick, 
| [ The witches dance and vaniſh. 
_ Where are they ? gone? — Let this pernicious 
our 
Stand ay accurſed in the kalendar ! 
Come in, without there ! 


Enter Lenox. 


Len. What's your Grace's will ? ka 

Mach. Saw you the weird ſiſters ? 155 

Len, No, my lord. 

Macb. Came they not by you ? 

Len. No, indeed, my lord. 

Macb. Infected be the air whereon they ride, 
And damn'd all thoſe that truſt them ! I did hear 
The galloping of horſe. Who was't came by ? 


Len. Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you 
word, | x 


Macduff is fled to England. 
Macb. Fled to England? 
Len. Ay, my good lord. 


Mach. Time, thou anticipat'ſt my dread exploits: 
0 5 The 
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The flighty purpoſe never is o er- took, | 
* Unleſs the deed go with it. From this moment, 
The very firſtlings of my heart ſhall be „ 
The firſtlings of my hand. And even now 2 
To 1 my thoughts with acts, be't thought and 
one! | | 

The Caſtle of Macduff I will farpriſe, | 
Seize upon Fife, give to the edge o' th* (word 

His wite, his babes, and all unfortunate ſouls 
That trace him in his line. No boaſting like a fool, 
This deed I'll do.before this purpoſe cool. 
But no more fights. Where are theſe gentlemen ? 
Come bring me where they are. [ Exeunt, 


s CEN E changes to Macduff's Caſtle at Fife, | # 


Enter Lady Macduff, Ber Son, and Roſſe. 


L. Macd. H A T had he done, to make him fly 
| | the Land? 
Rofſe, You muſt have patience, Madam. 
L. Macd. He had none; N 
His flight was madneſs; when our actions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors. 
Roſſr. You know not, 
Whether it was his wiſdom, or his fear. | 
I. Macd, Wiſdom? to leave his wife, to leave his 
| babes, | | 
His manſon, and his titles, in a place 
From whence himſelf does fly? he loves us not, 
He wants the nat'ral touch; for the poor wren, 
The moſt diminutive of birds, will fight, 
Her young ones in her neſt, againft the owl: 
All is the fear, and nothing is the love; 
As little is the wiſdom, where the flight 
So runs againſt all reaſon. | 
Roſſe. My Deareſt Couſin , | 
J pray you, ſchool your ſelf; but for your husband, 
He's noble, wiſe, judicious, and bet knows mi 
The fits o' th' ſeaſon. I dare not ſpeak much further, [4 
But 
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But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, a 
And do not know our ſelves: when we hold rumour 


4 From what we fear, yet know not what we fear; f 


But float upon a wild and violent ſea 
Fach way, and move. I take my leave of you; 
Shall not be long but I'll be here again: 
Things at the worſt will ceaſe, or elſe climb upward! 
To what they were before: My pretty Couſin, 
Bleſſing upon. you 
rack. Tac. Father'd he is, and yet he's fatherleſs. 
RoJje. I am ſo much a fool, ſhould I ſtay longer, 
It would be my diſgrace, and your diſcomfort, 
I take my leave at once. [Exit Roſſe. 
L. Macd. Sirrah, your father's dead, 
And what will you do now ? how will you live ? 
Son. As birds do, Mother. 
L. Macd. What, on worms and flies ? 
Son, On what I get, I mean; and ſo do they. 
: L. Macd. Poor bird! Thou "aſt never fear the net, nor 
me: 
The pit-fall, nor the gin. 
Fc yo Why ſhould I, Mother ? poor birds, joy are not 
t tor 
My father is not dead for all your Say ing. 
7. Macd. Yes, he is dead; how wilt thou do for a 
father? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a babsi 
L. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market. 
Son. Then you'll buy 'em to ſell again. 
. "ng Thou ſpeak*ſt with all thy wit, and yet, 
i fait 
With wit enough for thee. 
Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 
L. Macd. Ay, that he was. 
Son. What is a traitor ? 
L. Macd. Why, one that ſwears and lies; 
Son. And be all traitors, that da ſo? 
L. Macd. Every one, that does ſo, is a t ator, and 
muſt be hang'd. 
Sax. And mult they all be hang 0, that ſwear and lie d 
L. Mac. 


. 8 | | | 5 > 
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ZL. Macd. Every one. CEA 

Son. Who muſt hang them? 

L. Macd. Why, the honeſt men. 5 

Son. Then the liars and ſwearers are fools ; for there 
are liars and ſwearers enow to beat the honeſt men, and 
hang up them. | 

. Macd. God help thee, poor monkey! but how 

wilt thou do for a father? | 

Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him: if you 
would not, it were a good fign that I ſhould quickly have 
a new father. | 


L. Macd. Poor pratler | how thou talk'ſt? 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me/. Bleſs you, fair dame! I am not to you known, 
Though in your ſtate of honour I am perfect; 
J doubt, fome danger does approach you nearly. 
If you will take a homely man's advice, 
Be not found here ; hence with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks, I am too ſavage ; 
To do worſe to you were fell cruelty, 
Which is too nigh your perſon. Heav*n preſerve you! 


I dare abide no longer. | [Exit Meſſenger, 


L. Macd. Whither ſhould I fly ? 
Pye done no harm. But I remember now, 
I'm in this earthly world, where to do harm 
Is often laudable ; to do good, ſometime 
Accounted dang'rous folly. Why then, alas! 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 


To ſay, I'd done no harm: what are theſe faces? 


Enter Murtherers. 


Mur. Where is your husband? 
IL. Macd. I hope, in no place ſo unſanctified, 
Where ſuch as thou may'ſt find him. 
Mur. He's a traitor. 
Son. Thou ly'ſt, thou ſhag-ear'd villain. 


Mur. What, you egg? [Stabbing him. 


Young fry of treachery ? 
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Fon. He'as kill'd me, mother. | 


| Run away, pray you. 


[Exit L. Macduff, a- let Murtherers 


purſue ber. 


8 C E N E changes to the King of En gland' 
Palace. 


— 


Enter Malcolm and Macduff. 


Mal. E x us ſeek out ſome deſolate ſhade, and chere 
Weep our fad boſoms empty. 

Macd. Let us rather 
Hold faſt the mortal ſword ; and, like good men, 
Beſtride our Cownfal birth-doom : each new morn, 
New widows howl, new orphans cry ; new ſorrows | 
Strike heaven on the face, that it 4 FEY 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell'd out 
Like ſyllables of dolour. 

Mal. What I believe, I'll wail ; 
What know, believe ; and, what I can redreſs, 
As I ſhall find the time to friend, I will. 
What you have ſpoke, it may be ſo, perchance; 
This tyrant, whoſe ſole name bliſters our tongues, 
Was once thought honeſt : you have lov'd him well, 
He hath not touch'd you yet. I'm young; but ſome- 

thing (22 

You may deſerve of him through me, and wiſdom 
To offer up a weak, + Noor, innocent lamb, 
T' appeaſe an angry 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Mal. But Macbeth is. 
A good and virtuous nature may recoil | 
In an imperial Charge. I crave your pardon : 


4 


(22) — I'm young, but ſomething 
| ros may diſcern of him throuth me, &c.] If the whole 
Tenour of the Context could not have convinced our blind 
Editors, that we ought to read deſerve inſtead of diſcern, (as I 
have corrected in the Text,) yet Macduff 's Anſwer, ſure, might 
have given them ſome light, — I am not treacherous, 


That 


ä ag 
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That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranſpoſe; 
Angels are bright ſtill, thou "q the- brighteſt fell: 


Though all this s foul would wear the brows of Grace, | 


Yet Grace muſt lock ſtill ſo. 
Macd. I've loſt my hopes. 
Mal. Perchance, ev'n there, where I did find. my 

doubts. 

Why in that rawneſs left you wife and children, 

Thoſe precious motives, thoſe ſtrong knots of love > 

Without leave-taking ? I pray you, 

Let not my jealouſies be your diſhonours, 

But mine own ſafeties: you may be rightly juſt, 

Whatever I ſhall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country ! 

Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Baſis ſure, 

For goodneſs dares not check thee ! Wear thou thy 

wrongs, 

His title affear d. Fare thee well, lord: 

I would not be the villain that thou think'ſt, 

For the whole ſpace that's in the tyrant” 8 graſp, 

And the rich Eaſt to boot. 

Mal. Be not offended; 

T ſpeak not as in abſolute fear of you. 

J think, our country ſinks . the yoak ; 

It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gaſh 

Is added to her wounds. I think withal, 

There would be hands up-lifted in my Right : K 

And here from gracious England have I Offer 

Of goodly thouſands. But for all this, 

When I ſhall tread upon the Tyrant's head, 

Or wear it on my ſword, yet my poor Country 

Shall have more vices than it had before ; 

More ſaffer, and more ſundry ways than ever, 

By him that ſhall ſucceed. 

Macd. What ſhould he be? 
Mal. It is my ſelf 1 mean, in whom 1 know 

All the particulars of vice ſo graſted, 

That, when they ſhall be open'd, black Macbeth 

Will ſeem as pure as ſnow, and the poor State 

Eſteem him as a lamb, 3 compar d 


With 


th 
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With my confineleſs harms. 


Macd. Not in the legions 


Of horrid hell can come a devil more damm'd, 
In Evils to top Macbeth. 


Mal. I grant him bloody, 
Luxurious, avaricious, falſe, deceitful, 
Sudden, malicious, ſmacking of ev'ry fin 
That has a name. But there's no bottom, none, 
In my voluptuouſneſs : your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The ciſtern of my luſt ; and my deſire 
All continent impediments would o'er-bear, 
That did oppoſe my will. Better Macbeth, 
Than ſuch an one to reign. | 
Macd. Boundleſs intemperance 
In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been | 
Th' untimely emptying of the happy Throne, 
And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what 1s yours : you may 
Convey your pleaſures in a ſpacious plenty, 
And yet ſeem cold, the time you may ſo hoodwiak : 
We've willing dames enough ; there cannot be 
That Vulture in you to devour ſo many, 
As will to Greatneſs dedicate themſelves, 
Finding it ſo inclin'd. 
Mal. With this, there grows, 
In my moſt ill-compos'd affection, ſuch 
A ſtanchleſs Avarice, that, were I King, 
I ſhould cut off the Nobles for their lands 5 
Deſire his jewels, and this other's houſe; 
And my more-having would be as a fawce | 
To make me hunger more; that I ſhould forge 
Quarrels unjuſt againſt the good and loyal, 
Deſtroying them for wealth. 
Macd. This Avarice | 
Sticks deeper ; grows with more pernicious root (23) 
Than 


23 — grows with more pernicious Root 
Than Summery-ſeeming Luſt.) Mr. Warburton concurr'd 
wth me in obſerving, that Summer-ſceming has no Manner of 
: | Scale ; 
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Than ſummer-teeming luſt; and it hath been 
The Sword of our ſlain Kings: yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foy ſons, to fill up your will, 
Of your mere own. All theſe are portable, 
With other Graces weigh'd. | | 
Macd. But I have none ; the King-becoming graces, 
As juſtice, verity, temp'rance, ſtableneſs, 
Bounty, perſev'rance, mercy, lowlineſs, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude ; 
J have no reliſh of them, but abound 
In the diviſion of Each ſeveral crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I ſhould 
Pour the ſweet milk of Concord into Hell, 
Uproar the univerſal peace, confound 
All unity on earth.  _ 
Macd. Oh Scotland ! Scotland ! | 
Mal. If ſuch a one be fit to govern, ſpeak : 
I am as I have ſpoken. 8 7 
Macd. Fit to govern? 
No, not to live. O nation miſerable, 
With an untitled tyrant, bloody - ſceptred! 
When ſhalt thou ſee thy wholeſome days again ? 
Since that the trueſt Iſſue of thy Throne 
By his own interdiction ſtands accurſt, 
And does blaſpheme his Breed. Thy royal father 
Was a moſt ſainted King; the Queen, that bore thee, 
Oftner upon her knees than on her feet, bb 
Dy'd every day ſhe liv'd. Oh, fare thee well! 
Theſe evils, thou repeat'it upon thy ſelf, 
Have baniſh'd me from Scotland. Oh, my breaſt ! 
'Thy hope ends here. 
Mal. Macduf, this noble Paſſion, 
Child of integrity, hath from my ſoul 


Senſe; We therefore Both corrected conjectutally, 
Than Summer-teeming Luſt. 


i. e. the Paſſion, which laſts no longer than the Heat of Life, 
and which goes off in the Winter of Age. Beſides, the Meta- 
phor is much more juſt by our Emendation; for Summer is 
the Seaſon in which Weeds get Strength, grow rank, and dilate 
themſelves, 


Wip'd 


| Himſelf beſt knows ; but ſtrangely- viſited people, 
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Wip'd the black ſcruples ; reconcil'd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Deviliſh Macbeth 
By many of theſe trains hath ſought to win me 
Into his pow'r : and modeſt wiſdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haſte ; But God above 
Deal between thee and me! for even now 
put my ſelf to thy direction, and £ 
Unſpeak mine own detraction; here abjure 
The taints and blames I laid upon my ſelf, 

For ſtrangers to my nature. I am yet 

Unknown to woman, never was forſworn, 

Scarely have coveted what was mine own, 

At no time. broke my faith, would not betray 

The devil to his fellow, and delight  _ 

No leſs in truth, than life: my firſt falſe-ſpeaking 

Was this upon my ſelf. What I am truly, 

Is thine, and my poor Country's, to command: 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 

Old $;zward with ten thouſand warlike men, 

All ready at a point, was ſetting forth.  _ 

Now we'll together, and the chance of goodneſs, _. 
Be like our warranted quarrel! ! Why are you ſilent?; 
Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at once; 


'Tis hard to reconcile, 


Enter a Doctor. 


Mal. Well ; more anon. Comes the King forth, I 
pray you? & | 
Doc. Ay, Sir; there are a crew of wretched ſouls, 
That ſtay his Cure; their malady convinces 
The great aſſay of Art. But, at his Touch, | 
duch ſanctity hath heaven given his hand, 
They 4 amend. [Exit. 
Mal. I thank you, Doctor. | 
Macd. What's the Diſeaſe he means 
Mal. "Tis call'd the Evil; 
A moſt miraculous Work in this good King, 
Which often ſince my here remain in England 
I've ſeen him do. How he ſollicits heav'n, 


All 


\ 
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All ſwoln and ulc' rous, pitiful to the eye, 
The mere deſpair of ſurgery, he cures; 
Hanging a payer Stamp about their Necks, 


Put on with holy prayers ; and 'tis ſpoken, 

To the ſurceeding Royalty he leaves 

The healing Benediion. With this ftrange virtue, 
He hath a heavenly gift of Prophecy ; 

And ſundry bleſſings hang about his Throne, 
That ſpeak him fal of Grace. 


ST Enter Roſſe. 


Macd. See, who comes here! 
Mal. My country man ; but yet I know him not. 
Macd. My ever-gentle Coufin, welcome hither. 
Mal. I know him now. Good God betimes remove 
The means that makes us ſtrangers! 
Roſſe. Sir, Amen. 
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did? 
'Rofſe. Alas, poor Country, 
Almoſt afraid ,to know it ſelf. It cannot 
Be call'd our Mother, but our Grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once ſeen to ſmile : 
Where ſighs and groans, and ſhrieks that rend the air, 
Are made, not mark'd ; where violent ſorrow ſeems 
A modern ecſtaſie: the dead-man's Knell | 
Is. there ſcarce ask'd, for whom : and good men's lives 
Expire before the flowers i in their caps; 
Dying, or ere they ſicken. 
cd. Oh, relation 
Too nice, and yet too true! 
Mal. What's the neweſt grief? 
Roſfſe. That of an hour's Hi doth hiſs the ſpeaker, 
Each minute teems a new one. 
Macd. How does my wife? 
Nee. Why, well, 
Macd. Andall my children? 
Roſe. Well too. 


Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their pou! 
. Roſe. No; they were well at Peace, when I di 
'em. | 


id leave 


Macd, 


. 
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Macd. Be not a niggard of your ſpeech : how goes it? 
Roſe. When I came hither to tranſport the tydings, 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out, 
Which was to my belief witneſs'd the rather, 
For that I ſaw the Tyrant's Power a- foot; 


Now is the time of help; your eye in Scotland 


Would create ſoldiers, and make women fight, 
To doff their dire diſtreſſes. 

Mal. Be't their comfort 
We're coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Sz and ten thouſand men; 
An older, and a better ſoldier, none | 
That Chriſtendom gives out. 

Raſſe. Would I could anſwer 
This comfort with the like ! But I have words, 
That would be howl'd out in the defart air, 
Where Hearing ſhould not catch them. 

Macd. What concern they? 

The gen'ral cauſe ? or is it a fee-grief, 
Due to ſome ſingle breaft ? 

Roſe. No mind, that's honeſt, 

But in it ſhares ſome woe; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. | 

Macd, If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Roſſe. Let not your ears deſpiſe my tongue for ever, 
Which ſhall poſſeſs them with the heavieſt Sound, 
That ever yet they heard. b 

Macd. Hum ! I gueſs at it. | 

Roſe. Your Caſtle is ſurpriz'd, your wife and babes 
Savagely ſlaughter'd; to relate the manner, | 
Were on the Quarry of theſe murther'd deer 
To add the death of you. | 

Mal. Merciful heav'n! 

What, man! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows 3 

Give ſorrow words ; the grief, that does not ſpeak, 

Whiſpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it break. 
Macd. My children too! | 


Rofſe, Wife, children, ſervants, all that could be found. 
| Macd. 


87 


PE er a ane ey er Et 1 <ne EE res —— — 
: 
: 
* 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


* 


332 The Tragedy of MACBETR. 
. Macd. And I muſt be from thence l my wife kill'd too! 
Roſe. I've ſaid. 5 5 | 
Mal. Be comforted. [> | 
Let's make us med*cines of our great Revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. | | 
Macd. He has no children. — All -my pretty ones ? 
Did you ſay, all? what, all? oh, hell-kite! all? | 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell ſwoop ? | | 
Mal. Diſpute it like a Man. 
Macd. I ſhall do ſo: 
But I muſt alſo feel it as a Man. 
I cannot but remember ſuch things were, 


That were moſt precious to me: did heav'n look on, 


And would not take their part? finful Macduf, 
They were all ſtruck for thee ! naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 


| Fell Slaughter on their ſouls : heav*n reſt them now! 


Mal. Be this the whetſtone of your ſword, let grief 
Convert to wrath : blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 
And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle heav'n ! 
Cut ſhort all intermiſſion : front to front, 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and my ſelf; 
Within my ſword's length ſet him, if he ſcape, 
Then heaven forgive him too 
Mal, This tune goes manly : 
Come, go we to the King, our Power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 
Is ripe for ſhaking, and the Powers above 
Put on their Inſtruments. Receive what cheer you may ; 
The night is long, that never finds the day. [ Exeunt, 


AN 


ACT 
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at, 


| ſeen her riſe from her bed, throw her night-go 


8 c E N E, An Ante-chamber in Macbeth?; 
Caſtle. 


Enter a Doctor of Phyſict, and a Gentlewoman. 


Docrox. no 

HAVE two nights watch'd with you, but can per- 

ceive no truth in your report. When was it, ſhe laſt 
walk d? a, | 

Gent. Since his Majeſty went into the field, I have 

wn upon 
her, unlock her cloſet, take forth paper, fold it, write 
upon't, read it, afterwards ſeal it, and again return to bed ; 
Yet all this while in a moſt faſt ſleep. 

Dock. A great perturbation in nature ! to receive at 
once the benefit of ſleep, and do the effects of watching. 
In this ſlumbry agitation, beſides her walking, and other 
actual performances, what (at any time) have you heard 
her ſay ? 15 | 

| Cond, That, Sir, which I will not report after her. 
Dock. You may to me, and 'tis moſt meet you ſhould. 


Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no witneſs 
to confirm my ſpeech. 


Enter Lady Macbeth with a Taper. 


Lo, you! here ſhe comes: this is her very guiſe, and, up- 
on my life, faſt aſleep ; obſerve her, ſtand cloſe. 

De#. How came ſhe by that light? 

Gent. Why, it ſtood by her : ſhe has light by her 
continually, *tis her command. N 

Dock. You ſee, her eyes are open. 

Gent. Ay, but their ſenſe is ſhut. 


Dock. What is it ſhe does now ? look, how ſhe rubs 
her hands, 


Gent, 
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Gent. It is an accuſtom'd Action with her, to ſeem 
thus waſhing her hands: I have known her continue in 
this a quarter of an hour. 
Lady. Vet here's a ſpot. 
Doe. Hark, ſhe ſpeaks. I will ſet down what comes 
from her, to ſatisfie my remembrance the more ſtrongly, 
Lady. Out ! damned ſpot ; out, I ſay — one; two; 


why then, tis time to do't —— hell is murky. Fie, my 


lord, fie ! a ſoldier, and afraid ? what need we fear who 
knows it, when none can call our power to account ? — 
yet who would have thought the old man to have had 
ſo much blood in him? | 
Doc. Do you mark that? 10 
Lady. The Thane of Fife had a wife; where i; 
ſhe now; what will theſe hands ne'er be clean? — no 
more o' that, my lord, no more o' that: you mar all 
with this ſtarting. It 
Doc. Go to, go to; you have known what you 
ſhould not. >; JETS | 
Gent. She has ſpoke what ſhe ſhould not, I am ſure 
of that: heav'n knows, what ſhe has known. 
Lady. Here's the ſmell of the blood ſtill : all the per- 
fumes of Arabia will not ſweeten this little hand. Oh 
oh ! oh! | | 
Doc. What a ſigh is there? the heart is ſorely 
charg'd. 


Gent. I would not have ſuch a heart in my boſom, 


for the dignity of the whole body. 

Dock. Well, well, well 

Gent. Pray God, it be, Sir. 

Do#. This diſeaſe is beyond my practice: yet J have 
known thoſe which have walk'd in their ſleep, who have 
died holily in their beds. 

Laaay. Waſh your hands, put on your Night-gown, 
look not fo pale——— I tell you yet again, Bangus's 
buried ; he cannot come out of his Grave. 

Doe. Even lo ? 4 

Lady. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at the gate: 
come, come, come, come, give me your hand: what's 


done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to 
| od, 
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Dock. Will ſhe go now to bed? 
Gent. Directly. F BY 
Do#. Foul ee are abroad; unnat' ral deeds 
Do breed unnat'ral troubles. Infected minds 
To their deaf pillows will diſcharge their Secrets. 
More needs ſhe the Divine, than the Phyſician, 
God, God, forgive us all! Look after her; 


Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 


And ſtill keep eyes upon her; ſo, good night. | 
My mind ſhe'as mated, and amaz'd my fight. 
I think, but dare not ſpeak. 


Gent. Good night, good Doctor. [Exeunt. 
SCENE changes to a Field, with a Wd at 
diſtance. 


Enter Menteth, Cathneſs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers. 


Ment. HE Engliſb Power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His uncle S7wwa7zd, and the good Macduff. 

Revenges burn in them : for their dear cauſes | 

Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm 

Excite the mortified man. 
Ang. Near Birnam-wood | 

Shall we well meet them; that way are they coming. 
Cath. Who knows, if Donalbain be with his brother? 
Len. For certain, Sir, he is not: I've a file 

Of all the Gentry ; there is S{xvard's ſon, (24) 


(24) — there is Siward', Con, 
And many unruff' d 7 ouths, that even now 
Proteſt their firſt of Manhood. ] This anruf'd is 2 tacit 
Sophiſtication put upon us by Mr. Pope, in his extraordinary 
Sagacity; implying, that Malcolm had many Soldiers in his 
Ranks too young to wear a Ruffe. This happy Conſtruction 
might ſeduce One into an Error, who was not acquainted with 
that Gentleman's Spirit of Criticiſm. *Tis true, the old Edi- 
tions read wnruſſe Youths; and our great Orbilias did not 
diſcern that this was the antiquated way of ſpelling, unrou74, 
i, e. ſmooth-chin'd, nberbis. And our Author particularly 
delights in this Mode of Expreſſion, 
| Ard 
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And many unrough youths, that even now 
Proteſt their firſt of manhood: | 

Ment. What does the Fragt! 8 | 

| Cath, Great Dunfinanꝰ he ſtrongly Fey 
Some ſay, he's mad: others, that leſſer hate him, „ 
Do call it valiant fury: but for certain, 
He cannot buckle his diſtemper'd Cauſe 
8 the belt of Rule. | 

Now do's he feel 

His . murthers ſticking on his hands; 
Now minutely Revolts upbraid his faith- breach ; 
"Thoſe, he commands, move only in command, 
Nothing in love : now does he feel his Title 
Hang looſe about him, like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfiſh thief. 

Ment. Who then ſhall blame 
His peſter'd ſenſes to recoil, and ſtart, 
When all that is within him does condemn 
It ſelf, for being there ? 
Cath. Well, march we on, 
To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd : 
Meet we the med'cine of the fickly Weal, 
And with- him pour we, in our Country- s purge, 
Each drop of us. 

Len. Or ſo much as it needs, 
To dew the ſovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 
Make up our March towards Birnam. 


SCENE, the Caſtle of Du V SINAN E. 


Enter Macbeth, Doctor, and Attendants. 


Mach. RING me no more Reports, let them 
fly all : 


Till Birnam-wood remove to Dunſinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm? 


Was he not born of woman ? Spirits, that know 

All mortal conſequences, have pronounc'd it: 

Fear not, Macbeth; no man, that's born of weman, 
+ Shall Cer have power upon thee, — Then fly, ſalſe 


And 


Thanes, 


E. 


n, 
ſalſe 
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And mingle with the Erg/; Epicures. 


The mind I ſway by, and the heart I bear, 
Shall never ſagg with doubt, nor ſhake with fear. 


Enter a Servant. 


The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd lown ! 
Where got'ſt thou that gooſe-look ? 
Ser. There are ten thouſand —— 
Mach. Geeſe, villain? 
Ser. Soldiers, Sir. | | 
Mach. Go, prick thy face, and over-red thy fear, 
Thou lilly-liver'd boy. What ſoldiers, patch ? 
Death of thy ſoul ! thoſe linnen cheeks of thine 
Are counſellors to fear. What ſoldiers, whey-face ? 
Ser. The Engliſb force, ſo pleaſe you. 5 
Mach. Take thy face hence — Seyton ! — I'm fick at 


heart, 
When I behold — Seytor, I fay! This puſh 
I have liv'd long enough: my way of life 


Will cheer me ever, or diſeaſe me now. 


| Is falPn into the Sear, the yellow leaf: 


And that, which ſhould accompany old age, 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 


{ I muſt not look to have: but, in their ſtead, 


Curſes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 


Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 
Seytor, | 


Enter Seyton. 


Sey. What is your gracious pleaſure ? 
Macb. What news more ? 


ey. All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 


Mach. I'Il 6ght, 'till from my bones my fleſh be hackt; 
Give me my armour. 

Sey. Tis not needed yet. 

Mach. I'll put it on. 
Send out more horſes, skirre the country round; 
Hang thoſe, that talk of fear. Give me mine armour. 
How do's your Patient, Doctor? 

Dog. Not fo ſick, my lord, 
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As ſhe is troubled with thick - coming fancies, 
That keep her from her Reſt. 

Mach. Cure her of that: TS 
Canſt thou not miniſter to a mind diſeas'd, 
Pluck from the memory a rooted ſorrow, 

Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with ſome {weet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanſe the ſtuff d boſom of that perilous ſtuff, 
Which weighs upon the heart? 

Doct. Therein the Patient 

Muſt miniſter unto himſelf, EN, 
Mach. Throw phyſick to the dogs, I'll none of it — 

Come, put my armour on; give me my ſtaff. 

Sqyton, ſend out — Doctor, the Thanes fly from me — 

Come, Sir, diſpatch — If thou could'ſt, Doctor, caſt 

The water of my Land, find her diſeaſe, 

And purge it to a ſound and priſtine health ; 

I would applaud thee to the very Echo, 

That ſhould applaud again. Pull't off, I ay —— 

What rubarb, ſenna, or what puͤrgative drug, 

Would ſcour theſe Eng liſb hence ! hear ſt thou of them? 

Doct. Ay, my good lord; your royal Preparation 
Makes us hear ſomething. N 

Mach. Bring it after me; a 
I will not be afraid of death and bane, 

Till Birnam- foreſt come to Dunſinane. 

Doc. Were I from Dun ſinane away, and clear, 

Profit again ſhould hardly draw me here. [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Birnam-Weed. 


Xnter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, Siward”s Sor, 
Menteth, Cathneſs, Angus, and Soldiers marching. 


Mal. OUSINS, I hope, the days are near at 
hand | 


That chambers will be ſafe. 
Ment. We doubt it nothing. 
S$iav. What wood is this before us? 
Ment. The wood of Birnam. 
Mal. Let every ſoldier hew him down a W 


m? 


Ant. 


Son, 
g. 
r at 


Fr 


We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
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And bear't before him; thereby ſhall we ſhadow 
The numbers of our Hoſt, and make diſcov'r 
Err in rt of us. | 
Sold. It ſhall be done. 


Si. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 


Keeps ſtill in Dunfinane, and will endure 
Our ſetting down before t. | 
Mal. Tis his main hope: | 
For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and leſs have given him the Revolt; 
And none ſerve with him but conftrained. things, 
Whoſe hearts are abſent too. 88 
Macd. Let our juſt cenſures 
Attend the true event, and put we on 
Induſtrious ſoldierſnip. 
Six. The time approaches, 
That will with due deciſion make us know 
What we ſhall ſay we have, and what we owe: 
Thoughts ſpeculative their unſure hopes relate ; 
But certain iſſue Strokes muſt arbitrate : 
Towards which, advance the war. [Exeunt marching. 


SCENE changes to the Caſtle Dunſinane. 
Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers with drums and 


colours. 


Mac b. ANG out our banners on the outward 
walls, | 

The Cry is ſtill, hey come + our Caſtle's ſtrength 

Will laugh a fiege to ſcorn. Here let them lye, 

Till famine and the ague eat them up: 

Were they not forc'd with thoſe that ſhould be ours, 


And beat them backward home. What is that noiſe ? 
[4 cry within of women; 
Sey. It is the cry of women, my good lord. : 
Macb. I have almoſt forgot the taſte of fears : 
The time has been, my ſenſes would have cool'd 
To hear a night-ſhriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a diſmal treatiſe rouze and ſtir, 
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As life were in't. I have ſupt full with horrors ; 
Direneſs, familiar to my ſlaught*rous thoughts, 
Cannot once ſtart me. Wherefore was that Cry 

Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead. | 

Machb. She ſhould have dy'd hereafter ; 


There would have been a time for ſuch a word. 


'To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the laſt ſyllable of recorded time; 

And all our yeſterdays have lighted fools 

The way to duſty death. Out, out, brief candle ! 
Life's but a walking ſhadow, a poor Player, 
That ſtruts and frets his hour upon the Stage, 
And then is heard no more! It is a Tale, 

Told by an ideot, full of ſound and fury, 
Signifying nothing! 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Thou com ſt to uſe thy tongue: thy ſtory quickly. 


Me/. My gracious lord, 
I ſhould report That which, I ſay, I faw, 
But know not how to do't. 
Mach. Well, fay it, Sir. | 
- Mef. As I did ſtand my watch upon the hill, 
I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 
The Wood began to move. 
Macb. Liar, and ſlave! [Striking him, 
Meſ. Let me endure your wrath, if*t be not ſo: 
Within this three mile may. you ſee it coming ; 
I fay, a moving grove. 
Macb. If thou ſpeak'ſ falſe, 
Upon the next tree ſhalt thou hang alive, 
” Till famine cling thee: If thy ſpeech be ſooth, 
I care not, if thou doſt for me as much. 
I pull in Reſolution, and begin 
To doubt th' equivocation of the fiend, 


That lies like truth. Fear not, till Birnan- wood 
% Do come to Dun ſinane, — and now a wood 
Comes toward Dun/inane. Arm, arm, and out! 


There 


If this, which he gvouches, does appear, 
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There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here, 
I *gin to be a weary of the Sun; 
And wiſh, the ſtate o'ch* world were now undone. 
Ring the alarum Bell ; blow, wind! come, wrack ! 
At leaſt, we'll die with harneſs on our back. [Exeunt. 


SCENE before Du Ns IN AN E. 


Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, and their Army with 
; Boug 55. N 


Mal. FJ OW, near enough : your leavy ſcreens 
VN throw down, | 

And ſhew like thoſe you are. You (worthy uncle) 
Shall with my Couſin, your right-noble ſon, 

Lead our firſt battle. Brave Macduff and we 

Shall take upon's what elſe remains to do, 

According to our order. 

Siau. Fare you well: 

Do We but find the Tyrant's Power to night, 

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

| Ms _ all our trumpets ſpeak, give them all 

reath, 

Thoſe clam*rous harbingers of blood and death. [Exe. 


[Alarums continued. 


Enter Macbeth. 


Mach. They've ty'd me to a ſtake, I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I muſt fight the courſe. What's he, 
That was not born of woman? ſuch a one 
Am I to fear, or none. | 


Enter young Siward. 


Vo. Si, What is „ name ? 
Macb. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it. 
Yo. Siww, No: though thou call'ſt thy ſelf a hotter 
| name, 
Than any is in hell. | 
Mach. My name's Macbeth. 
To. Six, The devil himſelf could not pronounce a title 
More hateful to mine ear. : 


re 
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Mach. No, nor more fearful. 
27. Siw, Thou lieſt, abhorred Tyrant; with my ſword 
I'll prove the lie thou ſpeak ſt. 
[ Fight, and young Siward's Hain. 


Mach. Thou waſt born of woman; 
But (words I ſmile at, weapons laugh to ſcorn, 
Brandiſh'd by man that's of a woman born. 


Alarums. Enter Macduff. 


Macd. That way the noiſe is: Tyrant, ſhew thy face; 
If thou be'ſt ſlain, and with no ſtroke of mine, 
My wife avd children's ghoſts will haunt me ſtill. 
I cannot ſtrike at wretched Xerxes, whoſe arms 
Are hir'd to bear their ſtaves: Or thou, Macherh, 
Or elſe my (word with an unbatter'd ed 
I ſheath again undeeded. There thou ſuould'ſt be 
By this great clatter, one of greateſt note 
Seems bruited, Let me find him, fortune 
And more I beg not. Exit. Alarum, 


Enter Malcolm and Siward. 


$7av, This way, my lord, the Caſtle's gently render'd : 

The tyrant's people on both ſides do fight; 
The noble Danes do bravely in the war; 
The day almoſt it ſelf profeſſes yours, 
And little is to do. - 
Mal. We've met with foes, 

That ſtrike beſide us. | 
Sia. Enter, Sir, the Caſtle, 

Enter Macbeth. 
Mach. Why ſhould I play the Roman fool, and die 


On mine own {word ? whilſt I ſee lives, the gaſhes 
Do better upon them. 


To him, enter Macduff. 


Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn. 

Mach. Of all men elſe I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back, my ſoul is too much charg'd 
With blood of thine already. 


; LEE x:t, 


[ Exeunt. th 


Maca, 


The Tragedy of MacntTH. 343 
Macd. I've no words ; 
My voice is in my {word ! thou bloodier villain, 
Than terms can give thee out. [ Fight. Alarum. 
Mach.. Thou loſeſt labour; 
As eaſie may' ſt thou the intrenchant air 5 
With thy keen ſword impreſs, as make me bleed: 
Let fall thy blade on vulnerable creſts, 
I bear a charmed life, which muſt not yield 
To one of woman born. 
| Macd. Deſpair thy Charm! 
And let the angel, whom thou ſtill haſt ſerv'd, 
Tell thee, Macau was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd. 5 
Mach. Accurſed be that tongue, that tells me ſo 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man: 
And be theſe juggling fiends no more believ'd, 
| That _ with us in a double ſenſe ; 
| That keep the word of promiſe to our ear, 
And break it to our hope ! PII not fight with thee. 
| Macd. Then yield thee, coward, 
And live to be the ſhew, and gaze o'th' time, 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monſters are, 
| Painted upon a pole, and under-writ, 
| © Here may you ſee the tyrant, 
Macb. I will not yield, 
Jo kiſs the ground before young Malcolm's feet: 
And to be baited with the e's Curſe. 
Though Bernam wood be come to Dunſinant, 
„And thou, oppos'd, be of no woman born, 
| Yet I will try the laſt. Before my body 
I throw my warlike ſhield. Lay on, Macduff 
And damn'd be he, that firſt cries, hold, enough. 
| [ Exeunt fighting. Alarums. 


Retreat and flouriſh. Enter with Drum and Colours, 
Malcolm, Siward, Roſſe, Thanes, and Soldiers. 
Mal. I would, the friends, we miſs, were ſafe arriv'd. 
| $720, Some muſt go off: and yet, by theſe I ſee, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 
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Mal. Macduff is miſſing, and your noble ſon. 
Rog. Your fon, my lord, has paid a ſoldier's debt; 
He only liv'd but 'till he was a man, 
The which no ſooner had his proweſs confirm'd, 
In the unſhrinking ſtation where he fought, 
But like a man he dy'd.' 
Sz. Then is he dead ? 
Roſe. Ay, and brought off the field: your cauſe of 
7 ſorrow | 
Muſt not be meaſur'd by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 
Sixo. Had he his hurts before? 
Ro/ſe. Ay, on the front. 
Siw. Why then, God's ſoldier be he! 
Had I as many ſons as I have hairs, 
I would not wiſh them to a fairer death : 
And fo his knell is knoll'd. 
Mal. He's worth more ſorrow, 
And that I'll ſpend for-him. 
Sz2wv. He's worth no more; | 
They ſay, he parted well, and paid his ſcore, 
So, God be with him! — Here comes newer comfort. 


Enter Macduff, wvich Macbeth's head. 


Macd. Hail, King! for ſo thou art. Behold, where 
wes: 

Th' Uſurper's curſed head; the time is free: 

J ſee thee compaſt with thy Kingdom's Peers, 

That ſpeak my falutation in their minds : 

Whoſe voices I deſire aloud with mine; 

Hail, King of Scotland! | 
All. Hail, King of Scotland! [ Flourifh, 
Mal. We ſhall not ſpend a large expence of time, 

Before we reckon with your ſev'ral loves, 

And make us even with you. Thanes and kinſmen, 

Henceforth be Earls, the firſt that ever Scotland 

In ſuch an honour nam'd. What's more to do, 

Which would be planted newly with the time, 

As calling home our exil'd friends abroad, 

'That fled the ſnares of watchful tyranny ; : 

Producing 
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Producing forth the cruel miniſters | 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like Queen; 
(Who, as *tis thought, by ſelf and violent hands 
Took off her life; ) this, and what needful elſe 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 
We will perform in meaſure, time and place : 
So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 
Whom we invite to ſee us crown'd at Score. 
[Flouriſh, Exeunt omnes. 
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AI Us Marcius Coriolanus, a noble Roman, Bates 
by the common People. | 
Titus Lartius, Generals againf! the Volſcians, and 
Cominius, : Friends to Coriolanus. 
Menenius Agrippa, Friend to Coriolanus. 
Sicinius Velutus, : Tribunes of the People, and ent 
Junius Brutus. mies to Conolanus. 
Tullus Aufidius, General of the Volſcians. 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 
Young Marcius, Son to Coriolanus. 
Conſpirators with Aufidius. 


Volumnia, Mother to Coriolanus. 
Virgilia, Wife to Coriolanus. 
Valeria, Friend to Virglia. 


Roman and Volſcian Senators, ailes, Lifors, Soldiers, 
Common People, Servants to Aufidius, 
and other Attendants. 


The SCENE is parth in Rome; and parth in 
__ the Territories of the Volſcians, and Antiates. 
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"Enter a company of mutinous Citizens with faves, 
clubs, and other weapons. 


7 | CITIZEN... . 
= 1 we proceed any farther, bear 


me ſpeak. 
All. Speak, ſpeak. 
© 1 Ci. You are all reſoly'd ratherto die, 
than to famiſh ? + | 
aa) 4. Reſolv'd, refolv'd. 
= 55 1 Cie. Firſt, you know, Caius Marcins 
is the Chief enemy to the people. 20 
All. We know't, we knowt. 
1 Cit: Let us kill him, and we'll have Corn at our- 
own price. Is' t a Verdict? 
All. No more talking on't, let't be done; away, 
away. 
2 2 Cit. Ons word, good Cicizens: 
1 Cit. We are accounted oor Citizens; the Patricians, 
el. what Authority lur eit on, would relieve us: if 
they would yield us but the ſuperfluity, while it were 
Whboleſome, we might gueſs, they relieved us 8 
ut 
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but they think, we are too dear; the leanneſs that afflictz 
us, the object of our miſery, is as an inventory to par- 
ticularize their abundance ; our ſufferance is a gain to 
them. Let us revenge this with our Pikes, ere we be- 
come Rakes: for the Gods know, I ſpeak this in hun- 
ger for bread, not in thirſt for revenge. 

2 Cit. Would you proceed eſpecially againſt Caius 
Marcius? | | 

All. Againſt him firſt : he's a very dog to the Com- 
monalty. | 5 
2 Cit. Conſider you, what ſervices he has done for 
his Country? | | 

1 Cit. Very well; and could be content to give him 
1 for't; but that he pays himſelf with being 

roud. 1 

All. Nay, but fpeak not maliciouſly. 

1 Cit. I fay unto you, what he hath done famouſly, 
he did it to that end; though ſoft-conſcienc'd Men can 
be content to ſay, it was for his Country ; he did it to 

leaſe his Mother, and to be partly proud ; which he 
is, even to the altitude of his virtue. | 

2 Cit. What he cannot help in his nature, you ac- 
count a vice in him: you miſt in no ways fay, he is 
covetous. 

1 Cit. If I muſt not, I need not be barren of accu- 
ſations; he hath faults, with ſurplus, to tire in repe- 
tition. [Shouts within.) What ſhoats are thoſe? the 
other fide o th* City is riſen; why ſtay we prating 
here? To the Capitol —— I | 

Al]. Come, come. 
1 Cit. Soft—— who comes here? 
Enter Menenius Agrippa. 

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that hath al - 
ways lov'd the People. 

1 Cit. He's one honeſt enough; would, all the reſt 
were fol _- | ; 

Men. What Work's, my Countrymen, in hand? 

where go you | Feb 
With bats and clubs? the matter Speak, I pray _ 
a | ; 2 Lit, 
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2 Cit. Our buſineſs is not unknown to the Senate ; 
they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend: 
to do, which now we'll ſhew em in deeds: they ſay, 

r Suiters have ſtrong breaths ; they ſhall know, we 
vo ſtrong arms too. 3: | 

Men. Why, Maſters, my good Friends, mine honeſt 
Neighbours, | 2 
Will you undo your ſelves ? 


b * 


2 Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already. 
Men. I tell you, Friends, moſt charitable care 
Have the Patricians of you: For your wants, 
Vour ſufferings in this Dearth, you may as well 
Strike at the Heaven with your ſtaves, as lift them 
Againſt the Roman State; whoſe Courſe will on 
The way it takes, cracking ten thouſand Curbs 
Of more EY _ _ — 
Appear in your Impediment. For the Dearth, 
The Gods, not the Patricians, make it; and 
Your Knees to them (not Arms) muſt help, Alack, 
You are tranſported by Calamity 3 
Thither, where more attends you; and you ſlander 
The Helms o'th' State, who care for you like Fathers, 
When you curſe them as Enemies. | 
2 Cit. Care for us! — true, indeed! —— they ne*er 
car'd for us yet. Suffer us to famiſh, and their Store- 
houſes cramm'd with grain: make EdiQts for Uſury, to 
ſupport Uſurers ; repeal daily any wholeſome. Act eſtab- 
liſhed againſt the Rich, and provide more piercing Sta- 
tutes daily to chain up and reſtrain the Poor. If the 


Wars eat us not up, they will; and there's all the 
love they bear us. | 


Men. Either you muſt 
Confeſs your ſelves wond'rous malicious, 
Or be accus'd of folly, I ſhall tell you 
A pretty Tale, (it may be, you have heard it;) 
But, ſince it ſerves my purpoſe, I will venture 
(7) To ſtale't a little more, 2 Cit, 


(i) To ſcale*t 4 little more.] Thus all the Editions, but without 
any Manner of Senſe, that 1 can find out, The Poet 2 
5 ave 
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' 2-Cit, Well, | 2d 
P11 hear it, Sir yet you muſt not think 
To fob off our diſgraces with a Tale: 
But, an't pleaſe you, deliver. 
Men. _ was a time, when all the body's mem- 
a rs 3 ; 
Rebell'd againſt the belly; thus accus'd it;. 
'That only, like a Gulf, it did remain 
T'th' midſt o'th* body, idle and unactive, 
Still „ ee y Viand, never bearing 
Like labour with the reſt; where th' other inſtrument 
Did ſee, and hear, deviſe, inſtruct, walk, feel, 
And mutually participate, did miniſter - 
Unto the appetite, and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly anſwer d—— 
2 Cit. Well, Sir, what anſwer made the belly? 
Men. (2) Sir, I ſhall tell you. With a kind of 
| ſmile, 
Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus 
(For, look you, I may make the belly ſmile, 
As well as ſpeak) it tauntingly reply'd 
To th' diſcontented Members, th* mutinous Parts, 
That envied his receit; even ſo moſt fitly,, 
As you malign our Senators, for that 
They are not ſuch as you— 
2 Cit. Your belly's anſwer what ! 
The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye, 
'The counſellor heart, the arm our ſoldier, 
Our ſteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter ;- 


have wrote, as I have corrected the Text: and then the Mean: 
ing will be plainly this. Perhaps, you may have heard my 
„ Tale already, but for all That, I'll venture to make it more 
& fale and familiar to You, by telling it over again.” And 
nothing is more common than the Verb in this Senſe, with 
our three Capital Dramatick Poets. 

(2) Sir, I ſhall tell you with a kind of Smile, 

Which ne er came from the Lungs, ] Thus all the Editors, moſt 
ſttupidly, hitherto; as if Menenius were to (ſmile in telling his 
Story, tho' the Lines, which immediately follow, make it evi- 
deat that the Belly was meant to ſmile, | Wick 
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| You, my good Friends, (this ſays the belly) mark 


Touching the weal o'th' Common; you ſhall find, 
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With other muniments and petty helps 
In this our fabrick, if that they 

Men. What then ? ——*Fore me, this fellow ſpeaks. 
What then ? what then ? 

2 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be reſtrain'd, 


Who is the Sink o' th' body, — 


Men. Well, —— what then ? 

2 Cit. The former Agents, if they did complain, 
What could the belly anſwer ? 

Men. I will tell you, 
If you'll beſtow a ſmall (of what you have little) 
Patience, a while; you'll hear the belly's anſwer. 

2 Cit. v'are long about it. 
Men. Note me this, good Friend; 
Your moſt grave belly was deliberate, 
Not raſh, ie his accuſers; and thus anſwer'd ; 
True is it, my incorporate Friends, quoth he, 
That I receive the general food at firſt, 
Which you do live upon; and fit it is, | 
Becauſe I am the ſtore houſe, and the ſhop 
Of the whole body. But, if you do remember, 
I ſend it through the rivers of your blood, : 
Even to the Court, the Heart; to th' ſeat o'th' brain; 
And, through the cranks and offices of man, ü 
The ſtrongeſt nerves, and ſmall inferior veins, 
From me receive that natural competency, | 
Whereby they live. And tho? that all at once, 


Ne— —— 

2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well. 

Men. Though all at once cannot 
See what I do deliver out to each, 
Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
From me do back receive the flow'r of all, 
And leave me but the bran, What ſay you to't ? 

2 Cit, It was an anſwer; — how apply you this? 
Men. The Senators of Rome are this good belly, 
And you the mutinous Members; for examine 
Their Counſels, and their Cares; digeſt things rightly, 
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ſuch Word in our Language. | 


No publick benefit, which you receive, 
But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you, 
no way from your ſelves. What do you think ? 

You, the great toe of this Aſſembly ! . 

2 Cit. 7 the great toe! why, the great toe ? 

Men. For that, being one o' th* loweſt, baſeſt, 

pooreſt, | 

Of this moſt wiſe Rebellion, thou goeſt foremoſt : 
Thou raſcal, that art worft in blood to run, 
Lead'ſt firſt, to win ſome vantage. 
But make you ready your {tiff bats ard clubs, 
Rome and her rats are at the point of battle : 
(3) The one fide muſt have bale. 


Enter Caius Marcius. 


Hail, noble Marcius ] . 
Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, you diſſentious 


rogues, 
That, rubbing the poor itch of your opinion, 
Make your ſelves ſcabs ? 
2 Cit. We have ever your good word. . 
Mar. 2 that will give good words to thee, will 
atter | 
Beneath abhorring. What would you have, ye Curs, 
That like nor peace, nor war? The one affrights 
you, | 


The other makes you proud. He that truſts to you, 


Where he ſhould find you lions, finds you hares: 
Where foxes, geeſe: You are no ſurer, no, 


Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 


| (3) The one Side muſt have Bail.) It muſt be the yanquiftt 
Side, ſure, that could want. it; and who were likely to be their 


Bail? But it is endleſs to queſtion with Negligence and Stupi- 


dity. The Poet, undoubtedly, wrote, as 1 have reſtox'd; 

' The one Side muſt have Bale. 150 : 
i, e. Sottow, Misfortune, muſt have the worſt of it, be diſ- 
comfited. 1 have reſtor d this Word in ſome other Paſſages of 
our Author; where the Editors ſeem'd not to be awate of any 


Or 
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Or hailſtone in the Sun. Your virtue is, 
To make him worthy, whoſe offence ſubdues him, 
And _ that juſtice, did it. Who deſerves Great- 
, neſs, 
Deſerves your Hate; and your affections are 
A ſick man's appetite, who defires moſt That 
Which would encreaſe his evil. He, that depends 
Upon your favours, ſwims with fins of lead, 
And hews down oaks with ruſhes. Hang ye ——— 
truſt ye! 
With every minute you do change a mind, 
And call him noble, that was now your hate 
Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter, 
That in the ſeveral places of the City ; 
You cry againſt the noble Senate, who 
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elſe 
Would feed on one another? what's their Seeking? 
2 For corn at their own rates, whereof, they 
ay, 
The City is well ſtor'd. 
Mar. Hang em: they ſay 
They'll fit by th' fire, and preſume to know 
What's done th* Capitol; who's like to riſe ; 
Who thrives, and who declines : ſide factions, and give 
' out 
Conjectural marriages ; making parties ſtrong, 
And feeble ſuch, as ſtand not in their Liking, 
Below their 8 ſhoves. They ſay, there's Grain 
enough! 
Would the Nobility lay aſide their ruth, 
And let me uſe my ſword, I'd make a quarry 
With thouſands of theſe quarter'd Slaves, as high 
As I could pitch my lance. 
t Men. Nay, theſe are almoſt thoroughly perſuaded : 
For though abundantly they lack diſcretion, 
Yet are they paſſing cowardly. But, I beſeech you, 
What ſays the other troop ? | 
Mar. They are diſſolv'd; hang 'em, : 
They faid they were an hungry, figh'd forth Proverbs ; 
That hunger broke flone walls ——that dogs muſt * 8 
. t 
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That meat was made for mouths that the God. 
ſent not | 

Corn for the rich men only ——— With theſe ſhreds | 
They vented their complainings : which being anſwer'd, 
And a Petition granted them, a ſtrange one, 
To break the heart of Generoſity, 
And make bold Power look pale; they threw their caps 
As they would hang them on the horns o'th' Moon, 
Shouting their emulation. 

Men. What is granted them ? 

Mar. Five Tribunes to defend their vulgar wiſdoms, 
Of their own choice. One's Funius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not s' death, 
The rabble ſhould have firſt unroof'd the City, 
Ere ſo prevail'd with me! it will in time 
Win upon Power, and throw forth greater themes 
For Inſurrettion's arguing. 

Men. This is ftrange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments ! 


Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Where's Caius Marcius ? 
Mar. Here——what's the matter? 


Meſ. The news is, Sir, the Volſcians are in arms. 
Mar. I'm glad on't, then we ſhall have means to vent 


Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominius, 
Titus Lartius, with other Senators. 


1 Sen. Marcius, tis true, that you have lately told 
us, 


The Volſcians are in arms. 


Mar. They have a Leader, 
Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to't. 
I fin in envying his Nobility : 
And were I any thing but what I am, 
I'd wiſh me only he. CS 
Com. You have fought together ? 
Mar. Were half to half the —_ by th' ears, and he 
d revolt, to make 
ä 8 Only 


it 
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Only my wars with him. He is a lion, 
That I am proud to hunt. 8 
1 Sen. Then, worthy Marcius, 
Attend upon Cominius to theſe wars. 
Com. It is your former promiſe. 
Mar. Sir, it is; | 
And I am conſtant : Titas Lartius, thou 
Shalt ſee me once more ſtrike at Tullus? face. 
What, art thou ſtiff ? ſtand'ſt out? 
Tit. No, Caius Marcins, 
Tl lean upon one crutch, and fight with t'other; 
Ere ſtay behind this buſineſs. ef 
Men. O true-bred ! 2 36 3 
1 Sen. Your company to th' Capitol; where, I know, 
Our greateſt Friends attend us. 
Tit. Lead you on; | 
Follow, Cominius; we muſt follow you; 
Right worthy you Priority. 
Com. Noble Lartias! | 
Sen. Hence to your homes——be gone. 


To the Citizens. 


Mar, Nay, let them follow; Fe” 
The Volſcians have much Corn: take theſe rats thither, 
To gnaw their garners. Worſhipful Mutineers, 

Your valour puts well forth ; pray, follow. 


| [ Exeunt. 
[Citizens fleal away. Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 


Sic. Was ever man ſo proud, as is this Marcias? 

Bro. He has no equal. | 

Sic. When we were choſen Tribunes for the People 

Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes ? 

Sic, Nay, but his taunts. | | 

Bru. er. mov'd, he will not ſpare to gird the 
— — —— 


Sic. Be-mock the modeſt Moon, 


Bru. The preſent Wars devour him 
Too proud, to be ſo valiant. 

Sic. Such a nature, 
Tickled with good ſucceſs, diſdains the ſhadow 
Which he treads on at noon ; but I do wonder, 


he is grown 


His 
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| 
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| 
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His inſolence can brock to be commanded 
Under Cominius. | | 
Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, 


In ͤ whom already he is well grac'd, cannot 


Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by 


A Place below the firſt ; for what miſcarries 


Shall be the General's fault, tho* he perform 
To the utmoſt of a man; and giddy cenſure 
Will then cry out of Marcius: oh, if he 
Had borne the buſineſs 
Sic, Beſides, if things go well, 
Opinion, that ſo ſticks on Marcius, ſhall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. | 
00s Rn - | | 
Half all Cominius Honours are to Marcius, 
Though Marcius earn'd them not; and all his faults 
To Marcius ſhall be honours, though, indeed, 
In aught he merit not. | | 
Sic. Let's hence, and hear 
How the diſpatch is made; and in what faſhion, 
More than his fingularity, he goes | 
Upon this preſent action. | | 
Bra. Let's along. [ Exeunt, 


SCE N E changes to Corioli. 


Enter Tullus Aufidius, avith Senators of Corioli. 


1 Sen. 8 O, your opinion is, Aufidius, 
he Pra of Rome are entred in our Coun- 
| | 3, . 
And know how we proceed. 
Aaf. 1s it not yours ? 


That could be brought to bodily act, ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? 'tis not four days gone, 

Since I heard thence — theſe are the words — I think, 
J have the letter here; yes — here it is; 
They have preſt a Power, but it is not known 


| | [ Reading, | 
Whether for Eaſt or Weſt ; the Dearth is great, ba 
| | 6 The 
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« The People mutinous; and it is rumour'd, 
Cami nius, Marcius your old enemy, 
„Who is of Rome worſe hated than of you) 

« And Titus Lartius, a moſt valiant Roman, 

„ Theſe three lead on this preparation 

« Whither tis bent — moſt likely, tis for you: 

« Conſider of it, 

1 Sen. Our Army's in the Field: 

We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready 

To anſwer us. | 
Auf. Nor did you think it folly, 

To keep your great pretences veil'd, till when 

They needs muſt ſhew themſelves ; which in the 

| hatching, | 

It ſeem'd, appear'd to Rome. By the diſcovery 

We ſhall be ſhortned in our aim, which was 

To take in many Towns, ere (almoſt) Rome 

Should know we were a- ſoot. 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, | 
Take your Commiſſion, hie you to your bands ; 
Let us alone to guard Corioli; | 
If they ſet down before's, for the Remove 
Bring up your Army : but, I think, you'll find, 
They? ve not prepar'd for us. 

Auf. O, doubt not That, 

I ſpeak from certainties. Nay more, 
Some parcels of their Power are forth already, 
And only hitherward. I leave your Honours. 
un- If We and Caius Marcius chance to meet, 
Tis ſworn between us, we fhall ever ſtrike 
Till one can do no more. 
All. The Gods affiſt you ! 
Auf. And wy your Honours ſafe ! 
1 Sen. Farewe | 
2 Sen. Farewel. 
I All. Farewel. [Exeunt, 
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SCE N E changes to Caius Marcius's Houſe in 
. . M * 


Enter Volumnia and Virgilia; they fit down on tay 
bob flools, and ſow, © bl 


Pol. Pray vou, Daughter, ling, or expreſs your fel 
in a more comfortable ſort: if my Son were 


my Husband, I would freelier rejoice in that abſence 


wherein he won honour, than in the embracements of 
his bed, where he would ſhew moſt love. When yet 
he was but tender-bodied, and the only Son of my 
womb ; when youth-with comelineſs plucked all paze 
his way; when, for a day of Kings entreaties, a Mo- 
ther ſhould not fell him an hour from her beholding ; 
I, confidering how Honour would become ſuch a per- 
ſon, that it was no better than piQure-like to hang by 
th' wall, if Renown made it not ſtir, was pleas'd to let 
him ſeek Danger where he was like to find Fame : to 
a cruel war I ſent him, from whence he return'd, his 
brows bound with Oak. I tell thee, Daughter, I ſprang 
not more in joy at firſt hearing he was a man-child, 
than now in firſt ſeeing he had-proved himſelf a Man. 

Vir. But had he died in the buſineſs, Madam ; how 
then ? | | 

Vol. Then his good Report ſhould have been my 
Son; I therein would have found iſſue. Hear me pro- 
feſs fincerely : had I a dozen Sons each in my love a- 
like, and none leſs dear than thine and my good Mar- 
cius, I had rather eleven die nobly for their Country, 


than one voluptuouſly ſurfeit, out of action. 


Enter a Gentlewoman. 


Gent. Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to viſit 
you. | | 
Vir. Beſeech you, give me leave to retire my ſelf. 
Pol. Indeed, thou ſhalt not: 
Methinks, I hither hear your Husband's Drum: 
J ſee him pluck Aufidius down by th' hair: 


(As 
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(As children from a bear) the Volſci ſhunning him: 
Methinks, I ſee him ſtamp thus — and call thus — 
% Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear, 
« Though you were born in Rome; his bloody brow 
With his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goes 
Like to a harveſt man, that's task'd to mow 
Or all, or loſe his hire. 
Vir. His bloody brow ! oh, Jupiter, no blood 
Vol. Away, you fool; it more becomes a man, 
Than Gilt his trophy. The breaſt of Hecuba, 
When ſhe did ſuckle Hector, look'd not lovelier 
Than Hector's forehead, when it ſpit forth blood 
At Grecian ſwords contending ; tell Valeria, 
We are fit to bid her welcome. [Exit Gent. 
Vir. Heav'ns bleſs my Lord from fell Aufidius ! 
Vol. He'll beat Aufidius' head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck. 15 


Enter Valeria awith an Uher, and a Gentleauoman. 


Val. My Ladies Both, good day to you. 
Vol. Sweet Madam 
Vir. I am glad to ſee your Ladyſhip — 

Val. How do you Both ? you are manifeſt Houſe- 
keepers. What are you ſowing here? a fine ſpot, in 
good faith. How, does your little Son ? | 

Vir. I thank your Ladyſhip : well, good Madam. 

Vol. He had rather ſee the ſwords, and hear a drum, 
than look upon his ſchoolmaſter. 

Val. O' my word, the Father's Son: I'll ſwear, 'tis 
a very pretty Boy. O' my troth, I look'd on him o 
Wedneſday half an hour together h'as ſuch a con- 
firm'd countenance. I ſaw him run after a gilded but- 
terfly, and when he caught it, he let it go again; and 
after it again; and over and over he comes, and up a- 
pin and caught it again; or whether his Fall enrag'd 

im, or how twas, he did ſo ſet his teeth, and did 
tear it; oh, I warrant, how he mammockt it! 

Vol. One of's Father's moods. L 

Val. Indeed, la, tis a noble Child, 

Vir. A crack, Madam. 
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Fal. Come, lay afide your Stitchery ; I muſt haye 
you play the idle huſwife with me this afternoon. 

Vir. No, good Madam, I will not out of doors. 
Val. Not out of doors! | 
Vol. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall. | 

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience ; I'll not over the 
threſhold, till my Lord return from the wars. 

Pal. Fie, you confine your ſelf moſt unreaſonably : 
Come, you muſt go viſit the Lady that lyes in. 
Vir. I will wiſh her ſpeedy ſtrength, and viſit her 

with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither. 

Vol. Why, I pray you? 25 | 
Vir. Tis not to fave labour, nor that I want love. 
Val. You would be another Penelope; yet they ſay, 
all the yarn, ſhe ſpun in Les abſence, did but fil 
Itbaca full of moths. Come, I would, your cambrick 
were ſenſible as your finger, that you might leave 
pricking it for pity, Come, you ſhall go with us. 

Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me ; indeed, I will 

not forth. 
Pal. In truth, la, go with me, and I'll tell you ex- 
cellent news of your Husband. 

Vir. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet. 

Val. Verily, I do not jeſt with you; there came 
news from him laſt night. 

Vir. Indeed, Madam 

Val. In earneſt, it's true; I heard a Senator ſpeak 
it. Thus it is —— The Volſcians have an army forth, 
againſt whom Cominius the General is gone, with one 

of our Reman Power. Your Lord and Titus Lar- 
Tius are ſet down before their City Corioli; they no- 
thing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars. 
This is true, on my honour ; and ſo, I pray, go 
with us. | | 

Vir. Give me excuſe, good Madam, I will obey you 

in every thing hereafter. | 

Vol. Let her alone, Lady; as ſhe is now, fhe will 

but diſeaſe our better mirth. 5 

Vol. In troth, I think, ſhe would: fare you well, 

then. Come, good ſweet Lady. Pr'ythee, Virgilia, 
: turn 


— 
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turn thy Solemnneſs out o' door, and go along with us. 
Vir. No: at a word, Madam ; indeed, I muſt not. 

I wiſh you much mirth. | 

Val. Well, then farewel. [Exeunt. 


S CE N E changes to the Walls of Corioli. © 


Inter Marcius, Titus Lartius, with Captains and Sol. 


diers : To them a Meſſenger. 


Mar. 1 comes news: a wager, they have met. 
| Lart. My horſe to yours, no. 
Mar. Tis done. 
Lart. Agreed. | | 
Mar. Say, has our General met the enemy ? 
Me/. They lye in view ; but have not ſpoke as yet. 
Lart. So, the good horſe is mine. | 
Mar. 11] buy him of = 
Lart. No, I'Il not fell, nor give him: lend him 
you, I will, | 
For half an hundred years: Summon the Town. 
Mar. How far off lye theſe armies ? 
Meſ. Within a mile and half. 
Mar. Then ſhall we hear their larum, and they ours. 


Now, Mars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work; 


That we with ſmoaking ſwords may march from hence, 
To help our fielded Friends ! Come, blow thy blaſt. 


7 bey ſeund a Parley. Enter two Senators with others 
on the Walls. 


Tullus Aufidius, is he within your Walls ? 
1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you leſs than he, 
That's leſſer than a little: hark, our Drums 


[Drum afar off. 


Are bringing forth our Youth : we'll break our Walls, 


Rather than they ſhall pound us up : our Gates, 
Which yet ſeem ſhut, we have but pinn'd with ruſhes; 
They'll open of themſelves. Hark you, far of 
[Alarum, far off. 
There is Aufidius. Liſt, what work he makes 
Among your cloven army. 
Q 2 Mar. 
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Mar. Oh, they are at it ! — . | 
Lart. Their noiſe be our inſtruction. Ladders, ho! 


Enter the Volſcians. | 


Mar. They fear us pot, but iſſue forth their City, 
Now put your ſhields before your hearts, and fight 
Wi K more proof than ſhields. Advance, brave 

tus, | 
They do diſdain us much beyond our thoughts ; 
Which makes me ſweat with wrath. Come on, my 
fellows ; 
He that retires, PI! take him for a Yo//cian, 
And he ſhall feel mine edge. / 
| [ Alarum ; the Romans beat back to their Trenches. 


Re-enter Marcius. 


Mar. (4) All the Contagion of the South light on | 
ou, 

Y-ou 3 of Rome, you ! — herds of boils and plagues | 
Plaiſter you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd | 
Farther than ſeen, and one infe& another 
Againſt the wind a mile! —— you ſouls of geeſe, g 
That bear the ſhapes of men, how have you run 4 
From Slaves, that apes would beat? Plato and Hell! 4 
All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale, \ 
With flight, and agued fear! mend, and charge home, 
Or, by the fires of Heaven, T'Il leave the Foe, 
And make my wars on you: look to't, come on; 


| T 
(4) All the Contagion of the South light en Tow, a 

E You Shames of Rome; you Herds; of Boils and Plagues 
Plaiſter you „er, & c.] Thus miſerably did the old Edi- T 
tors give us this Paſſage mangled by bad Pointing; Land 1 
Mr. Pepe would not indulge his private Senſe, by any Alteration v 
to make it intelligible. The meaneſt Judges of Engliſs muſt h 
be aware, that no Member of any Sentence can begin with 2 -- 
 Genitive Caſe, and a preceding Nominative be wanting to go- : | 
vern That and the Verb. Where, therefore, is the Nominative 5 
to, — of Boils and Plagses plaiſter you er? Or what Senſe 75 


ox Syntax is there in the Paſſage as it here ſtands ? 


If 


ie, 


— 


Conrotlanus 365 


If you'll ſtand faſt, we'll beat them to their wives, 
As they us to our trenches followed. 


| Another alarum, and Marcius follows them to the gates. 


So, now the gates are ope : now prove good ſeconds ; 
'Tis for the followers, fortune widens them; 
Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like. 
[He enters the gates, and i is ut in. 
1 Sol. Fool-hardineſs, not I. 
2 Sol. Nor J. 
1 Sol. See, they have ſhut him in: [ Alarum continues, 
All. To th' pot, I warrant him. 


Enter Titus Lartius. 


Lart. What is become of Marcius ? 
All. Slain, Sir, doubtleſs. 
I Sel. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters; who, upon the ſudden, 
Clapt to their gates; he is himſelf alone, 
To anſwer all the City. 
Lart. Oh, noble fellow ! 
Who, ſenſible, out-does his ſenſeleſs ſword, (5) , 
And, when it bows, ſtands up : thou art left, Marciug—= 
A carbuncle i intire, as big as thou art, 
Were not ſo rich a jewel. Thou waſt a ſoldier (6) 
Even 
{s) Ns, ſenſibly outdares his ſenſeleſs Sword, 
And when it bows, fands up.] 
The fine and eaſy Emendation of this Paſſage, which 1 have 
inſerted in the Text, is owing to the ingenious Dr. Thirlby, 
(6) Then weſt 4 Soldier 
Even to Calvus Wiſb;] 
. Lartixs is here ſumming up his Friend's Character, as a 
Warrior that was terrible in his Strokes, in the Tone of his 
Voice, and the Grimneſs of his Countenance. But who was 
this Calvus, that wiſh'd theſe three Chatacteriſticks in a Sol- 
dier? Pm afraid, Greck and Roman Hiſtory will be at a Loſs 
to account for ſuch a Man and ſuch Circumſtances join'd to 
fignalize him. 1 formerly amended the Pallage, and proy'd 
that the Poet muſt have wrote, 
Even to Cato's Wiſhy —— 
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Even to Cato's wiſh, not fierce and terrible 

Only in ſtroaks, but with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder-like percuſſion of thy ſounds, 

Thou mad'ſt thine enemies ſhake, as if the world 
Were feaverous, and did tremble. 


Enter Marcius bleeding, aſſaulted by the Enemy. 


1 Sol. Look, Sir, —— 

. Lart. O, "tis Marcius. 

Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

[They fight, and all enter the City, 


Enter certain Romans with Spoils, 


1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome. 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Rom. A murrain on't, I took this for filver. . 
[Alarum continues flill afar of 


Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius, with a Trumpet, 


Mar. See here theſe Movers, that do prize their ho- 


5 


nours | 
At a crack'd drachm : cuſhjons, leaden ſpoons, » 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
Bury with thoſe that wore them, theſe baſe ſlaves, 


Ere yet the fight be done, pack up; down with them; 


The Error probably aroſe from the Similitude in the Manu- 
ſcript of to to IV: and ſo this unknown Wight Calvs#s ſprung 
up. I come now to the Authorities for my Emendat ion. Pla- 
tarch, in the Life of Coriolanus, ſpeaking of this Hero, ſays; 
He was 4 Man (that which C A To vequir'd in 4 Warrior) not 
only dreadful to meet with in the Field, by reaſon of his Hand 
and Stroke; but inſupportable to an Enemy, for the very Tone 
and Accent of his Voice: and the ſole Terror of his Alpet,— 
This again is confirm'd by the Hiſtorian, in the Life of 
Marcus C ato the Cenſor, In Engagements (ſays He z) he, wonld 
uſe to ſtrike luſtily, with 4 fierce Countenance flare upon his 
Enemies, and with a hatſh threatning Voice accoſi them. Nor 
was he out of his Opinion, whilſt he taught, that ſuch rugged 
kind of Behaviour ſometimes does frike the Enemy more than the 
. Sword it ſelf, 

And 


* 


Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms 


Com 
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And hark, what noiſe the General makes! --- to him ; --- 


There is the man of my ſoul's hate, Auſidius, 
Piercing our Romans: then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the City ; 


Whilſt I, with thoſe that have the ſpirit, wil haſte 
To help Cominine. 


Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed'ſt; 
Thy exercife hath been too violent 
For a ſecond courſe of fight. 
Mar. Sir, praiſe me not : 
My work hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well: 
'T he blood, I drop, is rather phyſical 
Than dangerous to me. 
T' Aufidius thus I will appear, and fight. _ 
' Lart. Now the fair Goddeſs Fortune | 


Miſguide thy oppoſers' ſwords | bold * 
Proſperity be thy page 
Mar, Thy find no leſs, a | 
Than thoſe ſhe placeth higheſt ! ſo, farewel, 
Lart. Thou worthieſt Marcius, 
Go, ſound thy trumpet in.the market-place, 
Call thither all the officers o'th* town, 
Where they ſhall know our mind. Away. [Excunt. 


SCEN E changes to the Roman Camp. 


Enter Cominius retreating, with Soldiers. 


Reathe you, my friends; well fought z we are 
come off | 


Like Romans, neither fooliſh in our Stands, 

Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, Sirs, 

We ſhall be charg'd again. Whiles we have ſtruck, 

By interims and conveyi ng guſts, we have heard 

The Charges of our friends. The Roman Gods 

Lead their ſucceſſes, as we wiſh our own ; 

That both our Powers, with ſmiling fronts encountring, 
May give, you thankful ſacrifice ! Thy news ? 


Q 4 Enter 


368 Corn1ortanvus. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. The citizens of Corioli have iſſued, 
And given to Lartiu: and to Marcius battle. 
I ſaw our Party to the trenches driven, 
And then I came away. — 
Com. Tho' thou ſpeak'ſt truth, | 
Methinks, thou ſpeak'ſt not well. How long is't fince ? 
 Mef. Above an hour, my lord. 
Com. Tis not a mile: briefly, we heard their drums, 
How couldft thou in a mile confound an hour, 
And bring the news ſo late? 
Meſ. Spies of the Yolcians | 
Held me in chaſe, that I was forc'd to wheel 
Three or four miles about; elſe had J, Sir, 
Half an hour ſince brought my report. 


Enter Marcius. 


1 

Com. Who's yonder, | 
That does appear as he were flea'd ? O Gods! 

He has the ſtamp of Marcius, and I have 
Before time ſeen him thus. 

Mar. Come I too late? 

Com. The ſhepherd knows not thunder from a tabor, 
More than I know the ſound of Marcius tongue 
From every meaner man. 

Mar. Come I too late ? | 

. Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others, 
But mantled in your own. | | 
Mar. Oh! let me clip ye (7) 
In arms as ſound, as when I woo'd ; in heart 
As merry, as when our nuptial day was done, 


(7) oh let me clip ye 
In Arms as ſound, as when I woe'd in heart: 


Dr. Thiriby adviſed the different Regulation in the Pointing of 
this Paſſage; which 1 have embraced, as 1 think it much im- 
proves the Senſe and Spirit, and conveys too the Poet's Thought, 
that Marcius was as ſound in Limb, as when hewent a Wooing; 
and as merry in Heart, as when going to Bed to his Bride. 


And 


\ 
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And tapers burnt to bedward. 


Com. Flower of Warriors, 
How 1s't with Titus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man bufied about Decrees ; 
Condemning ſome to death, and ſome to exile, 
Ranſomin bs. or pitying, threatning th' other; 


Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 


Even like a fawning grey-hound in the leaſh, 
To let him flip at wall. 


Com. Where is that ſlave, 
Which told me, they had beat you to your trenches ?- 
Where is he? call him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone, 
He did inform the truth : but for our Gentlemen, 
The common file, (a plague! Tribunes for them !) 
The mouſe ne'er ſhun'd the cat, as they did budge 
From raſcals worſe than they. 

Com. But how prevail'd you ? 

Mar. Will the time ſerve to tell ? I do not think —— 
Where is the enemy? are you lords o' th' field? 
If not, why ceaſe you till you are ſo ? 

Com. Marcius, we have at diſadvantage fought, 
And did retire, to win our purpoſe. 

Mar. How lies their battle ? know you on what ſide 
They have plac'd their men of truſt ? 

Com. As I gueſs, Marcius, 
Their bands i' th? vaward are the Antiate 
Of their beſt truſt: o'er them Aufidius, 
Their .very heart of hope. Fo Ps 

Mar. I do beſeech you, | 
By all the battles wherein we have fought, 
By th' blood weave ſhed together, by the Vows 
We'ave made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me againſt Aufidius, and his Antiates ; | 
And that you not delay the preſent, but 
Filling the air with ſwords advanc'd, and darts, 
We prove this very hour, ——— 

Com. Though I could wiſh, 
You were — to a gentle bath, 
And balms applied to you, ' x dare I never 


5 Deny 
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Deny your _— z take your choice of thoſe, 
y a7 


That beſt can aid your action. 
Mar. Thoſe are they, - ' | 
That moſt are willing ; If any ſuch be here, 
(As it were fin to doubt) that love this Painting, 
Wherein you ſee me ſmear'd ; if any fear 
Leſs for his perſon than an ill report: 
If any think, brave death out-weighs bad life, 
And that his Country's dearer than himſelf, 
Let him, alone, (or many, if ſo minded) 
Wave thus, t'expreſs his diſpoſition, 
And follow Marcius. 2 
They all bout, and wave their fewords, take hin 10 
in their arms, and caft up their caps. 
Oh! me alone, make you a ſword of me: 
Tf theſe ſhews be not outward, which of you 
But is four Volſcians? none of you, but is 
Able to bear againſt the great Aufidins 
A ſnield as hard as his. A certain number 
(Tho? thanks to all) muſt I ſele& from all: 
The reſt ſhall bear the buſineſs in ſome other fight, 
As cauſe will be obey'd ; pleaſe you to march, 
And four ſhall quickly draw out my Command, 
Which men are beſt inclin'd. 
Com. March on, my fellows : 
Make good this oſtentation, and you ſhall | 
Divide in all with us. [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Co R101 1. 


Titus Lartius having ſet a guard upon Corioli, going 


ewith drum and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius 
Marcius ; Enter with a lieutenant, other ſoldiers, 
and a ſcout. A | 


Lart. OQO, let the Ports be guarded; keep your duties, 
As I have ſet them down. If I do ſend,diſpatch 
"Thoſe Centries to our aid ; the reſt will ſerve ; 
For a ſhort holding; if we loſe the field, 
We cannot keep the town. 


Lieu. Fear not our care, Sir. 
N Lart, 


21. 
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Lari. Hence, and ſhut your gates upon's : - 
Our guider, come ! to th' Roman camp condu us. 
S CE N E changes to the Roman Camp. 


Alarum, as in battle. Enter Marcius and Aufidius, @ 
| ſeveral doors. | 


Mar. T' L L fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee 
Worſe than a promiſe-breaker. NOW 
Auf. We hate alike : | - 
Not A4frick owns a ſerpent I abhor 
More than thy Fame, and envy ; fix thy foot. 
Mar. Let the firſt budger die the other's ſlave, 
And the Gods doom him after ! 
Auf. If I fly, Marcius, | 
Halloo me like a Hare. i Vas. 
Mar. Within theſe three hours, Tullus, 
Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 
And made what work I pleas'd : "tis not my blood, 
Wherein thou ſee' ſt me mask'd ; for thy revenge, 
Wrench up thy power to th' higheſt. | 
Auf. Wert thou the He&or, 
That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not ſcape me here. | 
Here they fight, and certain Volſcians come to the 
aid of Aufdius. Marcius fights, till they be drives 
in breathleſs. . 
Officious, and not valiant ! — you have ſham'd me 
In your condemned Seconds. 


Fluriſh. Alarum. A retreat is ſounded. Enter at one 
door, Cominius with the Romans; at another door 
Marcius, with his arm in a ſcarf. | | 


Com. If I ſhould tell thee ver this thy day's work, 
Thow'lt not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it, 
Where Senators ſhall mingle tears with ſmiles ; 

Where great Patricians ſhall attend and ſhrug ; 


Þ th end, admire ; where ladies ſhall be frighted, 
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Having fully din'd before. 


Here is the ſteed, we the caparifon : 


And, gladly quak'd, hear more; where the dull Tribune, ] 
'That with the fuſty Plebeians, hate thine honours, - 
Shall ſay, againſt their hearts, — We thank the Gods, . 
«© Our Rome hath ſuch a Soldier!“ a 

Yet cam'ſt thou to a morſel of this feaſt, 


Enter Titus Lartius <vith his Power, from the 
3 „3 Ts 
Tart. O General, 


Hadſt thou beheld 
Mar. Pray now, no more: my Mother, 
Who has a charter to extol her blood, 
When ſhe does praiſe me, grieves me: | 
I have done as you have done; that's, what I can; 
Induc'd, as you have been; that's for my Country; 
He, that has but effected his good will, 
Hath overta'en mine act. 
Com. You ſhall not be 
The Grave of your deſerving : Rome muſt know 
The value of her own: twere a concealment 
Worſe than a theft, no leſs than a traducement, | 
To hide your Doings ; and to filence that, 
Which, to the ſpire and top of praiſes vouch'd, 
Would ſeem but modeſt : therefore, I beſeech you, 
In fign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done, before our army hear me. 
Mar. I have ſome wounds upon me, and they ſmart 


To hear themſelves remembred. 


Com. Should they not, 
Well might they feſter *gainſt ingratitude, 
And tent themſelves with death : Of all the horſes, 
Whereof we have ta'en good, and good ſtore, of all 
The treaſure in the field atchiev'd, and city, l 
We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth, | | 
Before the common diſtribution, at 
Your only choice. 
Mar. I thank you, General: 


But 


Zut 


Then reaſon ſafely with you: therefore, be it known, 
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But cannot make my heart conſent to take 
A bribe, to pay my ſword : I do refuſe it, 


And ftand upon my common part with thoſe *' 
That have beheld the doing. 


[4 long flouriſh. They all cry, Marcius, Marcins ! 
caſt up their caps and launces: Cominius and 


Lartius fand bare. 
Mar. 75 theſe ſame inſtruments, which you pro- 
fane, (8 or 


Never ſound more! when drums and trumpets ſhall 
I'th* field prove flatterers, let camps, as cities, | | 
Be made of falſe-fac'd ſoothing ! When ſteel grows ö 
Soft, as the paraſite's ſilk, let Hymns be made . 
An overture for th' wars! — No more, I ſay ; | 
For that I have not waſh'd my Noſe that bled, 7 
Or foil'd ſome debile wretch, which, without note | 
Here's many elſe have done; you ſhout me forth 


. 


In acclamations hyperbolical ; | ; 


As if I lov'd, my little ſhould be dieted 
In praiſes ſauc'd with lies. 
om. Too modeſt are you: 
More cruel to your good report, than grateful 
To us, that give you truly : by your patience, 
If *gainſt your ſelf you be incens'd, we'll put you 
77 ans that means his proper harm) in manacles ; 


— a P ̃ ⁰ Oe 


As to us, to all the world, that Caius Marcius 
Wears this war's garland: in token of the which, 
My noble ſteed, known to the Camp, I give him, 
With all his trim belonging; and, from this time, 


(s) May theſe ſame infiruments, which you pre fan, 
Never ſound more: &Cc. | 

Several ſubſequent Verſes in this truly fine Paſſage are dif- 
mounted, unnumerous and imperfe&: And the Senſe, tis 
plain, has been no leſs maim'd than the Numbers. To te- 
medy This Part, 1 have had the Aſſiſtance of my ingenious 
Friend Mr. Warburton; and with the Benefit of his happy 
Conjectures, which I have inferted in the Text, the Whole, I 
hope, is reſtor'd to that Purity, which ſwas quite loſt in the 
Corruptions, . 


For 


— 
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For what he did before Corioli, call him, 
With all th' applauſe and clamour of the Hoſt, 
Caius Marcius W. ==" 7 th' addition nobly ever. 
riſh. ets ſound and dr 
| Omnes. Caius Marcius "Ca WA ! N N 
Mar. I will go waſh: 
And when my face is fair, you ſhall perceive 
Whether I bluſh or no. Howbeit, I thank you. 
gon bode ee, on 
To undercreſt your Addition, 
N 
Com. So, to our tent: 
Where, ere we do repoſe us, we will write 
| To Rome of our ſucceſs : you, Titus Lartins, 
if Muſt to Corioli back; ſend us to Rome 
we The beſt, with whom we may articulate, 
i! For their own good, and ours. 
Lart. I ſhall, my lord. 
eee, to mock me: 
„ that but now refus' d moſt princely gi 
Am bound to beg of my lord . 5 h 
Com. Take't, 'tis yours : what is't ? 
Mar. I ſometime lay here in Corioli, 
At a poor man's houſe : he us'd me kindly. 
| He ery'd to me: I ſaw him priſoner : 
1 But then Aufdizs was within my view, + 
And wratho'erwhelm'd my pity : I requeſt you 
141 To give my poor Hoſt Freedom. ä 
Com. O well begg'd ! 2 
Were he the butcher of my ſon, he ſhould 
Be free as is the wind: deliver him, Titus. 
Lart. Marcius, his name? | 
Mar. By Fupiter, forgot: — 
T am weary ; yea, my memory is tir'd : © 
Have we no wine here ? 
Com. Go we to our tent; | 
The blood Aer viſage dries; tis time 
It ſhould be 'd to: come. | 


[Exennt. 
SCENE 
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$CENE changes to the Camp of the Volſci. 


Sd Cres. Sie. Talks Aubities ihe 
EE ng . with tauo or three ſoldiers. * 


Auf. HE town is ta'en. 


Sol. *Twill & deliver'd back on good con- 
dition. 1 a : 


* Auf. Condition 


I would, I were a Roman ; for I cannot, 

Being a Volſcian, be that I am. Condition? 
What good condition can a treaty find 

I'th* part that is at mercy ?' Five times, Marcius, 
I have fought with thee, ſo often haſt thou beat me: 
And would'ſ do ſo, I think, ſhould we encounter 
As often as we eat. By th' Elements, Sa 
If &er again I meet him beard to beard, 

He's mine, or I am his: mine emulation 

Hath not that honour in't, it had ; for where 

I thought to cruſh him in an equal force, 


True Sword to Sword; Tl! potch at him ſome way, 


Or wrath, or craft may get him. | 

Sol. * the 2 PR 

Auf. er, tho' not'ſo ſubtle : my valour (poiſon” 
Wits only ſuffering ſtain by him) 4 him % 
Shall flie out of it ſelf : not ſleep, nor ſanctuary, 
Being naked, ſick, nor fane, nor Capitol, 
The prayers of prieſts, nor times of {acrifice, . 
Embarkments all of fury, fhall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and cuſtom 'gainſt | 
My hate to Marcius. Where I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother's guard, even there, 
Againſt the hoſpitable Canon, would I | 
Waſh my fierce hand in's heart. Go you 40 th' city; 
Learn, how tis held; and what they are, that muſt 
Be hoſtages for Rome. 

Sol. Will not _—_ 5 | 

Auf. T am attended at the cypreſs grove. I pray you, 
(Tis South the city-mills) bring me word thither A 

ow 
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How the world goes, that to the e of it 
1 2 7 on my aer 


L II. 
s C E N E, R O M E. 


E nter Menenius, with Sicinius and Brutus, 


MEeNnEtnNnivs. 


PEE Augur tells me, we ſhall have news to 

night. 

, Good or bad ? 

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for 
they love not Marcius. 

Sic. Nature teaches Beaſts to know their friends. 

Men. Pray you, whom does the wolf love? 

Sic. The lamb. 

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeian, 
would the noble Marcus. 
Bru. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear. 

Men. He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb, 
| You two are old men, tell me one thing that I ſhall 

ask you. N 
Both; Well, Sir; 

Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you two 
have not in abundance ? 

Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but ſtor'd with all. 

Sic. Eſpecially, in pride. 

Bru. And toppi ng al others in boaſting. 

Men. This - is ſtrange now; do you two know how 
you are cenſur'd here in the city, I mean of us o 
right hand file, do you? 

Bra. Why, how are we cenſur'd ? 


Men. Becauſe you talk of pride now, will you not 
be angry ? | 
Bath. Well, well, Sir, well. 


| Men, 
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Men. Why, tis no great matter; for a very little 


thief of occaſion will rob you of a great deal of pa- 
tire: 


give your diſpoſitions the reins, and be an- 
F at your pleaſures; at the leaſt, if you take it as a 
pleaſure to you, in being ſo : you blame Marcius 
for being proud. 

Bru. We do it not alone, Sir. | 

Men. I know, you can do very little alone ; for your 
helps are many, or elſe your actions would grow won- 
drous ſingle; your abilities are too infant-like, for do- 
ing much alone. You talk of pride — oh, that you 
could turn your eyes towards the napes of your necks, 
and make, but an interior ſurvey of your good ſelves! 
Oh, that you could. | 


Bru. What then, Sir? 


Men. Why, then you ſhould diſcover a brace of as 
unmeriting, proud, violent, teſty magiſtrates, alias, 
fools, as any in Rome. | 
Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 
Men. I am known to be a humorous Patrician, and 
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of al- 
laying Jiber in't: ſaid to be ſomething imperfect, in 
favouring the firſt complaint ; haſty and tinderlike, upon 
too trivial motion : one that converſes more with the 
buttock of the night, than with the forehead of the 
morning. What I think, I utter; and ſpend my ma- 
lice in my breath. Meeting two ſuch weals-men as you 
are, (I cannot call you Lycurgu//es) if the drink you 
ive me touch my palate adverſly, I make a crooked 
ce at it, I can't ſay, your Worſhips have deliver'd 
the matter well, when I find the aſs in compound with 
the major part of your ſyllables ; and tho' I muſt be 


content to bear with thoſe, that ſay, you are reverend 


grave men ; yet they lye deadly, that tell you, you have 
you faces; if you ſee this in the map of my microcoſm, 
ollows it, that I am known well enough too? (9) what 

harm 


(9) What harm can your beſom conſpectuit ies glean out of this 
character, & c.] If the Editors have form'd any Conſtruction 
is 
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harm can your biſſon Conſpectuities glean out of this 
character, if I be known well enough too? 

Bru, Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough, 
_ Men. You know neither me, your ſelves, nor any 
thing; you are ambitious for poor knaves' caps and legs: 
you wear out a good wholeſome forenoon, in hearing a 
Cauſe between an orange- wife and a foſſet- ſeller, and 
then adjourn a controverſy of three-pence to a' ſecond 
day of audience. — When you are hearing a matter be- 
tween party and party, if you chance to be pinch'd 
with the cholick, you make faces like mummers, ſet up 
the bloody flag again all patience, and, in roaring for a 
cChamber- pot, diſmiſs the controverſie bleeding, the more 
intangled by your hearing : all the peace you make in 
their cauſe, 1s calling both the parties knaves. You are 
a pair of ſtrange ones. - 
. Bru. Come, come, you are well underſtood to be a 
perfecter gyber for the Table, than a neceſſary bencher 
in the Capitol. Keen 
Men. Gur very prieſts muſt become mockers, if they 


ſhall encounter ſuch ridiculous ſabjects as you are; when 


you ſpeak beſt unto the purpoſe, it is not worth the 
awagging of your beards ; and your beards deſerve not fo 
honourable a Grave, as to ſtuff a botcher's cuſhion, or 


to themſelves, of this Epithet beſom, that can be 4 propos to 
the Senſe of the Context; Davus ſum, non Oedipus: it is 
too hard a Riddle for Me to expound. Menenius, tis plain, 
is abuſing the Tribunes, and bantering them Ironically. By 
cConſpectuities he muſt mean, their Sagacity, Clearfightedneſs : and 
that they may not think he's Complimenting them, he tacks 
an Epithet to it, which quite undoes that Character; i, e. biſ- 
ſon, blind, bleer- ey d. Skinner, in his Etymolegicon, explains 
this Word, cecus; vox agro Lincoln. uſitatiſſima. Ray concurs, 
in his North and South Country Words. And our Author gives 
us this Term again in his Hamlet, where the Senſe exactly cor» 
reſponds with this Interpretation. | 

+ | Run barefoot up and down, threatning the Flames, 

With biſſon Rheum. | 2 

1. e. blinding, It is ſpoken of Hecuba, whoſe Eyes o*erflow and 
_ are blinded, both with Tears, and the Kheums of Age. 


to 
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oe intomb'd in an aſs's pack-ſaddle. Yet you muſt be 


faying, Marcius is proud; who, in a cheap eſtimation, 
is worth all your predeceſſors, fince Deucalion; though, 
peradventure, ſome of the beſt of them were hereditary 
hangmen. Good-e'en to your Worſhips; more of 
your converſation would infect my brain, being the 
herdſmen of the beaſtly Plebeians. I will be bold to 

take my leave of you. 21 
ys | [ Brutus and Sicinius fand aſide. 


A, Menenius 7s going out, Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, 
. and Valeria. | | 
How now my (as fair as noble) ladies, and the moon, 
were ſhe earthly, no nobler; whither do you follow your 
eyes ſo faſt ? + 1 
Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius ap- 


proaches ; for the love of F uno, let's go. 


Men. Hal Marcius coming home ? 
Val. Ay, worthy Menenius, and with moſt proſpe- 
rous approbation. B | 
Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee ——= 
hoo, Marcius coming home! | 
| Both. Nay, tis true. 1 
Vol. Look, here's a letter from him, the State hath 
another, his wife, another; and, I think, there's one at 
home for you. | por 3 
Men. I will make my very houſe reel to night: A 
letter for me ! 
Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I ſaw't. 
Men, A letter for me! it gives me an eſtate of ſeven 
years? health; in which time I will make a lip at the 
hyſician ; the moſt ſovereign preſcription in Galen is 
ut Emperic, and to this preſervative of no better re- 
port than a horſe-drench. Is he not wounded ? he was 
wont to come home wounded. 
Vir. Oh no, no, no. | I: 
Vel. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for't. 
Men. So do J too, if he be not too much; brings i 
victory in his pocket? the wounds become him. 1 


Val. 


* 
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Vol. On's brows, Menenius; he comes the third time 
home with the oaken garland. : 

Men. Hath he diſciplin'd Aufidius ſoundly ? ; 
Vol. Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, but 
Aufidius got off. | | 

Men. And *twas time for him too, I'll warrant him 
that: if he had ſtaid by him, I would not have been 
ſo fidius'd for all the cheſts in Corioli, and the gold that's 
in them. Is the Senate poſſeſt of this? 

Vol. Good ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes: the Senate 
has letters from the General, wherein he gives my ſon 
the whole name of the war: he hath in this action out- 
done his former deeds doubly. 

5 Val. In troth, there's wondrous things ſpoke of 

im. 

Men. Wondrous! ay, I warrant you, and not with- 
out his true purchaſing. 

Fir. The Gods grant them true 
Vol. True? pow, waw. ; 

Men. True? I'll be ſworn, they are true, Where is 

he wounded ? God fave your good Worſhips ;z— Marcius 
is coming home; he has more cauſe to be proud: 
where is he wounded ? * [To the Tribune, 
Vol. T th' ſhoulder, and i“ th' left arm; there will be 
large cicatrices to ſhew the people, when he ſhall ſtand 
for his place. He receiv'd in the repulſe of Targuin 
ſeven hurts i' th* body. (10) 

Men. One i'th* neck, and one too i'th' thigh ; there's 
nine, that I know. 5 


(10) He receiv'd, in the Repulſe of Tarquin, Seven Hurts th" 
Body. 

Men. One % Neck, and two i*th* Thigh: there's Nine, that 
I know.) Seven, ----- one, ------ and two, and theſe make but 
nine? Surely, we may ſafely aſſiſt Menenius in his Arithme- 
tick. This is a ſtupid Blunder; but wherever we can ac- 
count by a probable Reaſon for the Cauſe of it, That di- 
xets the Emendation, Here it was eaſy for a negligent 
Tranſctiber to omit the ſecond One as a needleſs Repetition 
of the firſt, and to make a Numeral Word of too. 

Mr, Wane, 
obs 
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Vol. He had, before this laſt expedition, twenty five 


wounds upon him. | | | 
Men. Now tis twenty ſeven ; every gaſh was an ene- 
my's Grave. Hark, the trumpets. | 
[ 4 out and flouriſs. 
Vol. Theſe are the uſhers of Marcius ; before him he 
carries noiſe, and behind him he leaves tears : 
Death, that dark Spirit, in's nervy arm doth lie; 
Which being advanc'd, declines, and then men die. 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Cominius the General, and 
Titus Lartius; between them Coriolanus, crown'd 


with an oaken garland, with Captains and ſoldiers, 
and a heraid. 8 


Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight 
Within Corioli' gates, where he hath won, 
With fame, a name to Caius Marc ius. 
Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 
jo | [ Sound. Flouriſp. 
All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus ! 
Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart ; 
Pray now, no more. 
Com. Look, Sir, your mother, 
Cor. Oh! 
You have, I know, petition'd all the Gods 
For my proſperity. + 
Vol. Nay, my good ſoldier, up: 
My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and 
By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd, 
What is it, Coriolanus, muſt I call thee ? 
But oh, thy wife 
Cor. My gracious filence, hail ! 
Would'ſt thou have laugh'd, had I come coffin'd home, 
That weep'ſt to ſee me triumph ? ah, my Dear, 
Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear, 
And mothers that lack ſons. 
Men, Now the Gods crown thee ! 
Cor. And live you yet? O my ſweet Lady, pardon. 
\ [To Valeria. 
Vol. I know not where to turn, O welcome home; 


And 


[ Kneels, 


i 
; 
| 
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And welcome, General! yarewelcome all. 

Men. A hundred thouſand welcomes: I could weep, 
And J could laugh, I'm light and heavy ; — welcome! 
A curſe begin at very root on's heart, 
'That is not ar to ſee thee. — You are three, 

ould dote on : yet, by the faith of men, 

We've ſome old crab-trees here at home, that will not 
Be grafted to your reliſh, Welcome, Warriors ! 
We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and | 
'The faults of fools, but folly. 

Com. Ever right. 

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Vour hand, and yours. 
Ere in our own houſe I do ſhade my head, 
The good Patricians muſt be viſited ; 
(11) From whom J have receiv'd not only Greetings, 
But, with them, Charge of honours. 

Vol. J have lived, 


Jo ſee inherited my very wiſhes, 


And buildings of my fancy; only one thin 
Ts wanting, which, I doubt not, but our Has 


Will caſt upon thee. 


Cor. Know, good Mother, I 
Had rather be their ſervant in my way, 
Than ſway with them in theirs, 
[Fhurifh. Cornets, 


Com, On, to the Capi tol. 
[Exeunt in State, as before, 


Brutus, and Sicinius, come forward. 


Bru. All tongues ſpeak of him, and the bleared ſights 
Are ſpectacled . ſee him. Your pratling nurſe 
Into a rapture lets her Baby cry, 


(11) From whom 1 have receiv'd not only Greetings, 

But, with them, Change of Honours.) Change of Ho- 
nours is a very poor Expreſſion, and communicates but a very 
poor Idea. 1 have ventur'd to ſubſtitute, charge; i. e. a freſh 
Charge or Commiſſion, Theſe Words are frequently miſtaken 


While 


<> OrrJ Or) fy fag tw om oc 
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ets, 
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While ſhe chats him: the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richeſt lockram bout her reechy neck, 


ng the walls to eye him; ſtalls, bulks, win- 
ows, | 

Are ſmother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors'd 

With variable complexions ; all agreeing 

In earneſtneſs to ſee him: ſeld- ſnown Flamins 


Do preſs among the popular —_— and puff 


To win a vulgar ſtation ; our veil'd dames 
Commit the war of white and damask, in 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to th' wanton ſpoil 
Of Phebus burning kiſſes ; ſuch a pother, 
As if that whatſoever God, who leads him, 
Were lily crept into his human powers, 
And gave him graceful poſture. 
Sic. On the ſudden, 
I warrant him Conſul. 
Bru. Then our Office may, 
During his Power, go fleep. 
Sic. He cannot temp'rately tranſport his honours, 
From where he ſhould begin and end, but will | 
Loſe thoſe he hath won. 


- Bra. In That there's comfort, 


Sic. Doubt not, | 
The Commoners, for whom we ſtand, but they, 
Upon their ancient malice, will forget, 
With the leaſt cauſe, theſe his new honours ; which 
That he will give, make I as little queſtion 
As he 1s you to do't. 

Bru. J heard him ſwear, 
Were he to ſtand for Conſul, never would he 
Appear 1'th* market-place, nor on him put 
The napleſs Veſture of Humility ; 
Nor ſhewing, as the manner is, his wounds 
To th' people, beg their ſtinking breaths, 

Sic. * Tis right. 

Bru. It was his word: oh, he would miſs it, rather 
Than carry it, but by the ſuit o'th* Gentry, 


And the deſire o'th* Nobles. 


Sic, I wiſh no better, 
Than 


* 
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Than have him hold that purpoſe, and to put it 


In execution. 

Bru. 'Tis moſt like, he will. 

Sic. It ſhall be to him then, as our good wills, 
A ſure deſtruction. . 

Bru. So it muſt fall out 
To him, or our authorities. For an end, 


We muſt ſuggeſt the people, in what hatred 


He ſtill hath held them; that to's power he would 
Have made them mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, and 
Diſproperty'd their freedoms: holding them, 

In human action and capacity, 

Of no more ſoul nor fitneſs for the world, 

Than camels in their war; who have their provender 
Only for bearing burthens, and ſore blows 

For ſinking under them. 

Sic. (12) This, as you ſay, ſuggeſted 

At ſome time, when his ſoaring inſolence 

Shall reach the people, (which time ſhall not want, 
If he be put upon't; and that's as eaſy, | 

As to ſet dogs on ſheep) will be the fire 

To kindle their dry ſtubble ;z and their blaze 


Shall darken him for ever. 


(12) This, as you ſay, ſuggeſted 
At ſome time, when his ſoaring Inſolence 

Shall teach the People, & c.] As Nominatives are ſome- 
times wanting to the Vetb, ſo, on the ether hand, as This 
Paſſage has been all along pointed, we have a Redundance: 
There is, beſides, one Word ſtill in this Sentence, which, 
notwithſtanding the Concurrence of the printed Copies, 1 
ſuſpe& to have admitted a ſmall Corruption. Why ſhould 
it be imputed as a Crime to Coriolanus, that he was prompt 


to teach the People? Or how was it any ſoaring Inſolence in 


the Character, of the People, 


a Patrician to attempt this? The Poet muſt certainly have 


wrote, 


= When his ſoaring Inſolence 
Shall reach the People; | : 
i. e. When it ſhall extend to impeach the Conduct, or touch 


Enter 


er 
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| Enter a Meſſenger. 
Bru. What's the matter ? | 
Meſ. You're ſent for to the Capitol: *tis thought, 
That Marcius ſhall be Conſul : I have ſeen 
The dumb men throng to ſee him, and the blind 
To hear him ſpeak ; the Matrons flung their 1 
Ladies and Maids their ſcarfs and handkerchiefs, : 
Upon him as he paſs'd ; the Nobles bended, 
As to. Fove's Statue; and the Commons made 


A ſhower and thunder with their caps and ſhouts > 
I never ſaw the like. 


Bru. Let's to the Capitol, 
And carry with us ears and eyes for th' time, 
But hearts for the event. 
Sic. Have with you. [ Excunt. 


SCENE changes to the Capitol. 


Enter two Officers, to lay cuſhions, 


1 OF. OME, come, they are almoſt here; how 
many ſtand for Conſulſhips? 

2 of Three, they ſay; but 'tis thought of every 
one, Coriolanus will carry it. 

1 Off That's a brave Fellow, but he's vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common People. 

2 OF. Faith, there have been many great Men that 
have flatter'd the People, who ne'er lov'd them ; and 
there be many that they have loved, they know not 
wherefore ; ſo that, if they love they know not why, 
they hate upon no better a ground. Therefore, for Co- 
riolanus neither to care whether they love, or hate him, 
manifeſts the true knowledge he has in their difpoſi- 
tion, and out of his noble careleſſneſs lets them plainly 
ſee't. | 9 

1 OF. If he did not care whether he had their love or 
no, he wav'd indifferently *twixt doing them neither 
good, nor harm: but he ſeeks their hate with greater 
devotion than they can render it him ; and leaves nothing 

. R undone, 
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undone, that may fully diſcover him their oppoſite. 
Now to ſeem to affect the malice and diſpleaſure of the 
People, is as bad as That, which he diſlikes, to flatter 
them for their love. ; 

2 OF. He hath deſerved worthily of his Country: 
and his aſcent is not by ſuch eaſy degrees as thoſe, who 
have been ſupple and courteous to the People; bon- 
netted, without any further deed to heave them at all 
into their eſtimation and report: but he hath fo plant- 
ed his honours in their eyes, and his actions in their 
hearts, that for their tongues to be filent, and not 
_ confeſs ſo much, were a kind of ingrateful injury; to 
report otherwiſe, were a malice, that, giving it ſelf the 
lie, would pluck reproof and rebuke from ev'ry ear that 
heard it. | 

1 Off. No more of him, he is a worthy Man: make 
way, they are coming. 


Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the People, 
Lictors before them; Coriolanus, Menenius, Comi- 
nius the Conſul : Sicinius and Brutus take their places 
by themſelves. 


Men. Having determin'd of the Volſcians, and 
To ſend for Titus Lartius, it remains, 
As the main point of this our after- meeting, 
To gratify his noble ſervice, that 


Hath thus ſtood for his Country. Therefore, pleaſe 


ou, 
Moft 5 and grave Elders, to deſire 
The preſent Conſul, and laſt General, 
In our well- found ſucceſſes, to report 
A little of that worthy Work perform'd 
By Caius Marcius Coriolanus; whom 
We met here, both to thank, and to remember 
With honours like himſelf. 
1 Sen. Speak, good Cominzus : 
Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, 
Rather our State's defective for requital, 
Than we to ſtretch it out. Maſteis o'th' People, 
We do requeſt your kindeſt ear; and, after, K 
oll 


1 


—_——— = e 0 id 


„ 


CES 


eaſe 


Y gut 


CoRrlioOLANUS. 387 


Vour loving motion toward the common Body, 
To yield what paſſes here. 
Sic. We are convented 
Upon a pleaſing Treaty; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The Theam of our Aſſembly. 
Bru. Which the rather 
We ſhall be bleſt to do, if he remember 
A kinder value of the People, than | 
He hath hitherto priz'd them at. 
Men. That's off, that's off: 
I would, you rather had been ſilent: pleaſe you 
To hear Cominius ſpeak ? . 
Bru. Moſt willingly : 
But yet my caution was more pertinent, 
Than the rebuke you give it. 
Men. He loves your People, 
But tye him not to be their bed-fellow : 
Worthy Cominius, ſpeak. 
| [ Coriolanus viſes, and offers to go away. 
Nay, keep your place. 
1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus; never ſhame to hear 
What you have nobly done. 
Cor. Your Honours pardon : 
I had rather have my wounds to heal again, 
Than hear ſay, how I got them, | 
Bra. Sir, I hope, 
My words diſ-bench'd you not? 
Cor. No, Sir; yet oft, 
When blows have made me ſtay, I fled from words. 
You ſooth not, therefore hurt not: but your people, 
[ love them as they weigh. | 
Men. Pray now, fit down. | 
Cor. I had rather have one ſcratch my head i' th? 
Sun, | | 
When the Alarum were ſtruck, than idly fit 
To hear my Nothings monſter'd. [Exit Coriolanus. 
Men. Maſters of the People, 15 
Your multiplying ſpawn how can he flatter, 
That's thouſand to ane mou one ? when you ſee, 
2 


424% „„ „„ 


Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 


7 . 
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He had rather venture all his limbs for honour, 


Than one of's ears to hear't. Proceed, Cominius. 


Com. I ſhall lack voice: the Deeds of Corio/anus 
Should not be utter'd feebly. It is held, 
That valour is the chiefeſt virtue, and 
Moſt dignifies the Haver : if it be, | 
'The Man, I ſpeak of, cannot in the world 
Be fingly counter-pois'd. At fixteen years, 
When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others: our then Dictator, 
Whom with all praiſe I point at, ſaw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The briſtled lips before him: he beſtrid 
An o' er-preſt Roman, and i'th* Conſul's view 
Slew three Oppoſers: JTarguin's ſelf he met, 


And ſtruck him on his knee: in that day's feats, 


When he might act the Woman in the Scene, 
He prov'd th' beſt Man i'th' field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-age 
Man-entred thus, he waxed like a Sea ; | 


And, in the brunt of ſeventeen battles ſince, 


He lurcht all ſwords o'th* garland. For this laſt, 
Before and in Corioli, let me ſay, 

J cannot ſpeak him home: he ſtopt the fliers, 
And by his rare example made the coward 

Turn terror into ſport. As waves before 


A veſſel under fail, ſo Men obey'd, 
And fell below his ſtern : his ſword, (death's ſtamp) 


Where it did mark, it took from face to foot: 
He was a thing of blood, whoſe every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he enter'd 
The mortal Gate o'th' City, which he painted 


- With ſhunleſs deſtiny : aidleſs came off, 


And with a ſudden re enforcement ſtruck 
Corioli, like a planet. Nor all's this; 

For by and by the din of war gan pierce 
His ready ſenſe, when ſtraight his doubled ſpirit 
Requicken'd what in fleſh was fatigate, 

And to the battle came he ; where he did 


Twere 


ere 


Let me o er- leap that Cuſtom; for I cannot 


For my wounds' ſake, to give their ſuffrages: 
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were a - ſpoil; and till we call'd 
Both Field and City ours, he never ſtood 
To eaſe his breaſt with panting. 

Men. Worthy Man ! | 
1 Sen. He cannot but with meaſure fit the Honours, 
Which we deviſe him. 
Com. Our ſpoils he kick'd at, | 
And look d upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o'th' world: he covets leſs 
Than Miſery itſelf would give, rewards 
His deeds with doing them, and is content 
To ſpend his time to end it. 
Men. He's right noble, 
Let him be called for. 
Sen. Call Coriolauus. 
OF. He doth appear. 


Enter Coriolanus. 


Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, are well pleas'd 
To make thee Conſul. 


Cor. I do owe them ſtill 
My life, and ſervices. 
Men. It then remains 


That you do ſpeak to th' People. 
Cor. I beſeech you, F 


Put on the Gown, ſtand naked, and entreat them, 


Pleaſe you, that I may paſs this doing. 
Sic, Sir, the People muſt have their voices, 
Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony, 


_ them not to't: pray, fit you to the Cu- 
om, | 
And take t'ye, as your Predeceſſors have, 
Your Honour with your form. 
Cor. It is a Part 
That I ſhall bluſh in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the People. 
Bru. Mark you That? 


Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did, — and thus. 
Eo Shew 
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Shew them th' unaking ſcars, which I would hide 
As if I had receiv'd them for the hire 


Of their breath only 
Men. Do not ſtand upon't : 
We recommend t'ye, Tribunes of the People, 
Our purpoſe to them, and to our noble Conſul 
Wiſh we all joy and honour. | 
Sen. 'To Coriolanus come all joy and honour ! 
| [ Flouriſh Cornet. Then Exeunt, 


Manent Sicinius and Brutus. 


Bra. You ſee, how he intends to uſe the People. 
Sic. OT they perceive's intent ! he will require 
them, | 
As if hedid contemn what he requeſted 
Should be in them to give. 
Bru. (13) Come, we'll inform them 
Of our proceedings here: on th' market place, 


I know, they do attend us. [ZExeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Forum. 
Enter ſeven or eight Citizens, 


not to deny him. 

2 Cit. We may, Sir, if we will. | 
3 Cit. We have Power in our ſelves to do it, but it 
is a Power that we have no Power to do; for if he 
ſhew us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to 
put our tongues into thoſe wounds, and ſpeak for them : 


1 Cit. NC E, if he do require our voices, we ought 


(13) Come, we'll inform tbem | 

Of our Proceedings here on th Market plate, 

1 know they do attend us.) But the Tribunes were not 
now on the Market-place, but in the Capitol. The Pointing on- 
ly wants to be rectified, and we ſhall know what this Magiſtrate 
would ſay, viz. Come, I know, the People attend us in the 
Forum; we'll go and inform them what Proceedings have been 
here in the Senate, 1 


ſo, 
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ſo, if he tells us his noble deeds, we muſt alfo tell him 
our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is mon- 
firous ; and for the multitude to be ingrateful, were to 
make a monſter of the multitude; of the which, we 
being Members, ſhould bring our ſelves to be monſtrous 
Members. | 

1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little 
help will ſerve: for once, when We ſtood up about the 
Corn, he himſelf ſtuck not to call us the many-headed 
multitude. | > 

3 Cit. We have been call'd ſo of many ; not that our 
heads are ſome brown, ſome black, ſome auburn, ſome 
bald; but that our wits are fo diverſly colour'd ; and tru- 
ly, I think, if all our wits were to iſſue out of one ſcull, 
they would fly Eaft, Weſt, North, South; and their 
conſent of one dire& way would be at once to all Points 
o'th' Compaſs. | | 

2 Cit. Think you ſo ? which way, do you judge, my 


wit would fly? 


3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not ſo ſoon out as ano- 
ther man's will, *tis ſtrongly wedg'd up in a block- 
_ : but if it were at liberty, *twould, ſure, ſouth- 
ward. | 

2 Cit. Why that way ? 


3 Cit. To loſe it ſelf in a fog ; where being three parts 
melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return 
for conſcience ſake, to help to get thee a Wife. 

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks — you may, 
you may . 

3 Cit. Are you all reſolved to give your voices? but 
that's no matter, the greater part carries it. I ſay, if he 


2 incline to the People, there was never a worthier 


Enter Coriolanus in a Gown, with Menenius. 


Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility ; mark 
his behaviour : we are not to ſtay all together, but to 
come by him where he ſtands, by one's, by two's, and 
by three's. He's to make his requeſts by particulars, 
wherein every one of us has a ſingle honour, in giving 

I Bp him 
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- Him our own voices with our own tongues : there- 


fore follow me, and I'll direct you how you ſhall go by 
him. 
All. Content, content. 
Men. Oh, Sir, you are not right; have you not 
he known, 
The worthieſt Men have done't ? 
Cor. What muſt I fay? 
1 pray, Sir, — plague upon't, I cannot bring 
My tongue to ſuch a pace! Look, Sir, — my wounds — 
I got them in my Country's ſervice, when 
Some certain of your Brethren roar'd, and ran 
From noiſe of our own drums. 
Men. Oh me, the Gods! 
You muſt not ſpeak of that; you muſt _ them 
To think upon you. 
Cor. Think upon me? hang 'em. 
I would, they would forget me, like the TRIO 
Which our Divines loſe by *em, 
Men. You'll mar all. 
I'll leave you: pray you, ſpeak to em, I pray you, 
In wholſome manner. [Exit, 


Citizens approach, 


Cor. Bid them waſh their faces, 
And keep their teeth clean. — So, here comes a brace: 
You know the cauſe, Sirs, of my ſtanding here. 
1 Cit. We do, Sir; tell us what hath brought you 
to't. 
Cor. Mine own deſert. 
2 Cit. Your own deſert ? 
Cor. Ay, not mine own deſire. 
1 Cit. How! not your own deſire? 
Cor. No, Sir, *twas never my defire yet to trouble 
the Poor with begging. 
1 Cit. You muſt think, if we give you any thing, we 
hope to 155 by you. 
Cor. 3 then, I pray, your price 9 Conſul- 


1 cit. The price is, to ask it kindly. 


Cor. 
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Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray, let me ha't: I have wounds 

to ſhew you, which ſhall be yours in private: your 
good voice, Sir; what ſay you? 

2 Cit. You ſhall ha't, worthy Sir. 

Cor. A match, Sir; there's in all two worthy voices 
begg'd : I have your alms, adieu. 
1 Cze. But this is ſomething odd. 

2 Cit. An'twere to give again: — but tis no matter. 
[Exeunt. 


— abs other Citizens. 


Cor. Pray you now, if it may ſtand with the tune of 
your voices, that I may be Conſul, I have here the cu- 
ſtomary Gown. 

1 Cit. You have deſerved nobly of your Country, 
and you have not deſerved nobly. | 

Cor. Your znigma. | 

1 Cit. You have been a ſcourge to her enemies; you 
have been a rod to her friends; you have not, indeed, 
loved the common People. 

Cor. You ſhould account me the more virtuous, that 

17 J have not been common in my love; I will, Sir, flat- 
l ter my ſworn Brother, the People, to earn a dearer 
eſtimation of them; tis a condition they account gen- 

tle: and ſince the wiſdom of their choice is rather to 


6: have my cap than my heart, I will practiſe the inſinua- 
ting nod, and be off to them moſt counterfeitly: that is, 
ou Sir, I will counterfeit the bewitehment of ſome popular 


Man, and give it bountifully to the Deſirers: therefore, 
beſeech you, I may be Conſul. 
2 Cit. We hope to find you our Friend; and there- 
fore give you our voices heartily. 
1 Cit, You have received many wounds for your 
ble Country. | | 
Cor. I will not ſeal your knowledge with ſhewing 
them. I will make much of your voices, and fo trou- 
ble you no further. | 
"AV Bath, The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily ! 
[ Exeunt. 
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3 Comovanys 
Cor. Moſt ſweet voices 


Better it is to die, better to ſtarve, 

Than crave the hire, which firſt we do deſerve. 
Why in this woolviſh Gown ſhould I ſtand here, 
To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 

Their needleſs Voucher? Cuſtom calls me to't—— 
What Cuftom wills in all things, ſhould we do't, 
The duſt on antique time would lie unſwept, 

And mountainous error be too highly heapt, 

For truth to o' er- peer. Rather than fool it ſo, 
Let the high Office and the Honour go 

To one that would do thus.— J am half through; 
The one part ſuffer'd, the other will I do. | 


Three Citizens more. 


Here come more voices. 


Your voices —— for your voices I have fought, 


Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen and odd: battels thrice ſix 
I've ſeen, and heard of: for your voices, have 


Done many things, ſome leſs, ſome more your 


VOICES: 


Indeed, I would be Conſul. 


1 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without 


any honeſt man's voice. 
2 Cit, Therefore let him be Conſul, the Gods give 
him joy, and make him a good friend to the People. 
All. Amen, amen. God fave thee, noble Conſul. 
[Exeunt, 
Cor. Worthy voices ! 


Enter Menenius, <vith Brutus and Sicinius. 


Men. You've ſtood your limitation: and the Tri- 
bunes 
Endue you with the people's voice. Remains, 
That in th' official marks inveſted, you 
Anon do meet the Senate. 
Cor. Is this done? 
Sic. The Cuſtom ef Requeſt you have diſcharg'd : 


The 


[i — 
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The people do admit you, and are ſummon'd £ 


To meet anon, upon your approbation. 
Cor. Where ? at the Senate-houſe ? 
Sic. There, Coriolanus. 
Cor. May I change theſe garments ? | 
Sic. You may, Sir. | 
Cor. That Fll ſtraight do: and, knowing my ſe'f 
again, 
Repair x. th* Senate-houſe. ; | 
Men, I'll keep you company. Will you along? 
Bru. We itay here for the people. 
Sic. Fare you well. [ Exeunt Coriol. and Men. 
He has it now, and by his looks, methinks, 
'Tis warm at's heart. 
Bru. With a proud heart he wore 
His humble Weeds: will you diſmifs the people? 


Enter Plebeians. 


Sic. How now, my maſters, have you choſe this 
man ? | 
1 Cit. He has our voices, Sir. | 
Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deſerve your 
loves ! | | 
2 Cit. Amen, Sir: to my poor unworthy notice, 
He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices. 
3 Cit. Certainly, he flouted us down-right.. 
1 Cit, No, *tis his kind of ſpeech, he did not mock 
us. 
2 * Not one amongſt us, ſave your ſelf, but 
8. 
He us'd ſcornfully : he ſhould have ſhew'd us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv'd for's Country. 
Sic. Why, ſo he did, I am ſure. | 
All. No, no man ſaw 'em. | 
3 Cit. He ſaid, he'd wounds, which he could ſhew 
in private; ; 
And with his cap, thus waving it in ſcorn, 
would be Conſul, ſays he: aged Cuſtom, 
But by your yoices, will not ſo permit me ; 


Your voices therefore: when we granted that, x 
ere 
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Here was — I thank you for your voices thank 
Your moſt ſweet voices — now you have left your 
voices, [4D 
I have nothing further with you. Wz'n't this mockery ? 
Sic. Why, either, were you ignorant to ſee't? 
Or, ſeeing it, of ſuch childiſh friendlineſs 
To yield your voices ? 
Bru. Could you not have told him, 
As you were leſſon' d; when he had no Power, 
But was a petty ſervant to the State, 
He was your enemy; ſtill ſpake againſt 
Your liberties, and charters that you-bear 
I'th' body of the weal : and now arriving 
At place of potency, and ſway o'th' State, 
If he ſhould ſtill malignantly remain 
Faſt foe to the Plebeians, your voices might 
Be curſes to your ſelves. You ſhould have faid, 
'That as his worthy deeds did claim no leſs 
Than what he ſtood for; ſo his gracious Nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Tranſlate his malice tow'rds you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. | 
Sic. Thus to have ſaid, 
As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his ſpirit, 
And try'd his inclination ; from him pluckt 
Either his gracious promiſe, which you might, 
As cauſe had call'd you up, have held him to; 
Or elſe it would have gall'd his ſurly nature; 
Which eaſily endures not article, 
Tying him to aught ; ſo, putting him to rage, 
You ſhould have ta'en th' advantage of his choler, 
And paſs'd him unelected. 
Bru. Did you perceive, 
He did ſollicit you in free contempt, 
When he did need your loves? and do you think, 
That his contempt ſhall not be bruiſing to you, 
When w hath power to cruſh? why, had your bo- 
ies 
No heart among you? or had you tongues, to cry | 
Againſt 


I 
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Againſt the rectorſhip of judgment? 6 
Sic. Have you, | 
Fre now, _ the asker? and, now again 
On him that did not ask, but mock, beftow 
Your ſu'd- for tongues ? WO 
3 Cit. He's not confirm'd, we may deny him yet, 
2 Cit. And will deny him : 
T'll have five hundred voices of that ſound. 
1 Cit. I, twice five hundred, and their friends te 
piece em. | | 
Bru. Get you hence inſtantly, and tell thoſe friends, 
They've choſe a Conſul that will from them take | 
Their Liberties z make them of no more voice 
Than dogs that are as often beat for barking, 
As therefore kept to do ſo. 
Sic. Let them aſſemble; 
And on a ſafer Judgment all revoke 
Your ignorant election: enforce his Pride, 
And his old hate to you : beſides, forget not, 
With what contempt he wore the humble Weed; 
How in his ſuit he ſcorn'd you: but your loves, 
Thinking upon his ſervices, took from you 
The apprehenſion of his preſent portance ; 
Which gibingly, ungravely, he did faſhion 
After th' inveterate hate he bears to you. 
Bru. Nay, lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, that 
We labour'd (no impediment between) 
But that you muſt caſt your election on him. 
Sic. Say, you Choſe him, more after our command- 
ment, 
Than guided by your own affections; 
And that your minds, pre-occupied with what 
You rather muſt do, than what you ſhould do, 
Made you againſt the grain to voice him Conſul. 
Lay the fault on us. | 
Bru, Ay, ſpare us not: ſay, we read lectures to 
you, 
bo- How youngly he began to ſerve his Country, 
How long continued ; and what ſtock he ſprings of, 
The noble Houſe of Marcius ; from whence came 


ink That 


Io be ſet high in place, we did commen 
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That Ancus Marcius, Numa's daughter's fon, 
Who, after great Hoſlilius, here was King: 
Of the ſame houſe Publius and Quintus were, 
'That our beſt water brought by conduits hither. 
And Cen/orinus, darling of the people, 

(And nobly nam'd ſo for twice being Cenſor) 


Was his great Anceſtor. 8 
Sic. One thus deſcended, 
That hath beſide well in his perſon wrought Cor 


'To your remembrances ; but you have found, 
Scaling his preſent Bearing with his paſt, 
That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your ſudden approbation. 
Bru. Say, you ne'er had don't, 
(Harp on that ftill) but by our putting on; | 
And preſently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to th' Capitol. 
Al. We will ſo; almoſt all repent in their election. 


[ Exeunt Plebeians. 
Bru. Let them go on: tt 


'This mutiny were better put in hazard, 
Than ſtay paſt doubt for greater: 
If, as his nature is, he fall in rage | 
With their refuſal, both obſerve and anſwer 
'The vantage of his anger. 
Sic. To th' Capitol, come; 
We will be there before the ſtream o'th' people: 
And this ſhall ſeem, as partly tis, their own, | 
Which we have goaded onward. _[Exemnt; 
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S CE N E, aà publick Street in Rome. 


Cornets, E nter Coriolanus, Menenius, : Cominius, 
Titus Lartius, and other Senators, © © 


CORIO LAN uUusS. 


Ullus Aufidius then had made new head ? 
Lart. He had, my Lord; and that it was, which 
caus'd | 
Our ſwifter compoſition. | 1 
Cor. So then the Volſcians ſtand but as at firſt, 
Ready, when time ſhall prompt them, to make road 
Upon's again. 
Com. They're worn, Lord Conſul, fo, 
That we ſhall hardly in our ages ſee 
Their Banners wave again. 
Cor. Saw you Aufidius ? 
Lart. On ſafe- guard he came to me, and did curſe 
Againſt the Volſcians, for they had ſo vilely 
Yielded the Town ; he is retir'd to Antium. 
Cor. Spoke he of me? 
Lart. He did, my Lord. 
Cor. How ?-——what? 
Lart. How often he had met you, ſword to ſword : 
That of all things upon the earth he hated 
Your perſon moſt : that he would pawn his fortunes 
To hopeleſs reſtitution, ſo he might 
Be call'd your vanquiſher. 
Cor. At Antium lives he? 
Lart. At Antium. | 
Cor. I wiſh, I had a cauſe to ſeek him there; 
To oppoſe his hatred fully. Welcome home. 
| [To Lartius. 
Eater 
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Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 


Behold ! theſe are the Tribunes of the you __” 
The tongues o'th* common mouth: I do def piſe them; 
For they do prank them in authority 6 
Againſt all noble ſufferance. 
Sic. Paſs no further. 5 . 
Cor. ＋ 1 wor is tat! —— * 
Bru. It wi rous to go on — no further, 
Cor. What makes this changes 1 in 
Men. The matter? 
Com. Hath he not paſs'd the Noblag and the Com- 
mons ? 
Bru. Cominius, no. 
Cor. Have I had childrens? voices ? 
Sen. . give way; he ſhall to th' market 
place. 
Bru. The people are incens'd againſt him, 
Sic. Stop, 
Or all will fall in broil. 
Cor. Are theſe your herd ? ; 
Muſt theſe have voices, that can yield them now, 
And ſtraight diſclaim their tongues? what are your 
offices ? | 
'You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth 
Have you not ſet them on ? 
Men. ” calm, be _ . 
Cor. Itis a d thing, and grows by plot 
To curb the will of the Nobility ads 5 ws 
Suffer't, and live with ſuch as cannot rule, 
Nor ever will be ruPd. 
Bru. Call't not a plot; 3 
The people cry, you mock'd them; and, of late, 


When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd ; 


Scandald the ſuppliants for the pos le; call'd them 
Time- pleaſers, flatterers, foes to Nobleneſs. 855 
Cor. Why, this was known before. | 
Bru. Not to them all. 
Cor. Have you inform'd them fince ? 
Bru. How! I inform them! 


Cor. 


ur 


on, 
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Cor. You are like to do ſuch buſineſs, 
Bru. Not unlike, each way, to better yours. 5 
Cor. Why then ſhould I be Conſul? by yond clouds, 


Let me deſerve fo ill as you, and make me 


Your Fellow-Tribune. 
Sic. You ſhew toe much of That, 
For which the people ſtir; if you will paſs 
To where you're bound, you muſt enquire your way 
Which you are out of, with a gentler ſpirit ; 
Or never be ſo noble as a Conſul], ' 
Nor yoke with him for Tribune, 
Men. Let's be calm. 
Com. The people are abus'd. 
paltring (14) \ 
Becomes not Rome: nor has Cor:o/anus 
Deſerv'd this ſo diſhonour'd Rub, laid falſly 
P th* plain way of his merit. | 1 

Cor. Tell me of corn! 

This was my ſpeech, and I will ſpeak't again 

Men. Not now, not now. 

Sen, Not in this heat, Sir, now. 

Cor. Now as I live, I will | 
As for imy nobler friends, I crave their pardons: 
But for the mutable rank-ſcented Many, 

Let them regard me, as I do not flatter, 

And there behold themſelves: I ſay again, 

In ſoothing them, we nouriſh *gainſt our Senate 

The cockle of rebellion, inſolence, ſedition, 

Which 0 our ſelves have plow'd for, ſow'd and ſcat- 
ter'd, | 

By mingling them with us, the honour'd number : 

Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that 


Set on; — this 


(14) The People are abus'd, ſet on; ] This is pointed, as if 
the Senſe were, the People are ſet on by the Tribunes: but I 
don't take That to be the Poet's Meaning. cominius makes a 
ſingle Reflexion, and then bids the Train ſet forward, as again 
afterwards z e 

Well, On to th! Market place, 
And ſo in Falius Ceſar ; 
Set on, and leave no Ceremony out. 


Which 
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Which we have given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no more 

Sen. No more words, we beſeech you 

Cor. How ! no more! | 
As for my Country I have ſhed my blood, 

Not fearing outward force; ſo ſhall! my lungs 
Coin words *till their decay, againſt thoſe meaſles, 
Which we diſdain ſhould tetter us, yet feek 

The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You ſpeak o'th* people, as you were a God 
To puniſh, not a man of their infirmity. 

Sic. Twere well, we let the people know't. 
Men. What, what! his choler ? | 

Cor. Choler ! were I as patient as the midnight ſleep, 
By Jowve, twould be my mind. | 
Sic. It is a mind | 
That ſhall remain a poiſon where it is, 
Not poiſon any further. 

Cor. Shall remain? | 
Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you 
His abſolute fal/? 

Com. Twas from the canon. 

Cor. Shall | ———— _ | 
O good, but moſt unwiſe Patricians, why , 

You grave, but wreakleſs Senators, have you thus 
Given Hydra here to chuſe an officer, 

That with his peremptory /all, being but 5 
The horn and noiſe o'th* monſters, wants not ſpirit 
Fo ſay, he'}l turn your current in a ditch, 


And make your channel his? If he have power, 


Then vail your ignorance; If none, awake 
Your dangerous lenity : if you are learned, 


Be not as common foals ; if you are not, 


Let them have cuſhions by you. You're Plebeians, 
If they be Senators ; and they are no leſs, 
When, both your voices blended, the great'ſt taſte 
Moſt palates theirs. They chuſe their magiſtrate! 
And ſuch a one as he, who puts his Hall, 

His popular Hall, againſt a graver Bench {}, 
Than ever frown'd in Greece! By Fove himſelf, 


It 


p, 


It 
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t makes the Conſuls baſe; and my ſoul akes 
To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither ſupream, how ſoon Confuſion | 
May enter twixt the gap of Both, and take J 
The one by th' other. 
Com. Well — On to th' market - place. 
Cor. Who ever gave that counſel, to give forth 
The corn o' th' ſtore-houſe, gratis, as twas us'd 
Sometime in Greece : | 0 
Men. Well, well, no more of that. 
Cor. Though there the People had more abſolute 
Power: 
I fay, they nouriſh'd diſobedience, fed 
The ruin of the State. 8 
Bru. Why ſball the people give 
One, that ſpeaks thus, their voice? 
Cor. I'll give my reaſons, 
More worthy than their voice. They know, the corn 
Was not our recompence ; reſting aſſur'd, - 
They ne'er did ſervice fort; being preſt to th' war, 
Even when the navel of the State was touch'd, : 
They would not thread the gates: this kind of ſervice 
Did not deſerve corn gratis: Being 1th war, 
Their mutinies and fevolts, wherein they ſhew'd 
Moſt valour, ſpoke not for them. Th' accuſation, 
Which they have often made againſt the Senate, 
All cauſe unborn, could never be the native 
Of our ſo frank donation. Well, what then? 
How ſhall this Boſom-multiplied- digeſt 
The Senate's courteſie? let deeds expreſs, : 
What's like to be their words We did requeſt it 
We are the greater poll, and in true fear | 
“% They gave us our demands. — Thus we debaſe 
The nature of our Seats, and make the rabble 
Call our cares, fears; which will in time break ope 
The locks o' th* Senate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles.. 
Men. Come, enough. 
Bru. Enough, with over meaſure. 
Cor, No, take more. 


What 
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What may be ſworn by, both divine and human, 
Seal what I end withal . This double worſhip, 
Where one part does diſdain with cauſe, the other 
Inſult without all reaſon; where gentry, title, wiſdom, 
Cannot conclude but by the yea and no 


Of gen' ral ignorance, it muſt omit 


Real neceſſities, and give way the while 
J unſtable lightneſs ; purpoſe ſo barr'd, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpoſe. Therefore, beſeech you, 
(You that will be leſs fearful than diſcreet, 
'That love the fundamental part of State 
More than you doubt the change of t ; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wiſh 
To —_ a body with a dangerous phyfſick, 
That's ſure of death without ;) at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The ſweet which is their poiſon. Your diſhonour 
_—_ true judgment, and bereaves the State 
Of that integrity which ſhould become it : 
Not having power to do the good it wduld, 
For th' ill which doth controul it. 

Bru. Was ſaid enough. 

Sic. H'as ſpoken like a traitor, and ſhall anſwer 


As traitors do. 


Cor. Thou wretch ! Deſpight o'rwhelm thee !J— 
What ſhould the people do with theſe bald Tribunes? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 


To th' greater bench. In a Rebellion, 
When what's not meet, but what muſt be, was law, 


Then were they choſen ; in a better hour, 

Let what is meet, be ſaid, it muſt be meet, 

And throw their Power i'th' duſt. | 
Bru, Manifeſt treaſon- | 6 
Sic. This a Conſul? no. | 
Bru. The Zdiles, ho! let him be apprehended. 

[LAdiles Enter, 

Sic. Go, call the people, in whoſe name my ſelf 

Attach thee as a traiterous innovator : 

A foe to th* publick weal. Obey, I charge thee, 

And follow to thine anſwer : [Laying hold on Coriolanus, 


Cor, 


Cor. 
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Cor. Hence, old goat! 
All. We'll ſurety him. 
Com. Ag'd Sir, hands off. 


Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I ſhall ſhake thy bones 
Out of thy garments. 
Sic. Help me, citizens. 


Enter a Rabble of Plebeians, with the Ediles. 


Men. On both ſides, more reſpect. 

Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your 

wer. | 

Bru. Seize him, Zdiles. 

All. Down with him, down with him ! 

2 Sen, Weapons, weapons, weapons ! 

| [ They all buſtle about Coriolanus, 
Tribunes, Patricians, Citizens what ho! 
dicinius, Brutus, Coriolanns, citizens! | 

All. Peace, peace, peace, ſtay, hold, peace! 

Men, What is about to be? — I am out of breath; 
Confuſion's near, I cannot ſpeak. — You Tribunes, 
Coriolanus, patience ; ſpeak, Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people —— peace. 


- Ko" hear our Tribune; peace; ſpeak, ſpeak, 
Sic. You are at point to loſe your liberties : 
Mar cius would have all from you: Marcius, 
Whom late you nam'd for Conſul. 
Men. Fie, fie, fie. 
This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 
Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat. 
Sic. What is the city, but the people ? 
All. True, the people are the city. 
Bru. By the conſent of all, we were eftabliſh'd 
The people's magiſtrates. | 
All. You ſo remain. 
Men. And ſo are like to do. 
Cor, That is the way to lay the city flat ; 
To bring the roof to the foundation, 
And bury all, which yet diſtinctly ranges, 
In heaps and piles of ruin. 


Sic. 
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. Sic. This deſerves death. 

Bru. Or let us ſtand to our Authority, 
Or let — loſe it 3 do here pronounce, 
Upon the "th" „ain whoſe power 
We were ecke! Wes rr is worthy 
Of preſent death. ; 

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him; 
Bear him to th' rock Tarpeian, and from thence 
Into deſtruction caſt him. 

: Bra. ÆEdiles, ſeize him. 

Al Ple. Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Men, Hear me one word ; Tn you » Tribunes, 
hear me but a word 

 Zfdiles. Peace, peace. 

Men. Be that you ſeem, truly your Country's ao 
And temp'rately proceed to what you — 
Thus violently redreſs. 

Bru. Sir, thoſe cold ways, 
That ſeem like prudent helps, are very poiſonous, 
Where the diſeaſe is violent. Lay kind on him, 
And bear him to the Rock. [ Cor. draws his Sword, 

Cor. No; I'll dye here. 
There's ſome among you have beheld me fighting, 
Come, try upon your ſelves, what you have ſeen me. 
_ ores with that ſword ; Oy withdraw a 

while 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 
— Men. Help Marcius, help — you that be idly, help 
him young and old. 

All. Down with him, down with him. [ Exeurt. 

[nr this mutiny, the Tribunes, the Fdiles, and 
uy people are beat in. 3 

Men. Go, get you to your houſe; e, away, 
All will be wks elſe. f gon N 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 5 | 

Com. Stand faſt, we have as many friends as ene- 

mies. 

Men. Shall it be put to That? 

Sen. The Gods forbid ! 
4 pr "thee „ noble friend, home to thy houſe, 


Leave 
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Leave us to cure this cauſe, | 

Men. For tis a ſore, = 
vou cannot tent your ſelf ; begone, *beſeech you. 

Com. Come, Sir, along with us. 

Men. I would, they were Barbarians, (as they are, 
Though in Rome litter d;) not Romans ; (as they are 

not, 8 
Though calved in the porch o'th* Capitol : ) 
Begone, put not your worthy rage into your tongue, 
One time will owe another. 

Cor. On fair | quay I could beat forty of them. 
Men. I could my ſelf take up a brace oth' beſt of 
them ; yea, the two Tribunes. 

Com. But now tis odds beyond arithmetick : 

And manhood is calPd fool'ry, when it ſtands 
Againſt a falling fabrick. Will you hence, 
Before the tag return, whoſe rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear 
What they are us'd to bear. 
Men. Pray you, be gone: 
I'll try, if my old wit be in requeſt 
With thoſe that have but little ; this muſt be patcht 
With cloth of any colour. . 

Com. Come, away. [ Exeunt Coriolanus and Cominius. 

1 Sex. This man has marr'd his fortune. | 

Men. His nature is too noble for the world: 
He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 
Or Jove for's power to thunder: his heart's his mouth: 
What his breaſt forges, that his tongue muſt vent; 
And, being angry, does forget that ever | 
He heard the name of death. [4 noiſe within, 
Here's goodly work. | | 

2 Sen. I would, they were a- bed. : 


Mex. I would, they were in Tyber, - What, the ven- 
ce, 


Could he not ſpeak 'em fair ? 


Enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rabble again, 

Sic. Where is this viper, 
That would depopulate the city, and 
| Be 
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| : Be every man himſelf ? 


Men. Y ou worthy Tribunes —— 
Sic. He ſhall be thrown down the Tarpeian Rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath refiſted Law, 
And therefore Law ſhall ſcorn him further trial 
'Than the ſeverity of publick Power, 
Which he ſo ſets at nought. a 
1 Cit. He ſhall well know, the noble Tribunes ar 
The people's mouths, and we their hands. 
All. He ſhall, be ſure on't. 
Men. Sir, Sir, — 
Sic. Peace. 
Men. Do not cry havock, where you ſhould but hunt 
With modeſt warrant. | 
Sic. Sir, how comes it, you 
Have holp to make this reſcue ? 
Men. Hear me ſpeak ; 
As I do know the Conſul's worthineſs, 
So can I name his faults | 
Sic. Conſul ! —— what Conſul ! 
Men. The Conſul Coriolanus. 
Bru. He Conſul ! ——— 
All. No, no, no, no, no. | 
Men. If by the Tribunes' leave, and yours, good people, 
I may be heard, I'd crave a word pr two; 
The which ſhall turn you to no farther harm, 
Than ſo much loſs of time. 
Sic. Speak briefly then, 
For we are peremptory to diſpatch 
This viperous traitor ; to eject him hence, (15) 
Were but our danger; and to keep him here, 
Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed, 


(15) — jt him hence 
Were but one danger, and to keep him here 


Our certain Death;] This Reading, which has ob- 
tain'd in the printed Copies, deſtroys that Climax which evi- 
dently ſeems deſign'd here, and thereby flattens the Sentiment. 
In my Opinion, the Tribune would ſay, © To baniſh him, will 
« be hazardous to Us; to let him remain at home, our cer- | 


He 
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He dies to night. 
Men. Now the good Gods forbid, 
That our renowned Rome, whoſe gratitude 
Tow'rds her deſerving children is enroll'd 
In Fove's own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own !. 
Sic, He's a diſeaſe that muſt be cut away. 
Men. Oh, he's a limb, that has but a diſeaſe ; 
Mortal, to cut it off; to cure it, eaſie. 
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death? 


Killing our enemies, the blood he hath loſt 


(Which I dare vouch, is more than That he hath, 
By many an ounce) he dropt it for his Country : 
And what is left, to loſe it by his Country, 
Were to us all that do't, and ſuffer it, 
A brand to th' end o'th* world. 

Sic. This is clean kamme. 


Bru. Meerly awry : when he did love his Country, 


'It honour'd him. 


Men. The ſervice of the foot 
Being once gangreen'd, it is not then reſpected 


Bru. We'll hear no more. | 
Purſue him to his houſe, and pluck him thence ; 
Leſt his infection, being of catching nature, 

Spread further. | 
Men. One word more, one word : 
This tiger-footed rage, when it ſhall find 
The harm of unskann'd ſwiftneſs, will (too late) 
Tye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by proceſs, 
Leſt Parties (as he is belov'd) break aut, 
And ſack great Rome with Romans. 
Bru. It *twere fo — 
Sic. What do ye talk? _ 
Have we not had a taſte of his oberience, 
Our AMdile, ſmote, our ſelves reſiſted? come 

Men. Conſider this; he hath been bred i'th' wars 
Since he could draw a ſword, and is ill- ſchool'd 
In boulted language; meal and bran together 
He throws without diſtinction. Give me leave, 

You. VI. — Mþ Pit 
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I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him 

Where he ſhall anſwer by a lawful form 

In peace, to his utmoſt peril. ' 
1 Sex. Noble Tribunes, 

Tt is the humane way : the other courſe 

Will prove too bloody, and, the end of it 


Unknown to the beginning. 


Sic. Noble Menen ius, 


Be you then as the people's officer. 


Maſters, lay down your weapons. 
Bru. Go not home. 
Sic. Meet on the forum; we'll attend you there, 
Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed 
In our firſt way. 
Men. I'Il bring him to you. 
Let me defire your company; he muſt come, 
Or what is worſt will follow, 
1 Sen. Pray, let's to him. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to CorloLAnus's Houſe. 


Enter Coriolanus, with Nebles. 


Cor. ET them pull all about mine ears, preſent me 
Death on the wheel, or at wild horſes' heels, 

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian Rock, 

That the precipitation might down ftretch. 

Below the beam of ſight, yet will J ſtill 

Be thus to them. | 


Enter Volumnia. 


Nob}. You do the nobler. 

Cor. I muſe, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vaſſals, things created 
To buy and ſell with groats; to ſhew bare heads 
In congregations, yawn, be ſtill, and wonder, 
When one but of my Ordinance ſtacd up 
To ſpeak of Peace or War; (I talk of you) 
Why did you with me milder ? wou'd you have me 
Falſe to my nature? rather ſay, I play 


The 


he 
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The man I am. 
Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir, 
I would have had you put your Power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 
Cor. Let it go. 
Vol. You might have been enough the man you are, 
With ſtriving leſs to be ſo. Leſſer had been (16) 
The Thwartings of your diſpoſitions, if 
You had not ſhew'd them how you were diſpos'd 
Ere they lack'd power to croſs you. 
Cor. Let them hang. 
Vol. Ay, and burn too. 


Enter Menenius, with the Senators. 


thing too rough: 
You muſt return, and mend 1t. 
Sen. There's no remedy, 
Unleſs, by not ſo doing, our good City 
Cleave in the midſt, and perith. 
Vol. Pray, be counſell'd; 1 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, 
But yet a brain that leads my uſe of anger 
To better vantage. | 
Men. Well ſaid, noble woman: | 
(17) Before he ſhould thus ſtoop to th* Herd, but wy. 7 
1 E 


Mex. Come, come, you've been too rough, ſome- 


(16) — Leſſer had been 
The Things that thwart yowr Diſpoſit ions, ] 
The old Copies exhibit it, | 
The Things of your Diſpoſitions 
A few Letters replac'd, that by ſome Careleſsneſs drop'd out, 
reſtore us the Poet's genuine Reading; 
The Thwartings of your Diſpoſitions. 

(17) Before he thus ſhould ſtoop to th Heart, — ] But how 
did coriolanus ſtoop to his Heart? he rather, as we vulgarly 
expreſs it, made his proud Heart ſtoop to the Neceſſity of the 
Times. I am perſuaded, my Emendation gives the true Read- 
ing. So, before, in this Play; 

Are theſe your Herd? 


S 2 ; So, 
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The violent fit o'th* times craves it as phyſick 
For the whole State, I'd put mine armour on, 
Which I can ſcarcely bear, 

Cor. What muſt I do ? 

Men. Return to th' Tribunes. 
Cor. Well, what then? what then? 

Men. Repent what * have ſpoke. 

Cor. For them? — I cannat do it for the Gods, 
Muſt I then do't to them ? 

Vol. You are too abſolute, 

Tho! therein you can never be too noble, 

But when Extremities ſpeak. I've heard you ſay, 
Honour and policy, like unſever'd Friends, 

T'th* war do grow together: grant That, and tell me 
In peace, what each of them by th' other loſes, 
That they combine not there? 

Cor. Toſh; tuſh 

Men. A goed demand. 

Vol. If it be honour in your wars, to ſeem 
The ſame you are not, which for your beſt ends 
You call your policy: how is't leſs, or worſe, 
That it ſhall hold companionſhip in peace 


With Honour, as in War ; fince that to both 


It ſtands in like requeſt ? 

Cor. Why force you this ? 

Vol. Becauſe it lies on you to ſpeak to th' People: 
Not by your own inſtruction, nor by th' matter 
Which your heart prompts you to, but with ſuch wodrs 
But roated in your tongue; baſtards, and ſyllables 
Of no allowance, to your boſom's truth. 

Now, this no more diſhonours you at all, 
'Than to take in a Town with gentle words, 


Which elſe would put you to your fortune, and 


The hazard of much blood. 
T would diſſemble with my nature, where 
My fortunes, and my friends, at ftake requir'd, 
So, in Julius Ceſar ; 8 

When he perceiv d, the common Herd was glad he refus'd the 
Crown, &c. | | 

Aud in many other Paſſages, 


I ſhould 
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I ſhould do ſo in honour. (18) I am in this 
Your Wife, your Son, theſe Senators, the Nobles. — 
And you will rather ſhew our general lowts 
How you can frown, than ſpend a fawn upon em, 
For the inheritance of their loves, and ſafeguard 
Of what that Want might ruin! 

Men. Noble Lady! | 
Come, go with us, ſpeak fair: you may ſalve fo 
Not what 1s dangerous preſent, but the loſs 
Of what is paſt. | 

Vol. I pr ythee now, my Son, 
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand, 
And thus far having ſtretch'd it (here be with them) 
Thy knee buſſing the ſtones ; (for in ſuch buſineſs 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of th* ignorant 
More learned than the ears) (19) waving thy head, 


(13) , ; thi 
Teur Wife, your Son : the Senators the Nobles, 
And Tea, &c.) The Pointing of the printed Copies 
makes ſt ark Nonſenſe of this Paſſage. Velumnia is perſuading 
Coriolanus that he ought to flatter the People, as the geaeral 
Fortune was at Stake; and ſays; that, in this Advice, She ſpeaks 
as his Wife, as his Son; as the Senate, and Body of the Pa- 
tricians; who were in ſome Meaſure link'd to his Conduct. 


Mr. Warburton, 


(19) — waving thy Head, 
Which often, thus, correfing thy flout Heart.] But do any 

of the Ancient, or Modern Maſters of Elocution preſccibe the 
waving the Head, when they treat of Action? Or how does 
the waving the Head corre& the Stoutneſs of the Heart, 
or evidence Humility ? Or laſtly, where is the Senſe or Gram- 
mar of theſe Words, Which often thus, &c ? Theſe Queſt ions 


are ſufficient to ſhew the abſurd Corruption of theſe Lines. L 
would read therefore; 


waving thy Hand, 
Which ſoften thus, correcting thy flout Heart; : 
This is a very proper Precept of Action ſuiting the Oecaſion; 
Wave thy Hand, ſays She, and ſoften the Action of it thus, 
then ſtrike upon thy Breaſt, and by that Action ſhew 
he People thou haſt cortected thy ſtout Heart. All here is 
fine and proper, Mr. Warburton: 


8 3 Which 
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Which ſoften, thus, correcting thy Rout heart, 
Now humble as the ripeſt Mulberry, 

That will not hold the handling: or ſay to them, 
Thou art their Soldier, and, being bred in broils, 
Haſt not the ſoft way, which thou doſt confeſs 
Were fit for thee to uſe, as they to claim, 

In asking their good loves; but thou wilt frame 
Thy ſelf (for ſooth) hereafter theirs ſo far, 

As thou haſt power and perſon. 

Mex. This but done, 7 
Ev'n as ſhe ſpeaks, why, all their hearts were yours: 
For they have pardons, being ask'd, as fres, 

As words to little purpoſe. 

Vol. Pr'ythee now, 

Go and be rul'd: altho', I know, thou'dſt rather 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery Gulf 
Than flatter him in a bower. 


Enter Cominius. 


Here is Cominius. 
Com. I've been i'th' Market- place, and, Sir, tis 
You have ſtrong Party, or defend your ſelf 
By calmneſs, or by abſence: all's in anger. 
Men, Only, fair ſpeech. 
Com, I think, *twill ſerve, if he 
Can thereto frame his ſpirit. 
Vol. He muſt and will: 
Pr'ythee now, ſay you will, and go about it. 
Cor. Muſt I go ſhew them my unbarbed ſconce ? . 
Muſt my baſe tongue give to my noble heart 
A lie, that it muſt bear? well, I will do't : 
(20) Yet were there but this ſingle Plot to loſe, 
| This 
(20) ret were there but this fingle Plot, to loſe 
This Mould of | Marcius, } The Pointing of all the 
Impreſſions ſhews, the Editors did not underſtand this Paſſage. 
What Plet is this, they are dreaming of, to loſe the Mould of 
Marctus ? But Plet and Mox/d ate but one and the ſame Thing; 
and mean no more than the Fleſh and Subſtance of Marciss's 


Body. Were there no other Conſequences agnex'd, ſays 
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This mould of Marcius, they to duſt ſhould grind it, 
And throw't againſt the wind. To th' Market-place ! 
You've put me now to ſuch a Part, which never 
I ſhall diſcharge to th' life. | 

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you. 

Vol. Ay, pr'ythee now, Peer Son; as thou haſt ſaid, 
My praiſes made thee firſt a Soldier, ſo, 
To have my praiſe for this, perform a Part 
Thou haſt not done before. 

Cor. Well, I muſt do't: 
Away, my Diſpoſition, and poſſeſs me 
Some Harlot's ſpirit ! my throat of war be turn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 
Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin's voice 
That Babies lulls aſleep! the ſmiles of Knavez 
Tent in my cheeks, and ſchool-boys' tears take up 
The glaſſes of my fight ! a Beggar's tongue 
Make motion through my lips, and my arm'd knees, 
Which bow'd but in my ſtirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv'd an alms! —— I will not do't, —— 
Leſt I ſurceaſe to honour mine own truth, 
And, by my bedy's action, teach my migd, 
A moſt inherent baſeneſs. 

Vol. At thy choice then: 
To beg of thee, it is my more diſhonour, 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let 
Thy Mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dangerous ſtoutneſs : for I mock at Death 

die heart as thou. Do, as thou liſt: 

Thy valiantneſs was mine, thou ſuck' dſt it from me: 
But own thy pride thy ſelf. 

Cor. Pray, be content: 
Mother, I'm going to the Market- place: | 
Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov'd 
Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going: 
Commend me to my Wife. I'll return Conſul, 


« He, than the Deſtruction of my Body, they ſhould grind it 
to Powder, &c, 
S 4 Or 
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Or never truſt to what my tongue can do 
I'th' way of flattery further. 
Vol. Do your will. [Exit Volumnia. 
Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you: arm 
Your ſelf to anſwer mildly: for they're prepar'd 
With accuſations, as I hear, more ſtrong 
Than are upon you yet. | | 
Cor. The word is, mildly.— Pray you, let us go. 
Let them accuſe me by invention; I 
Will anſwer in mine honour. 
Men, Ay, but mildly. ; 
Cor, Well, mildly be it then, mildly. — [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to the FORUM, 


Enter Sicinius and Brutus, 


Bra. TN this point charge him home, that he affect: 
Tyrannic Power: if he evade us there, 

Inforce him with his envy to the People, 

And that the Spoil, got on the Antiates,' 

Was ne'er diſtributed. What, will he come? 


Enter an Adile, 
Ed. He's coming. | 

Bru. How accompanied ? 

a. With old Menenius, and thoſe Senators 
That always favour'd him. 
Sic. Have you a catalogue 
Of all the voices that we have procur'd, 

Set down by th' poll? 1 

Ad. I have; tis ready, here. 

Sic. Have you collected them by Tribes? 

Ad. I have. 1 | 

Sic. Aſſemble preſently the People hither, 
And, when they hear me ſay, It ſhall be ſo, 
T*th' right and ſtrength o'th* Commons; (be it either 
For Death, for Fine, or Baniſhment,) then let them, 
If I fay Fine, cry Fine; if Death, cry Death; 
Inſiſting on the old Prerogative 


And 


A lend hand 
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And Power i' th' truth o'th' Cauſe. FE 
£4. I will inform them. 3 

Bru. And when ſuch time they have begun to cry, 
Let them not ceaſe, but with a Din confus d 
Inforce the preſent execution | 
Of what we chance to ſentence. 

d. Very well. 

Sic. Make them be ſtrong and ready for this hint, 
When we ſhall hap to give't them. 

Bru. Go about it. RED [Exit Ædile. 
Put him to choler ftreight ; he hath been us'd 
Ever to conquer, and to have his word 
Of contradiftion. Being once chaft, he cannot 
Be rein'd again to temp'rance ; then he ſpeaks 
What's in his heart; and That is there, which looks 
With us to break his neck. | 


Enter Coriolanus, Menenius and Cominius auth ethers; 


Sic. Well, here he comes. 
Men. Calmly, I do beſeech you. 

Cor. Ay, as an hoſtler, that for the pooreſt piece 
Will bear the Knave by th* volume : — The honour'd 

|. Gods | e 
Keep Rome in Safety, and the Chairs of Juſtice 
Supply with worthy men, (21) plant love amongſt you, 
Throng our large Temples with the ſhews of peace, 
And not our ſtreets with war ! Sony 

1 Sen. Amen, amen! | 

Men. A noble wiſh. 


0 


(21) — — plant Love among Toy 

Through our large Temples with the Shews of Peace, 

And not our Streets with War.] Though this be the 
Reading of all the Copies, it is flat Nonſenſe. There is no 
verb either expreſt, or underſtood, that can govern the latter 
Part of the Seutence. I have no Doubt of my Emendation 
reftoring the Text rightly, becauſe Mr. Warburton ſtarted the 
2 Conjecture, unknowing that I had meddled with the Paſ- 
ige. | 
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Enter the Adile with the „ hg | ; 


Sic. Draw near, ye People, -—- 
ad. Laſt to your Tribunes: audience; 
Peace, I ſay. | 
Cor. Firſt, hear me ſpeak. 
Bath Tri. Well, ſay: peace, ho. 
Cor. Shall I be charg'd no farther than this preſent ? 
Muſt all determine here ? | 5 
Sic. I do demand, 
If you ſubmit you to the People's voices, 
Allow their Officers, and are content 
To ſuffer lawful Cenſure for ſuch faults 
As ſhall be prov'd upon you ? 
Cor. I am content. 
Men. Lo, Citizens, he ſays, he is content: 
The warlike ſervice he has done, conſider ; 
Think on the wounds his body bears, which ſhew 
Like Graves i'th' holy Church-yard. 
Cor. A vanes with briars, ſcars to move Laughter 
only. | 
Men. Conſider further: 
That when he ſpeaks not like a Citizen, 
You find him like a Soldier; (22) do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious ſounds : 
But, = ſay, ſuch as become a Soldier. D 
Rather than envy, you | 
Com. Well, well, no more. | A * Se 
Cor. What is the matter, l | 
That being paſt for Conſul with full voice, 
I'm fo diſhonour'd, that the very hour 


(a2) —_—_—— 4 ze ths 
| His rougher Actions for malicious Sounds : ] I have no 
manner of Apprehenſion how a Man's Adiens can be miſtaken 
for Words, It would be very abſurd, as well as extraordinary, Le 
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| 
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were ito do a ſaucy Thing in Company, for the Perſon of- © 
fended to tell me, Sir, you ive me very impudent Language. Bu 
This would be, certainly, taking Action, for Jounds : —— We T] 


may remember, a Roughneſs of Accent was one Of certelanus's Ne 
diſtinguiming Characteriſticks. Te 
You | 
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You take it off again? : 
Sic. Anſwer to us. 


Cor. Say then: tis true, I ought ſo. | 
Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv'd te take 
From Rome all ſeaſon'd Office, and to wind 
Your ſelf unto a Power tyrannical ; 
For which you are a traitor to the People. 
Cor. How ? Traitor ? 
Men. Nay, temperately : your promiſe. 
Cor. The fires i“ th' loweſt hell fold in the people! 
Call me their traitor ! thou injurious Tribune ! 
Within thine eyes fate twenty thouſand deaths, 
In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers ; I would fay, 
Thou lieſt, unto thee, with a voice as free, 
As I do pray the Gods. 
Sic. Mark you this, people ? 
All. To th' Rock with him. 
Sic. Peace: 
We need not lay new matter to his charge : 
What you have ſeen him do, and heard him ſpeak, 
Beating your Officers, curfng your ſelves, 
Oppoſing laws with ſtroaks, and here defying 
Thoſe whoſe great Power muſt try him, even this 
So criminal, and in ſuch capital kind, 
Deſerves th' extreameſt death, 
Bru. But ſince he hath 
Serv'd well for Rome 
Cor. What do you prate of ſervice ? 
Bru. I talk of That, that know it. 
Cor. You? — 
Men. Is this the promiſe that you made your Mother? 
Com. Know, I pray you | 
Cor. I'll know no farther : 
Let them pronounce the ſteep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger 
But with a grain a-day, I would not buy 
Ty mercy at the price of one fair word ; 
or check my courage for what they can give, 
To hav't with ſaying, good morrow. * 


Sic. 
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Sic. For that he has | 
As much as in him lyes) from time to time 
invy'd againſt the people; ſeeking means 
To pluck away their Power ; as now at laſt 
Giv'n hoſtile ſtroaks, and that not in the preſence 
Of dreaded juſtice, but on the Miniſters 
That do diſtribute it ; in the Name o'th' People, 
And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we | 
(Ev*n from this inſtant) baniſh him our City; 
In peril of precipitation 
From off the Rock Tarpeian, never more 
To enter our Rome's Gates. I'th' People's Name, 
I fay, it ſhall be ſo. | 
All. It ſhall be fo, it ſhall be fo; let him away: 


He's baniſh'd, and it ſhall be fo. 


Com. Hear me, my Maſters, and my common Friends 
Sic. He's ſentenc'd : no more hearing. | 
Com. Let me ſpeak : 
(23) 1 have been Conſul, and can ſhew for Rome 
Her Enemies“ Marks upon me. I do love 
My Country's Good, with a reſpe& more tender, 
More holy, and profound, than mine own life, 
My dear wife's eſtimate, her womb's increaſe, 
And treaſure of my loins : then if I would 
Speak that 2 
Sic. We know your drift. S what ? 
Bru. There's no more to be ſaid, but he is baniſh'd 
As enemy to the People and his Country. 
It ſhall be ſo. 


(23) 1 have been Conſul, and can ſhew from Rome 
Her Enemies Marks upon me. ] How, from Reme ? Did He 
receive hoſtile Marks from his own Country? No ſuch 
thing: He receiv'd them in the Service of Rome. So, twice in 
the Beginning of next AR, it is ſaid of Coriolanssz 
— Hadſt Thow Foxſbip 
Te baniſh him, that fruck more Blows for Rome, 
Then Thew haſt ſpoken Words 7 
And again; - 
Good Man / the Wennds that be does bear for Rome 


All. 
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There is a world elſewhere 
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All: It ſhall be ſo, it ſhall be ſo. 


Cor. You common cry of curs, whoſe breath J bate, 
3 


As reek o'th' rotten ſenns; whoſe loves I prize, 
As the dead carkaſſes of unburied men, 

That do corrupt my air : I baniſh you: 

And here remain with your uncertainty ; 

Let every feeble rumour ſhake your hearts ; 
Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
Fan you into deſpair : have the power ftill 

To baniſh your Defenders, till at length, 

Your ignorance (which finds not, till it feels; 
Making but reſervation of your ſelves 

Still your own enemies) deliver you, 

As moſt abated captives, to ſome nation 

That won you without blows ! Deſpiſing then, 
For you, the City, thus I turn my back: 


[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and others. 
[ The people ſhout, and throw up their caps. 
ad. The people's enemy is gone, is gone! 
All. Our enemy is baniſh'd ; he is gone! Hoo ! hoo! 
Sic. Go ſee him out at gates, and follow him 
As he hath follow'd you ; with all deſpight 
Give him deſerv'd vexation. Let a guard 
Attend us through the City. 
All. Come, come; let us fee him out at the gates; 
come. | 
The Gods preſerve our noble T ribunes ! ——— come. 
Exeunt. 


ACT 
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C 


A K. 
SCENE, before the Gates of Rome. 


Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius, 


Cominius, with the young Nobility of Rome. 


Conse ran U p 
Ome, leave your tears: a brief farewel : the beaſt 


With many heads butts me away. Nay, mother, 


Where is your ancient Courage? you were us'd 

To ſay, Extremity was the trier of ſpirits, 
That common chances common men could bear ; 
'That, when the Sea was calm, all boats alike 
Shey'd 3 in floating. Fortune's blows, 
When moſt ſtruck home, being gently warded, craves 
A noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 

Vir. Oh heav*ns! O heav'ns! 

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman —— | 


Fo]. Now the red peſtilence ſtrike all trades in Rome, 


And occupations periſh! | 
Cor. What! what! what! FEE 
J ſhall be lov'd, when I am lack*'d. Nay, mother, 


' Reſume that ſpirit, when you were wont to ſay, 
If you had been the wife of Hercules, 


Six of his labours you'd have done, and fav'd 
Your husband ſo much ſweat. Cominius, f 
Droop not; adieu: farewel, my wife! my mother ! 
I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius, 

Thy tears are falter than a younger man's, 

And venomous to thine eyes. My ſometime General, 
I've ſeen thee ſtern, and thou haſt oft beheld 
Heart-hardning ſpectacles. Tell theſe ſad women, 
"Tis fond to wail inevitable ſtroaks, 


As 
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As 'tis to laugh at em. Mother, you wot, 
Hy hazards ſtill have been your ſolace; and 
Believe't not lightly, (tho' I go alone, 
Like to a lonely dragon, that; his fen 
Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than ſeen:) your Son 
Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. is 
Vol. My firſt Son, 
Where will you go? take good Cominias 
With thee a while; determine on ſome courſe, 
More than a wild expoſure to each chance, 
That ſtarts i“ th* way before thee. | 
Cor. O the Gods! | SP» 
Com. I'll fellow thee a month, deviſe with thee 
Where thou ſhalt reſt, that thou may'ſt hear of us, 
And we of thee. So, if the time thruſt forth 
A Cauſe for thy Repeal, we ſhall not ſend 
O'er the vaſt world, to ſeek a ſingle man ; 1 
And loſe advantage, which doth ever cool 
Tth' abience of the needer. 1 
Cor. Fare ye well: 


3 5 


Thou'ſt years upon thee, and thou art too full 
Of the war's ſurfeits, to go rove with one 
That's yet unbruis'd ; bring me but out at gate. 
Come, my ſweet wife, my deareſt mother, and 
My friends of noble touch: when J am forth, 
Bid me farewel, and ſmile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you ſhall 
Hear from me till, and never of me aught 
But 'what is like me formerly, „ 
Men. That's worthily | 

As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weep, 
If I could ſhake off but one ſeven years 
From theſe old arms and legs, by the-good Gods, 
I'd with thee every foot. | 

Cor. Give me thy hand, [Exeunt. 


Enter Sicinius and Brutus, with the Ædile. 


| Sie, Bid them all home, he's gone; and well no fur- 
ther. | 2 | 


Vex'd 
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Vex'd are the Nobles, who, we ſee, have det 32804 


In his behalf. 
Bix. Now we have ſhewn our owe 
Let us ſeem humbler after it is done, 

Than when it was a doing. 
OP them home ; . 

Say, their great enemy is gone and th 

Stand 3 in their when Polley f bs 
Bru. Diſmiſs them home. 

Here comes his Mother. 77 


Enter Volumnia, Virgilia ard Menenius. 


Sie, Let's not meet her. 
Bru. Why? 
Sic. They ſay, ſhe's mad. 


Bru. They have ta'en note of us : keep on your way. 


Vol. Oh, y*are well met: 
The hoorded plague o'th* Gods 0 food your love 5 
Men. Peace, peace; be not ſo loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you ſhould hear — 

Nay, and you ſhall hear ſome. — Will op be gone ? 
Virg. You ſhall ſtay too: — I would, I had wa ade 
To ſay ſo to my Husband. 

Sic. Are you mankind ? 

Pol. Ay, fool: is that a ſhame ? note but this fool. 
Was not a Man my Father? hadft thou foxſhip 

To baniſh him that ſtruck more blows for . 
Than thou haſt ſ words — 

Sic. Oh bleſſed heav'ns! _ . 
Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wiſe words, 
And for Rome's good — Pl! tell thee what — yet go 

| Nay, but thou ſhalt flay too —— I would, my ſon 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 

His good ſword in his hand, 
Sic. What then? 

. What then ? he'd make an end of thy Po- 
| 1 | 
Pol. Nad, and all. 

SGood man, che wounds that he does bear for Rome! 
Men. Come, come, peace. 


ie. 
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Sic. I would, he had continued to his Country 
As he began, and not unknit himſelf - 
The noble knot he made 
Bru. I would, he had. | 
Vol. J would, he had !—'twas ; you incent's the rabble : 
Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 
As I can of thoſe myſteries which Heav'n 
Will not have Earth to know. 
Bru. Pray, let us go. 
Vol. Now, pray, Sir, get you gone. 
You've done a brave deed: ere you go, hear this: 
As far as doth the Capitol exceed 
The meaneſt houſe in Rome ; ſo far my Son, 
This Lady's Hasband here, this, (do you ſee) 
Whom you have baniſh'd, does exceed you all. 
' Bru. Well, well, we'll leave you. 
Sic. Why ſtay you to be baited 
With one that wants her wits ? [Exe. Tribuntt, 
Vol. Take my prayers with. you. 
T wiſh, the Gods 2 d nothing elſe to do, 
But to confirm my curſes ! Could I meet em 
But once a-day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lyes heavy to't. 
Men. You've told them home, 
And, by my troth, have cauſe : you'll fap with me * 
Vol. An er's my meat, I ſup upon my ſelf, 
And ſo ſhall ſtarve with feeding : come, let's go, 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 
In anger, Juno like: come, come, fie, fie! ¶ Exeunt. 


S C E N E changes to Antium. 


Enter a Roman and a Volſcian. Gt 


Rom. I Know you well, Sir, and you know me; your 
name, I think, is Adrian. | | 
Viol. It is ſo, Sir: truly, I have forgot you. 
Rom. I am a Roman, but my fervices are as you are, 
againſt 'em. Know you me yet? 
Val. Nicanor ? no. 
Rom, 


Ram. The ſame, Sir. 0 ys hw | . 

Vol. You had more beard when I laſt ſaw you, but 
your favour is well appear'd by your tongue. What's 
the news in Rome? I have a Note from the Volſcian 
State to find you out there. You have well ſav'd me a 
day's journey. | 

Rom. There hath been in Rome ſtrange inſurrecti. 
ons: the People againſt the Senators, Patricians, and 

Nobles. d R 

Vol. Hath been! is it ended then? our State thinks 
not ſo: they are in a moſt warlike preparation, and 
hope to come upon them in the heat of their diviſion. 

Rom. The main blaze of it is paſt, but a ſmall thing 
would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive {0 
to heart the Baniſhment of that worthy Corio/anus, that 
they are in a ripe aptneſs to take all power from the 
People, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for ever. 


This lies glowing, I can tell you; and is almoſt mature 


for the violent breaking out. 
Vol. Coriolanus banilh'd ? 

Rom. Baniſh'd, Sir. 
Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nicanor. | 

Rom. The day ferves well for them now. I have 
heard it ſaid, the fitteſt time to corrupt a man's Wife, 
is when ſhe's fallen out with her husband. Your noble 
Tullus Aufidius will appear well in theſe wars, his great 
Oppoſer Corio/anus being now in no requeſt of his 
Country. To 

Vol. He cannot chuſe. I am moſt fortunate, thus ac- 
cidentally to encounter you, You have ended my buſi- 
neſs, and I will merrily accompany you home. 
Kom. I ſhall between this and ſupper tell you moſt 
ſtrange things from Rome ; all tending to the good of 
their Adverſaries. Have you an army ready, ſay you? 
Viol. A moſt royal one. The Centurions and their 
Charges diſtinctly billetted, already in the entertainment, 
and to be on foot at an hour's warning. 

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readineſs, and am 
the man, I think, that ſhall ſet them in preſent 

wad [ 


do, Sir, heartily well met, and moſt glad of your com- 
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ny. 
1 You take my Part from me, Sir, I have the moſt 
cauſe to be glad of yours. | 


Rom. Well, let us go together. 1 | [ Exeunt. 
Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel, diſguisd and 
n 


Cor. A goodly City is this Autium. —— City, 
'Tis I, that made thy widows : Many an heir 
Of theſe fair edifices for my. wars h 
Have I heard groan, and drop : then know Me not, 
Leſt that thy Wives with ſpits, and boys with Rones, 
In pany battle ſlay me. Save you, Sir. 


: Enter a Citizen. 
Cit. And you. . 
Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, where great Aufi- 
dius lies : | | 
he in Antium ? | 
Cit. He is, and feaſts the Nobles of the State, at his 
houſe this night. 5 
Cor. Which is his houſe, I beſeech you? 
Cit. This, here, before you. 
Cor. Thank you, Sir: Farewell. [Exit Citizen. 
Oh, world, thy ſlippery turns! friends now faſt- ſworn, 
Whoſe double boſoms ſeem to wear one heart, 
Whoſe hours, whoſe bed, whoſe meal and exerciſe 
Are ſtill together, who twine (as *rwere) in love 
Unſeparable, ſhall within this hour, 
On a diſſenſion of a doit, break out 
To bittereſt enmity. So felleſt foes, 
Whoſe paſſions and whoſe plots have broke their ſleep. . 
To take the one the other, by ſome chance, 
Some trick not worth an-egg, ſhall grow dear friends, 
And inter: join their iſſues. So, with me; 
My birth-place have I and my lovers left ; 
This enemy's Town I'll enter; if he ſlay me, 
He does fair juftice ; if he give me way, i 
I'll do his Country ſervice, [ Exit. 
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5 Cc E N E 3 fo a Hall i in Aufidius 5 
Haouſe. 


Muſic plays. Enter a 3 Serving: man. 


1 Ser. INE, wine, wine! what ſervice is here! 
I think, our fellows are aſleep. [Exit 


Enter another Serwing- man. 


2 Ser. Where's Cotus? 220 Maſter" calls for him: 
Cotus. 


Enter S 
Cer. A roodly houſe; the feaſt ſmells wells but 1 1 28 


appear not like a gueſt. 8 : 
. Enter the firft Servi ng-man. 38 


I + Boy, What would you have, friend ? whence are * 
you? here s no place for you: pray, go to the door. 3 


[ Exit. Co 

Cor- J have deſerv'd no better III in being . 3 k 
Coriolanus. © FORE [4fa:. 0 
Enter A Servant. 308 

2 Ser. Whence are you, Sir? has the porter his eyes Bey 


in his head, that he gives entrance to ſuch companigns ? . 
pray, get you out. y 


* Away! 

2 Ser. Away ? et you away. 

Cor. Now thou'rt 88. | 4 4 
2 Serv. Are you ſo brave? Pl! have you talk'd with 0 4 

anon. C 


Enter a third Servant. The firftl meets him. 


3 Serv. What Fellow's this? Why 
1 Serv. A ftrange one as ever I look'd on: I cannot Y 
get him out o'th' houſe; pr'ythee, call my Maſter to Dof 


im. 
| 5 | | 3 Ser. Nec 


1 


ot 
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3 Ser. What have you to do here, Fellow ? pray you, 
avoid the houſe. 

Cor. Let me but ſtand, I will not hurt your hearth. 

3 Ser. What are you ? 

Cor. A Gentleman, __ 

3 Serv. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True; ſo lam. | 

38er. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up ſome 
other Station, here's no place for you; pray you, avoid: 
come. 

Cor. Follow your function, and batten on cold 
bits. [ Puſhes him away from him. 

3 Ser. What, will you not? pr'ythee, tell my Maſter, 
what a ſtrange Gueſt he has here. 

2 Ser. And I ſhall. [Exit Ove ba Is <a 

3 Serv. Where dwell ſt thou? 

Cor. Under the Canopy. 

3 Serv. Under the Canopy ? 

Cor. Ay. 

3 Serv. Where's that? 

Cor. I'th* City of Kites and Crows. 

3 Serv. Pt City of Kites and Crows ? what an Aſs 
it is! then thou dwell with Daws too? 

Cor. No, I ſerve not thy Maſter. 

3 Ser. How, Sir ! do you meddle with my Maſter 15 

Cor. Ay, 'tis an honeſter ſervice, than to meddle 
with thy Miftreſs : thou Pre, and prat'ſt ; ſerve with 
thy trencher : hence. [ Beats Bim . 


Enter Aufidius with a Serving-man. 


Auf. Where is this Fellow ? 
2 Ser. Here, Sir ; I'd have beaten him likea dog, but 
for diſturbing the Lords within. 
Auf. Whence com'ſt thou? what wouldſt thou? thy 
name ? 
Why ſpeak*ſt not? ſpeak, man: what's thy name? 
Cor Ay Tullus, yet thou know'ſt me not, and, ſee- 
ing me, 
Doſt not yet. take me for the man I am, 
Neceſſity commands me name m ſelf. 


Auf. 


„„ „„ „„ „„ „%% 
. 


Ae What thy nne: 


430 Conrroranus. 
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Cor. A name unmuſfical to Volſcian ears, 
And harſh in ſound” to thinee. 
Auf. Say, what is thy name? 


Thou haſt a grim appearance, and th face 


Bears a command in't; though thy tackle's torn, 
Thou ſhew'ſ a noble veſſel: what's thy name? 
Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; know'ſt thou me Yet? 
* Auf. I know thee not; thy name? 
Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Volſcian, 
Great hurt and miſchief; thereto witneſs may 

My Sirname Coriolanus. The painful ſervice, 


The extream dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankleſs Country, are requited 


But with that Sirname: A good memory, 
And witneſs of the malice and diſpleaſure 
Which thou ſhouldſt bear me, only that name remains, 
The cruelty and envy of the people, | 
Permitted by our daſtard Nobles, who 
Have all forſook me, hath devour'd the reſt ; 
And ſuffer'd me by th' voice of ſlaves to bs 
Hoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth, not out of hope 
9 4 . me not) to ſave my life 3 —_ 

had fear'd death, of all the men i'th' world 
Fd have avoided thee. But in meer ſpite 
To be full quit of thoſe my Baniſhers, 
Stand I before thee here : then if thou haſt 
A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge 


Thine own particular wrongs, and ftop thoſe maims 


Of ſhame ſeen through thy Country, ſpeed thee ſtraight, 
And make my miſery ſerve thy Turn: ſo uſe it, 
t my revengeful ſervices may prove | 
As benefits to thee. For I will fight 
my canker'd Country, with the ſpleen 


5 1 | 
Of all the under fiends. But if fo be 


Thou dar'ſt not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
Thou'rt tir d; then, in a word, I alſo am 
Longer to live moſt weary, and preſent 


My 


J. 
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My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 
Which not to cut, would ſhew thee but a fool, 
Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate, 
Drawn tuns of blood out of thy Country's breaſt, 
And cannot live, but to thy ſhame, unleſs 

It be to do thee ſervice. : 

Auf. Oh, Marcius, Marcius, | ; 
Fach word, thou'ſt ſpoke, hath weeded from my heart 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter Fi 
Should from yon cloud ſpeak to me things divine, 
And fay, tis true; I'd not believe them more 
Than thee, all- noble Marcius. Let me twine 
Mine arms about that body, where-againſt 
My grained aſh an hundred times hath broke, 

And ſcar'd the moon with ſplinters: here I clip 
The anvile of my ſword, and do conteſt 

As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 

As ever in ambitious ſtrength I did 

Contend againſt thy valour. Know thou firſt, 

[ lov'd the Maid I married; never Man 

digh'd truer breath: but, that I ſee thee here, 
Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart, 
Than when I firit my wedded miſtreſs ſaw 
Beftride my threſhold. Why, thou Mars / I tell thee, 
We have a Power on foot; and I had purpoſe 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 

Or loſe my arm for't : thou haſt beat me out 
Twelve ſeveral times, and I havenightly ſince 
Dreamt of encounters *twixt thy ſelf and me : 

We have been down together in my ſleep, 
Unbuckling helms, fiſting each other's throat, 
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Marcius, 
Had we no quarrel elſe to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence baniſh'd, we would muſter all 
From twelve to ſeventy ; and pouring war 

Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, | 

Like a bold flood o'erbear. O come, go in, 

And take our friendly Senators by th* hands, 

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 
Who am prepar'd againſt your Territories, 


43r 


Though 


432 C0 o LAN u 9. 


Though not ſor Rome it ſelf. 
Cor. You. bleſs me, Gods! 
Auf. Therefore, moſt abſolute Sir, if thou * have 
The leading of thy own revenges, take 
One half of my Commiſſion, and ſet down 
As beſt thou art experienc'd, ſince thou know ꝰ ſt 
Thy Country's ſtrength and weakneſs, thine own 
ways; 
Whether to knock againſt the gates of Rome, 
Or rudely viſit them in remote, 
To fright them, ere y. But come, come in; 
Let me commend thee firſt to thoſe, that ſhall 
Say yea to thy deſires. A thouſand welcomes ! 
And more a friend, than e'er an enemy: 
Yet, Marcius, that was much. —— Your hand; moſt 
welcome! [Exeunt. 


Enter two Servants, 

1 Ser. Here's a ſtrange alteration. 

2 Ser. By my hand, I had thought to have ſtrucken 
him with a cudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his 

clothes made a falſe report of him. 

1 Ser, What an arm he has! he turn'd me about 
with his finger and his thumb, as one would fer up 
at 

"79 Nay, I knew by his face that there was ſome- 
thing in him. He had, Sir, a kind of face, methought— 
: I cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Ser. He had ſo: looking, as it were would 1 
were hanged, but I thought there was more in him than 
I could think. 

2 Ser. So did I, I'll be ſworn: he is imply the ra- 
reſt man ith world. 

1 Ser. I think, he is; but a greater Soldier than he, 
you wot one. | 

2 Ser. Who, my Maſter ? 

1 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that, 

2 Ser. Worth ſix on him. 


F . 
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1 Ser. Nay, not ſo neither; but I take him to be the 


greater Soldier. 


2 Ser. Faith, lock you, one cannot tell how to ſay 
that: for the defence of a Town, our General is excel- 


1 i Ser. Ay, and for an aſſault too. 
Enter a third Servant. 
3 Ser. Oh, ſlaves, I can tell you news; news, you 


8. - 

Both. What, what, what? 8 5 
Ser. I would not be a Roman, of all nations; I had 
as ieve be a condemn'd man. 

© Both. Wherefore ? wherefore ? 3 

3 Ser. Why, here's he that was wont to chwack our 
General, Caius Marcius. 

1 Ser. Why do you ſay, thwack our General? 

3 Ser. I do not ſay, thwack our General; but he was 
always good enough for him. | 

2 Ser. Come, we are fellows and friends; he was 
29 too hard for him, I have heard him ſay ſo him- 
ſel 

1 Ser. He was too hard for him directly, to ſay the 
troth on' t: before Corioli, he ſcotcht him and notcht 
him like a carbonado. | 

2 Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might”. 
have broil'd and eaten him too. 

1 Ser. But, more of thy news ; ———_ 

3 Ser. Why, he is ſo made on here within, as if he 
were Son and Heir to Mars : ſet at upper end o'th* 
table ; no queſtion ask'd him by any of the Senators, 
but they ſtand bald before him. Our General himſelf. 
makes a Miſtreſs of him, ſan&ifies himſelf with's hands, 
and turns up the white o'th' eye to his diſcourſe. But 
the bottom of the news is, our General is cut i'th' mid- 
dle, aud but one half of what he was yeſterday. For the 
Ocher has half, by the Intreaty and Grant of the whole 


table, He'll go, he ſays, and ſowle the porter of Rome 
Vor. VI. os 4 gates 


Conn. 
getes by d ears. He will mow own all before him, 
and leave his paſſage polld. | 

2 Fer. And he's as Uketo'do't as any man I can ima- 


3 Ser. Do't ! he will do't: for, look you; Sir, he has 
as many friends as ehemies; 'which friends, Sir, as it 


were, durſt not (look you, Sir) ſhew themſelves (as we 


term it) his friends, Whilit he's in directitude. 
1 Ser. Directitude! what's that: 

3 Ser. But when they ſhall ſer, Sir, his Creſt up a- 
in, and the man in blood, they will out of thei 


en (He conies after rain] and revel all with 


1 Ser. But when goes this forward? 

3 Ser. To morrow, to day, preſently, ydu ſhall have 
the drum ſtruck up this àfternoon: tis, as It were, a 
parcel of their feaſt, and to be executed ere they wipe 
their i e e e 

= r. Why, then we ſnall have a ſtirring world a- 
gain: this peace is worth nothing, but to raft iron, en- 
creaſe tailors, and breed ballad-makers. - 

4 Fer. Let me have war, fay I; it exceeds peace 
far as day does night; it's ſprightly, waking, audible, 
attd fill of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy, 
mulfP'd, deaf, ffeepy, inſenfible, a getter of more 5 
ſtard children than war's a deſtroyer of men. 

1 Fer. Tis ſo; and as war in fone fort may be ſaid 
to be a raviſher, ſo it cannot be denied, but peace is a 
great maker of cuckolds. 

1 Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 

3 Ser. Reaſon; becauſe they then leſs need one ano- 
ther : the wars, for my mony. I hope, to ſee Roman: 


as cheap às Volſtians. 
- They are rifing, they are ri fing. 
Both. 8. 4 in, in. ""g [Excunt. 
SCENE, 


1 
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SCENE, a publick Place in Rome, 


| Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 


barber ' Gar * fag neither or we - 


fear him 
His remedies are tame i'th' preſent peace, 


And quietneſs oth* People, which before 


Were in wild hurry. Here we make his Friends 
Bluſh, that the world goes well; who rather 
Though they themſelves did ſuffer by*t, beheld 
Diſſentious numbers peſt ring ſtreets, than ſee 
Our Tradeſmen ſinging in their ſhops, and g 
About their functions friendly. 885 


Enter Menenius. 


Bru. We ood to't in good time. Is this Meraniar? ? 

Sic. "Tis he, tis he: O, he is grown moſt kind of 
late. Hail, Sir! ; 

Men. Hail to you both! 

Sic. Your Coriolanus is not much miſs'd, as with 
his Friends; the Commonwealth doth ftand, and fo 
would do, were he more angry at it. 

Men. All's well, and might have been much better, 
if he could have remporiz'd. 


(24) ſe bevy wor of him, neither need we fear him, 

His Remedies are tame the preſent Peace 

And Quretneſs „th People, which before 

Were in wild hurry.) As this Paſſage has been hither» 
to pointed, it labours under two Abſurdities; firſt, that the 
Peace abroad, and the Quietneſs of the Poputace at home, 
we calPd Marcin; 8 Remedies; whereas, in Truth, theſe 
vere the Impediments of his Revenge : In the next place, 
the latter Branch of the Sentence is imperfect and un- 
grammatical, My Regulation prevents both theſe Inconve- 


RIENC ies. 
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Sic. Where is he, hear you? 
Men. Nay, I hear nothing : 
His mother and his wife hear nothing from him. 


Enter three « or four Ci itixent. 


Al. The Gods preſerve you both ! 1 
Sic. Good- e' en, neighbours. | 
Bru. Good-e en to you all, good - een bs gon all. 
I _ Our ſelves, our wives, and children, on our 
ces, 
Are bound to pray for you both. 
Sic. Live and thrive! 
Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours : 
We wiſh'd, ar e lov'd you, as we did. 
. Now the Gods keep you ! 


Both Tri. Farewel, farewel. [Exeunt Citizens, 


Sic. This is a happier and more comely time, 
Than when theſe fellows ran about the ſtreets, 
Crying confuſion. 
Bru. Caius Marcins was 

A worthy officer th* war, but inſolent, 

O'ercome with pride, ambitious paſt all e - 
Self-loving. 

Sic. And affecting one ſole Throne, 
Without Aſſiſtance. 

Men. Nay, I think not ſo. 

Sic. We had by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth Conſul, found it ſo. 

Bru. The Gods have well prevented i it, and Rome 

Sits ſafe and full without him, 


Enter Haile. 
* Miile. Worthy Tribunes, 


There is a ſlave, whom we have put in priſon, 
Reports, the Volſci ans with two ſeveral Powers 
Are entred in the Roman Territories; 


And with the deepeſt malice of the war 


Deſtroy 


8 2 9 


troy 
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Deſtroy what lies before em. | | 
Men. "Tis Aufidius, | | 
Who, hearing of our Marcius Baniſhment, 
Thruſts forth his horns again into the world; 
Which were in-ſhelPd when Marcius ſtood for Rome, 
And durſt not once peep out. 

Sic. Come, what talk you of Marcius / 

Bru. Go ſee this rumourer whipt. It cannot be, 
The Volſcians dare break with us. 3 

Men. Cannot be! . 

We have Record, that very well it can; | 
And three examples of the like have been 


Within my age. But reaſon with the fellow 


Before you puniſh him, where he heard this; 
Left you ſhould chance to whip your information, 
And beat the meſſenger, who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 
Sic. Tell not me: 
I know, this cannot be. 
Bra. Not poſſible. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Mef. The Nobles in great earneſtneſs are going 
All to the Senate-houſe; ſome news is come, 
That turns their countenances. 

Sic. Tis this flave : | 3 
Go whip him fore the people's eyes: his raiſing ! 
Nothing but his report! 

Meſ. Yes, worthy Sir, 
The flave's report is ſeconded, and more, 
More fearful is delivered. 

Sic. What more fearful ? 

Me/. It is ſpoke freely out of many mouthe, 
How probable I do not know, that Marcius, 
Join'd with Aufidius, leads a Pow'r *gainſt Rome; 
And vows Revenge as ſpacious, as between. 
The young'ſt and oldeſt thing. 

Sic, This is moſt likely ! | | 

1 206 s is 3 | Br 4. 
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Bru. Rais'd only, that the wWeaker ſort may | 
Good Marcius hoo again. 8 3 
Sic. The very trick on't. 
Men, This is unlikely. | 
He and: Aufidius can no more atone, - 
Than violenteſt contrariety. 25 


Emer Meſſenger. 
Mef. You are ſent for to the Senate: 
A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius, 
Aſſociated with Aufidius, 
Upon our territories; and have already 
O'er-borne their way, confum'd with fire, and took 
What lay before them. 


Enter Cominius, 


Com. Oh, you have made good Work. 
Men. What news? what news? 


Com. You have holp to raviſh your own daughters, 


and COT 
Fo melt the city-leads upon your pates, 
To ſee your Wives diſhonour'd to your noſes. 
Men. What's the news? what's the news? 
Com. Your Temples burned in their cement, and 
Your franchiſes, whereon you ſtood, confin'd 
Into an augre's bore: | 
Men. Pray now, the news? 4 
You've made fair work, I fear me: pray, your news? 
If Marcius ſhould be joined with the YVol/tians, —— 
Com. If? he is their God; he leads them like a thing 
Made by ſome other Deity than Nature, | 
'That ſhapes man better ; and they follow him, 
Againſt us brats, with no lefs confidence, 
Than boys purſuing ſummer butter - flies, 
Or butchers killing flies. 
Men. You've made good work, 
You and your apron-men ; that Rood fo much 
| Upon 
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Upon the voice of occupation, and | 
The breath of garlick-eaters. | 

Com. He'll ſhake your Rome about your ears. 

Men. As Hercules did ſhake down mellow fruit x 
You have made fair work ! | 

Bru. But is this true, Sir > 

Com. Ay, and you'll look pale 

Before you find it other. All the Regions 
Do ſmilingly revolt; and, who reſiſt, 

Are mock'd for valiant ignorance, 

And periſh conſtant fools : who is't can blame him 
Your enemies and his find ſomething in him. 

Men. We're all undone, unleſs 

The noble man have mercy. 

Com. Who ſhall ask it ? 

The Tribunes cannot do't for ſhame; the people 
Deſerve ſuch pity of him, as the wolf 
Does of the ſhepherds : his beſt friends, if they 
Shou'd ſay, Be good to Rome; they charge him even 
As thoſe ſhould do that had deſerv'd his hate, 

And therein ſhew'd like enemies. | 
Men. Tis true. 

If he were putting to my houſe the brand | 
That would conſume it, I have not the face | 
To ſay, *Beſeech you, ceaſe.” Yow ve made fair hands, 
You and your crafts! you've crafted fair ! ; 
Com. You've brought | 
A trembling upon Rome, ſuch as was never 
So incapable of help. 

Tr4. Say not, we brought it. 

Men. How? was it we? we lov'd him ; but, like 

__ beaſts, 

And coward Nobles, gave way to your eluſters, 
Who did hoot him out o'th' city. | 
Com. But I fear, | 
They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 

The ſecond name of men, obeys his points 

As if he were his officer : Deſperation 


Is all the poliey, * and defence, 
4 


That 


| 
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That Rome can make againſt them. 


Enter a Troop of Ci itixens 


Men, Here come the cluſters.. 
And is Aufidius with him? You are they, 
That made the air unwholſome, when you caſt 
Your ſtinking, greaſy caps, in Hooting at 
Coriolanus Exile. Now he's coming, 
And not a hair upon a ſoldier's head, 
Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs, 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down, 
And pay you for your voices. Tis no matter, 
If he ſhould burn us all into one coal, 
We have deſerv'd it. 
Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful news. 
1 Cit. For mine own part, | 
When I ſaid, baniſh him; I faid, *twas pity. 
N And ſo did I. 
2 Cir. And ſo did I; and to ſay the truth, ſo did ve- 
ry many of us; that we did, we did for the beſt; 3 and 
tho we. willingly conſented to his Baniſhment, yet it was 
againſt our will. 
Com. Y'are goodly things; 9 voices. 
Men. Vou have made good work, 
Vou and your cry. Shall" 's to the Capitol ? 
Com. Oh, ay, what elſe? [Exenxt. 
Sic. Go, maſters, get you home, be not diſmay'd. 
Theſe are a Side, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they ſo ſeem to fear. Go home, 
And ſhew no ſign of fear. : 
1 Cit. The Gods be good to us : come, maſters, let's 


home. I ever faid, we were i'th' wrong, when we ba- 


niſh'd him. 
2 Cit. So did we all ; but come, let's home. 
[ Ex. Cit. 
Sow. I as not like this news. 
Sic. Nor I. 
Bra. Let's to the Capitol ; *would, half my wealth 
2385 Would 
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Would buy this for a lie! | | 5 
Sic. Pray, let us go. een Tribunes. 


SCE N E, a a at a ſmall diftance from 


Rome. 


Enter Aufidius, with his Lieuraahs. 


4 


Auf. O they ſtill flie to th* Roman? 

Lieu. I do not know what witcherafe i in 
him; but 

— ſoldiers uſe him as the grace ce fore meat, 

Their talk at table, and their thanks at end: 

And you are darken'd in this action, Sir, 

Even by your own. 

Auf. I cannot help it now, 

Unleſs, by uſing means, I lame the foot 

Of our deſign. He bears himſelf more proud 

Even to my perſon, than, I Ik he woul 


When firſt I did embrace him. Yet his nature | 
In xhat's no changling, and I muſt excuſe 
What cannot be amended. 


Lieu. Yet I wiſh, Sir, 

(mean for your particular) you had not 
Join'd in Commiſſion with him ; but had borne- 
The action of your ſelf, or elſe to him 

Had left it ſolely. 

Auf. I underſtand thee well; and be thou ſure, 
When he ſhall come to his account, he knows not, * 
What I can yy againſt him ; though it ſeems, 

And 1o he thinks, and is no leſs apparent 

To th? vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly; 

And ſhews good husbandry for the Fo{/c:an State, 
Fighcs dragon-like, and does atchieve as ſoon 

As draw his ſword : yet he hath left undone 

That which ſhall break his neck, or hazard mine, 

When e'er we come to our account. | 

Lieu. Sir, I beſeech, think you, he'll carry Rome? 

bd E Auf 
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Auf. All places yield to him ere he fits down, 

14 he Nobility of Rome are ies +; iþ £1 

The Senators and Patricians love him too: 

The Tribunes are no ſoldiers; and their people 

Will be as raſh in the Repeal, as haly 7/77 
To expel him thence. I think, he'll be to Rome 25 

As is the Oſprey to the fiſh, who takes it | 

By Sovereignty of Nature. Firſt, he was 

A noble ſervant to them, but he could not 

Carry his Honours even; whether pride, 


“Which out of daily fortune ever taints 


'The happy man) whether defe& of judgment, 

(To fail in the diſpoſing of thoſe chances, 
Whereof he was the lord) or whether nature, 

(Not to be other than one thing; not moving 

From th* cask to th* cuſhion ; but commanding peace 
Even with the ſame auſterity and garb, 
As he controll'd the war;) But one of theſe, 


(25) —— ——7 think, hel! be to Rome 

Aris the Aſpray to the Fiſh, who takes it 

By Sow reignty of Nature. ; 
Though one's Search might have been very vain to find any 
fuch Word as Aſpray, yet I eaſily imagin'd, ſomething muſt 
be couch'd, under the Corruption, in its Nature deftructive to 
Fiſh, and that made a Prey of them. And this Suſpicion led 
me to the Diſcovery. The Oſprey is a Species of the Eagle, 


of a ſtrong Make, that haunts the Sea and Lakes for its Food, 


and altogether preys on Fiſh, But how will Corie/anws be to 
Rome, as the Oſprey to the Fiſh, 

| — hell take it 

| By Sov" reignty of Nature? 
Shakeſpeare, tis well known, has a Peculiarity in Thinking; 
and, wherever he is acquainted with Nature, is ſure to allude 
to her moſt uncommon Effects and Operations. 1 am very 
apt to imagine, therefore, that the Poet meant, Corrolanus 
would take Rome by the very Opinion and Terror of his Name, 
as Fiſh are taken by the '@ſprey, thro? an inftintive Fear they 
have of him. | | 
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(As he hath ſpices of them all) not all, 

For I dare fo far free him, made him fear'd, 

So hated, and ſo baniſh'd ; but he has merit 

To choak it in the utt'rance : ſo our virtues 

Lie in th? interpretation of the time 

And Power, unto it ſelf moſt commendable, 

Hath not a tomb ſo evident, as a chair 

T' extol what it hath done. 

One fire drives out one fire; one nail, one nail; 

Right's by right fouler, ſtrengths by ſtrengths do fail. 

Come, let's away; when, Caius, Rome is thine, 

Thou'rt poor'ſt of all, then ſhortly art thou mine. 
„ n N [ Exeunt. 


CATERING 
. 
SCENE, à publict Place in Rome, 


Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, 
| with others, 


M ENENI1U 8. 


T O, I'll not go: you hear, what he hath ſaid, 
N han ſometime his General; who lov'd 
im 

In a moſt dear particular. He call'd me father: 
But what o' that? go you, that baniſh'd him, 
A mile before his 'Tent, fall down, and knee. 
'The way into his rey : nay, if he coy'd 
To hear Cominius ſpeak, I'll keep at home. 

Com. He would not ſeem to know me. 

Men. De you hear ? | 

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name: 
I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Corio/anus 
He would not anſwer to; forbad all names; 


He 
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He was a kind of Nothing, titleleſs, 
Till he had forg'd himſelf a name o'th' fire 
Of burning Rome. e e 
Men. Why, ſo; you've made pood work : 
A pair of Tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome, 
'To make coals cheap: a noble memory ! 
Com. I minded him, how royal twas to pardon 
When it was leaſt expected. He reply'd, 
It was a bare petition of a State 02-12 
To one whom they had puniſh'd. 
Men. Very well, could he fay leſs ? 
Com. I offer'd to awaken. his regard 
For's private friends. His anſwer to me was, 
He could not ſtay to pick them in a pile 
Of noiſom muſty chaff. He ſaid, *twas folly, 
For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 
And ſtill to nofe th' offence. | 
Men. For one poor grain or two ? 
Tm one of thoſe : his mother, wife, his child, 
And this brave fellow too, we are the grains; 
You are the muſty chaff; and you are ſmelt - 
Above the Moon. We muſt be burnt for you. 
Sic. Nay, pray, be patient: if you refuſe your aid 
In this ſo-never-needed 1 yet do not 
Upbraid us with our diſtreſs. But, ſure, if you 


Would be your Country's pleader, your good tongue, 


More than the inſtant army we can make, 
Might ſtop our Country- man. 
en. No: I'll not meddle. 
Sic. Pray you, go to him. 
Men. What ſhould I do? | 
Bru. Only make tryal what your love can do 
For Rome, tow*rds Marcius. 
Men. Well, and fay, that Marcius 
Return me, as Cominius is return'd, 
Unheard : (what then?) 
But as a diſcontented friend, grief-ſhot 
With his unkindneſs. Say't be ſa? 
Sic. Yet your good will 


Muſt 


PREM RS) 


„ nd tk IO Www. Y..0 Wd 


Coniolanus 445 
Muſt have that thanks from Rome, after the meaſ re 


As you intended well: 


Men. T'll undertake it: 
I think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip, 
And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well, he had not din d( ĩ 
The veins unfill'd, our blood is cold, and then 
We powt upon the morning, are unapt 
To give or to forgive; but when we've ſtuff d 
Theſe pipes, and theſe wank os of blood 
With wine and feeding, we have ſuppler ſouls | 
Than in our prieſt-like faſts ; therefore I'll watch him 
Till he be dieted to my requeſt, * 
And then I'll ſet upon him 

Bru. You know the nt road into his kindneſs, 
And cannot loſe . way 

Mex. Good faith, rove him, 

Paal 


Speed how it will. ere * bave knowledge 
Of my ſucceſs. [Exits 
Com. He'll never hear him. | 
Sic. Not? 


Com. I tell you, he does fit in gold, his eye 
Red as *twould burn Rome ; and his Injury 
The Goaler to his Pity. I kneel'd before him, 
"Twas very faintly he ſaid, riſe : diſmiſs'd me 
Thus, with his ſpeechleſs hand. What he would do, 
He ſent in writing after; what he would not, 
Bound. with an oath to yield to his conditions: 
So that all hope is vain, unleſs his mother 
And wife, —who (as I hear) mean to ſollicit him 
For mercy to his Country: therefore hence, | 
And with our fair intreaties haſte them on. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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8 c E N E changes to the volleian Comp. 


Enter Menenius to the F. 4 ar Guard. 


1 Watch. * AY : whence are you? 
2 Watch. Stand, and go Ne 
Men. | You guard like men, "tis well. But, by your 
cave, | 
J am an Officer of State, and come 
mY ſ with Coriolanus. 
atch. Whence ? 
Men. From Rome. 
I Watch. Vou may not paſs, you muſt return : our 
General 
Will no more hear from thence. 
2 Watch. You'll ſee your Rome embrac'd with fire, 
before 
You'll ſpeak with Coriolanus. 
Men. Good my friends, 
If you have heard your General talk of Rome, 
And of his friends there, it is Lots to Blanks, 
My name hath touch'd your ears; it is Menenius. 
. 1 Watch. Be it ſo, go back: the virtue of your Name 
Is not here paſſable. 
Men. I tell thee, fellow, | 
Thy General is my lover: I have been 
The book of his good acts; whence men have read 
His fame unparal raraller'd happily amplified : 
For I have ever verified my friends, 
(Of whom he's chief) with all the fize that verity 
Would without lapſing ſuffer ; nay, ſometimes, 
Like to a bowl upon a ſubtle ground, 
Pve tumbled paſt the throw ; and in his praiſe 
Have, almoſt, ſtamp'd the leaſing. Therefore, fellow, 
I muſt have leave to paſs. 
- 1 Watch. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in 
his behalf, as you have utter'd words in your own, 
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you ſhould not paſs here: no, though it were as 


4 8 00 to lie, as to live chaſtly. Therefore, go 
Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember, my name is Me- 
3 always factionary of the Party of your Ge- 
neral. : 
2 Watch. Howſoever you have been his liar, (as 


you ſay, you have;) I am one that, telling true un- 


Os muſt ſay, you cannot paſs. Therefore, go 


not ſpeak with him till after dinner. 

1 Watch. Youare a Roman, are you ? 

Men. I am as thy General is. 

1 Watch. Then you ſhould hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have puſh'd out of your gates the 
very Defender of them, and, in a violent popular ig- 
norance, given your enemy your ſhield, think to front 
his revenges with the eaſy groans of old women, the 
virginal palms of your daughters, or with the palſied 
interceſſion of ſuch a decay'd Dotard as you ſeem to 
be? can you think to blow out the intended fire your 
city is ready to flame in, with ſuch weak breath as 
this? no, you are deceiv'd, therefore back to Rome, 
and prepare for your execution; you are condemn'd, 
an General has ſworn you out of reprieve and par- 

on. | 


Men. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, he 


would uſe me with eſtimation. 
1 Watch. Come, my Captain knows you not. 
Men. I mean, thy General. 


1 Watch. My general cares not for you. Back, I ay, | 
go; leſt I let forth your half pint of Blood. Back, that's 


the utmoſt of your Having, back. 
Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow. 


Enter Coriolanus, with Aufidius. 


Cor. What's the matter? 


Men. 


Men. Has he din'd, canſt thou tell ? for I would 
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448 Co RrlOLANSãVö. 
Men. Now, you companion, I'll ſay an errand for 
you; you ſhall know now, that I am in eſtimation; 
you ſhall perceive, that a 7ackt-gardant cannot office 
me from my ſon Corio/anus; gueſs but my entertain- 
ment with him; if thou ſtand'ſt not i'th* ſtate of hang- 
ing, or of ſome death more long in ſpeQatorſhip, and 
crueller in ſuffering, behold now preſently, and ſwoon 
for what's to come upon thee. The glorious Gods 
ſit in hourly ſynod about thy particular proſperity, and 

love thee no worſe than thy old father Menenius does! 

Oh my ſon, my ſon! thou art preparing fire for us; 
look thee, here's water to quench it. I was hardly 

mov'd to come to thee, but being aſſured, none but 


my ſelf could move thee, I have been blown out of 


our gates with fighs ; and conjure thee to pardon Rome, 


and thy petitionary Countrymen. The good Gods aſ- 


ſwage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon this 
varlet here ; this, who, like a block, hath denied my 
acceſs to thee ; 
Cor. Away! = 
Men. How, away? ; 
Cor. Wife, mother, child, I know not. My affairs 
Are ſervanted to others: though I owe 
My revenge properly, remiſſion 1 yes 
In Volſcian breaſts. That we have been familiar, (26) 
VV ̃ Ingrate 


(26) —————— That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate Forgetfulneſs ſhall poyſon, rather 
Than pity: Note how much ] 
We cannot deſire a more ſignal Inſtance of the indolent Stu- 
pidity of our Editors. Forgetfulneſs might poyſon, in not fe- 


membring a Converſation of Fciendſhip, but how could it, in 


ſuch an Action, be ſaid to pity too? The pointing is abſurd ; 
and the Sentiment conſequently ſunk into Nonſenſe, As I 
have regulated the Stops, both Dr. Th:r/by and Mi, Werburton 
ſaw, with me. they ought to be regulated. I have ſtill ven- 
turd beyond my ingenious Friends, in changing Fe, into 
Priſon: which adds an Antitheſis, by which the Senic ſcems 
cleaxer and more natural: viz, That Forgerfulneſs/1hall rather 
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Ingrate Forgetfulneſs ſhall priſon, rather 
Than Pity note how much. — Therefore, be gone; 
Mine ears againſt your ſuits are ſtronger than 
Your gates againſt my force. Yet, for I loved thee, 
Take this along ; I writ it for thy fake, 

[ Gives him a letter. 
And weald have ſent it. Another word, Menenius, 
I will not hear thee ſpeak. — This man, Aufidius, 
Was my belov'd in Rome; yet thou behold'ſt.— 
Auf. You keep a conſtant temper. (Exeunt. 


Uenens the Guard, and enemas, 


1 Watch. Now, Sir, is your name Menentus ? 


2 Watch. "Tis a Spell, you ſee, of much power: you 


know the way home again. 


1 Watch. Do you hear, how we are ſhent for keeping 


your Greatneſs back ? 
2 Watch, What cauſe do you think, I have to ſwoon? 
Men. I neither care for the world, nor your General : 
for ſuch things as you, I can ſcarce think there's any, 
y*are. ſo ſlight. He, that hath a will to die by him- 
ſelf, fears it not from another: let your General do 
his worſt. For you, be what you are, long; and your 


miſery encreaſe with your age | I fay to you, as I was 
ſaid to, Away [ Exit. 


i Watch. A noble fellow, I warrant- him. 
2 Watch. The worthy fellow is our General. He's 


the rock, the oak not to be wind-ſhaken. [ Ex. Watch. 


Maths Coriolanus and Aufdiae. 


Cor. We will before the Walls of Rome to morrow 
Set down our Hoſt. My Partner in this action, 


You muſt report to th' Yo//cian lords, how lainly 
I've borne this buſineſs. F 


keep it a ſecret, that we _ been familiars than Pity ſhall 


diſcloſe how much we have been ſo. 
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450 CoRTOIAN VS. 
Auf. Only their Ends you have reſpected; ſtopft 
Your ears againſt the general ſuit of Rome : 
Never admitted private whiſper, no, 
Not with ſuch friends that thought them fare of you, 
Cor. This laſt old man, | | 
Whom with a crack'd heart I have ſent to Rome, 
n of a Os 
ay, godded me, indeed. Their lateſt refuge 
Was to ſend him: ſor whoſe old love, I have 
Frho' I ſhew'd ſow'rly to him) once more offer'd 
The firſt conditions; (which they did refuſe, 
And cannot now t,) to grace him only, 
That thought he could do more: a very little 
P ve yielded to. Freſh embaſſie, and ſuits, 
Nor from the State, nor private friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to.— Ha! what ſhout is this? 
5 | | [Shout with;s, 


Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow, 
In the ſame time *tis made? I will not 


Zzter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Marcius, w:tb 
r Attendants all in Mourning. 


My wife comes foremoſt, then the honour'd mould 

Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 

The grand-child to her blood. But, out, affection! 

All bond and privilege of Nature break ! | 

Let it be virtuous, to be obſtinate. | 

What is that curt'fie worth? or thoſe dove's eyes, 

Which can make Gods forſworn ? I melt, and am not 

Of ſtronger earth than others : my mother bows, 

As if Olympus to a mole-hill ſhould 

In ſupplication nod; and my young boy 

Hath an aſpect of interceſſion, which | 

Great Nature cries, « Deny not. Let the 
Volſcians 

Plough Rome, and harrow Hay; I'll never 

Be ſuch a goſling to obey inſtinct; but ſtand 

As if a man were author of himſelf, 


And 
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And knew no other kin. 
Virg. My lord and husband! : 
Cor. Theſe eyes are not the ſame I wore in Rome. 
Virg. The ſorrow, that delivers us thus chang d, 
Makes you think ſo. "$340 
Cor. Like a dull Actor now, 
J have forgot my Part, and I am out, 
Even to a full diſgrace. Beſt of my fleſh, 
Forgive my tyranny ; but do not ſay, : 
For That, forgive our Romans.———O, a kiſs 
Long as my exile, ſweet as my revenge . 
Now by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that kifs 
T-earried from thee, Dear; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it &er ſince. -—You Gods! I prate ; (27) 
And the moſt noble mother of the world 
Leave unfaluted : fink, my knee, i'th* earth; [ bnee/s. 
Of thy deep duty more impreſſion ſhew 
Than that of common ſons. 
Vol. O ſtand up bleſt ! | 
Whilſt with no ſofter cuſhion than the flint 
I knee! before thee, and unproperly 
Shew duty as miſtaken all the while, [kneels. 
Between the child and parent. N 


452 


(27) You Gods, I pray, 
And the moſt noble Mother of the World 
Leave unſaluted:] 


An old Corruption muſt have poſſeſs'd this Paſſage, for two 


| Reaſons. In the firſt Place, whoever conſults this Speech, 


will find, that He is talking fondly to his Wife, and not 
praying to the Gods at all. Secondly, if He were employ'd, 
in his Devotions, no Apology would be wanting for leaving 


his Mother unſalured. The Poet's Intention was certainly 


This. coriolanus, having been laviſh in his Tenderneſſes and 
Raptures to his Wife, bethinks himſelf on the ſudden, that 
his Fondneſs to her had made him guilty of ill Manners 
in the Neglect of his Mother; and, therefore correcting him- 
ſelf upon Reflexion, cries; | 

You Gods ! | prate; 

i. e. talk fondly, and without due Bounds, 


EC or. 
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Cor. What is this? Ee | 
' Your knees to me? to your corrected ſon ? 
Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
_ Fillop. the ſtars: then, let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars gainſt the fiery Sun: 
Murd'ring impoſſibility, to make | 
What cannot be, ſlight work. 
Vol. Thou art my warrior, 5 
I éholp to frame thee. Do you know this lady ? 
Cor. The noble ſiſter of Popli cola, 
The moon of Rome ; chaſte as the iſicle, 
That's curdled by the froſt from pureſt ſnow, 
And hangs on Dian's Temple: dear Valeria 
Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours, 


| | | [Sewing young Marcius. 
Which by th' interpretation of full time | 
May ſhew like all your ſelf. 
Cor. The God of ſoldiers, 
With the conſent of ſupream Jove, inform | 
Thy thoughts with Nobleneſs, that thou may'ſt prove 
To Shame unvulnerable, and ſtick i'th' wars 
Like a great ſea-mark, ftanding every flaw, 
And ſaving thoſe. that eye thee ! 
Vol. Your knee, firrah. 
Cor. That's my brave hoy. - =. 
Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myſelf, 
Are ſuitors to you. | 
Cor. I beſeech you, peace: 
Or, if you'd ask, remember this before; 
The thing, I have forſworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denial. Do not bid me 
Diſmiſs my ſoldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome's Mechanicks. Tell me not, 
Wherein I ſeem unnatural : deſire not 
Tallay my rages and revenges, with 
' Your colder reaſons. - ' 
Vol. Oh, no more; no more: . 
You've ſaid, you will not grant us any thing: 
Fer we have nothing elſe to ask, but That 


Which 
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Which you deny already: yet we will ask, 
That if we fail in our requeſt, the Blaze 
May hang upon your Hardneſs; therefore hear us. 
Cor. Aufidius, and you Volſcians, mark; for we'll 
Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requeſt? 
Vol. Should we be ſilent and not ſpeak, our raiment 
And ſtate of bodies would bewray what life 
We've led ſince thy Exile. Think with thy ſelf, 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Are we come hicher ; ſince thy fight, which ſhould 
yy Eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with com- 
orts, 
Conſtrains them weep, and ſhake with fear and forrow 3 ; 
Making the mother, wife, and child to ſee, 
The ſon, the husband, and the father tearing 
His Country's bowels out: and to poor _ 
Thine enmity's moſt ca _—_ thou barr*ſt 
Our prayers to the Gods, which is a. — nf 
That all but we enjoy. For how can we, 
Alas ! how can we, for our Country pray, 
Whereto we're bound? together with thy victory, 
Whereto we're bound ? Alack ! or we muſt loſe - 
The Country, our dear nurſe ; or elſe thy perſon, 
Our comfort in the Country. We muſt find 
An eminent calamity, tho' we had 
Our wiſh, which ſide ſhou'd win. For either tho 
Muſt, as a foreign Recreant, be led 
With manacles along our ſtreet ; or elſe | 
_ Triumphantly tread on thy Country's ruin, 
And bear the palm, for having bravely ſhed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For my ſelf, ſon, 
I purpoſe not to wait on Fortune, 'till 
Theſe wars determine: if I can't perſuade thee 
Rather to ſhew a noble grace to both parts, 
Than ſeek the end of one; thou ſhalt no ſooner 
March to aſſault thy Country, than to tread 
(Truſt to't, thou ſhalt not) on thy mother's womb, 
That brought thee. to this world, 
Firg. Ay, and mane too, 


That 


454 Corrovanys 
That brought you forth this Boy, to —_ R 


Living to time. 
Bey. He ſhall not tread on me : = | 
_ P11 run away till Pm bigger, but then PU Sale. - 
Cor. Not of a woman's tenderneſs to be, 
Requires, nor chald, annere to ſee: 
I've ſat too long, —— 
Vol. Nay, go not from us thus: 
If it were ſo, that our requeſt did tend 
To ſave the Romans, thereby to 


The Yolſcians whom you ſerve, you — nde us, 


As poy ſonous of your Honour. No; our ſuit 

Is, that you reconcile them: while the Yo!ſcians 

May fay, This mercy we have ſhew'd ; the Romans, 
© 'This we receiv'd ; and each in either fide | 
Give the all-hail to thee, and ry, He bleſt 

For making up this Peace]! Thou know'lt, great ſon, 
The End of War's uneertain; but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit, 

W hich thou ſhalt thereby reap, is ſuch-a Name, 
Whoſe repetition will be dogg'd with Curſes: 

Whoſe Chronicle thus writ, the man was noble 
But with his laſt attempt he wip'd it out, 

* Deftroy'd his Country, and his name remains 

© To theenſuing age, abhorf'd.“ Speak to me, fon: 
Thou haſt affected the firft/firains. of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the Gods; 

To tear with thunder the wide checks o'th* air, 

And yet to charge thy ſulphur with a bolt, (28) 

That Thould: — an oak. Why doſt us ſpeak ? 
Think'ſt thou it honourable for a noble man 


Still to remember wrongs ? Daughter, ſpeak you: 
He cares not for e 204. gs, Boy s 


(28) And yer to change thy Supter with a Bolt, 
That ſhould vnt re an Oabe] 


All the printed Copies concur in this Reading, but I have . 


certainly reſtor'd the true Word, Nu. the 33th Note on this 
Play, 
Lt, Perhaps, 
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Perhaps, thy childiſhnefs will move him more 

Than can our reaſons. There's no man in the world 

More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate 

Like one i' th Stocks. Thou'ſt never in thy life 

Shew'd thy dear mother any courteſie; 

When ſhe, (poor hen) fond of no ſecond brood, 

Has cluck' d thee to the wars, and ſaſely home, 

Loaden with honour. Say, my Requeſt's unjuſt, 

And ſpurn me back: but, if it be not ſ oo, 

Thou art not honeſt, and the Gods will plague thee, 

That thou reſtrain'ſt from me the duty, which 

To a mother's part belongs. — He turns away : 

Down, Ladies; let us ſhame him with oar knees. 

To's fir-name Cor:olanus longs more pride, 

Than pity to our prayers. Down; and end; 

This is the laſt. So we will home to Name, 

And die among our neighbours : nay, behold us. 

This Boy, that cannot tell what he would have, | 

Bat kneels, and holds up hands for fellowſhip, k 

Does reaſon our petition with more ſtrength | 

Than thou haſt to deny't. Come, let us ro : 

This fellow had a Volſcian to his mother: (29) 

His wile is in Corioli, and this child b 

Like him by chance; yet give us our diſpatch : 

I'm huſht, until our City be afire; + 

And then I'll ſpeak a little. 
Cor. O mother, mother | 


[ Holds her by the hands, filents 


(49) This Fellow had a Volſcian to bis Mother; 

His Wife is in Corioli z and his Child 1 

Like him by chance; — ] But tho? his Wife was in 
corioli, might not his Child, nevertheleſs, be like him? The 
minute Alteration I have made, 1 am perſwaded, reſtores the 
true Reading. Velumnia would hint, that Coriolanus by his 
ſtern Behaviour had loſt all Family-Regards, and did not re- 
member that he had any Child. 1 am not his Mother, (ſays 
ſhe) his Wife is in Corioli, and this Child, whom We bring 


with us, (young Marciss) is not his Child, but only bears his 
Refemblance by chance. | 
; e What 
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What have you done? behold the heav'ns do ope, 


The Gods look down, and this unnatural ſcene 
They laugh at. Oh, my mother, mother! oh! 
You've Won a happy victory to Rome: 


But for your yy pn it, oh, believe it, 
Moſt dang*rouſly you have with him prevail'd, 
If not mk wen to him. Let it come: 
Aufidins, though I cannot make true wars, 
T'll frame convenient Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my ſtead, ſay, would you have heard 
A mother leſs ? or granted leſs, Aufidins ? 

Auf. I too was mov'd. | 

Cor. I dare be ſworn, you were; 


And, Sir, it is no little thing to make 


Mine eyes to ſweat Compaſſion. But, good Sir, 


What peace yowll make, adviſe me: for my part, 


Fll not to Rome, Fil back with you, and pray you 

Stand to me in this cauſe. O mother ! wife 
Auf. I'm glad, thou'ſt ſet thy mercy and thy ho- 

nour 83 5 . 

At difference in thee; out of That I'll work 

My ſelf a former fortune. [Aldde. 
Cor. Ay, by and by; but we will drink together; 

And you [To Vol. Virg. &c. 

A better witneſs back than words, which we, 


On like conditions, will have counter-ſeal'd. 


Come, enter with us : Ladies, you deſerve 


To have a Temple built you: all the ſwords 


In 7aly, and her confederate arms, 


Could not have made this Peace. [ Exennt, 


9 
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SGE N E, the Forum, in Rom E. 
Eater Menenius and Sicinius. 


Men. C EE * yond coin 0'th* Capitol, yond corner- 
ſtone 

Sic. Why, what of that ? | 

Mex. If it be poſlible for you to diſplace it with your 
little finger, there is ſome hope the Ladies of Rome, 
eſpecially his mother, may prevail with him. But, I 
ſay, there is no hope in't; our throats are ſentenc'd, 
and ſtay upon execution. 


Sic. Is't poſſible, that fo ſhort a time can alter the 


condition of a man ? 

Men. There is difference between a grub and a but- 
terfly, yet your butterfly was a grub; this Marcius is 
grown from man to dragon : he has wings, he's more 
than a creeping thing. bj 

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me; and he no more remembers his 
mother now, than an eight years old horſe. The tart- 
neſs of his face ſours ripe grapes. When he walks, he 
moves like an engine, and the ground ſhrinks before his 
treading. He is able to pierce a corſlet with his eye : 
talks like a knell, and his hum is a battery. He fits 
in his State, as a thing made for Alexander. What 
he bids be done, 1s Mic d with his bidding. He 
wants nothing of a God, but Eternity, and a heaven 
to throne in. 

Sic. Ves, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men. I paint him in the character. Mark, what 
mercy his mother ſhall bring from him; there is no 
more mercy in him, than there is milk in a male tyger ; 
that ſhall our poor City find; and all this is long of 


you. 
Sic. The Gods be good unto us! 
Vor. VI. U Mew. 


2 7 
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Men. No, in ſuch a caſe the Gods will not be 
unto us. When we baniſh'd him, we reſpected not 


them: and, he returning to break our necks, they re- 


ſpect not us. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me/. Sir, if you'd fave your life, fly to . 
The Plebeians have got your 6 : 
And hale him up and down; All ſwearing, if 
The Roman Ladies bring not comfort home, 

They'll give him death by inches. 


Enter another Meſſenger. 
Sie. What's the news? 


The Volſcians are diſlodg'd, and Marcius gone: 
A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 
No, not th' Expulſion of the Tarquins. 
Sic. Friend, : 
Art certain, this is true? is it moſt certain? 
Me. As certain, as I know the Sun is fire : 
Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it? 
Ne'er through an Arch fo hurried the blown tide, 
Az the recomforted through th' gates. Why, hark 


ou; 
5 [Trumpets, 2 Drums beat, all together. 
The trumpets, ſackbuts, pfalteries and fifes, - 


Tabors and cymbals, and the ſhouting Romans 

Make the Sun dance. Hark you! [A. out within. 
Men. This is good news : | 

J will go meet the Ladies. This Yolumnia 

Is worth of Conſuls, Senators, Patricians, 

A City full; of Tribunes, ſuch as you, 

A Sea and Land full, You've pray'd well to day : 

This morning, for ten thouſand of your throats 
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I'd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy 
[ Sound flill, with the ſheuts. 

Sie. Firſt, the Gods bleſs you for your tidings : next, 
Accept my thankfulneſs. 

Meſ. Sir, we have all great cauſe to give great 

thanks. 

Sic. They're near the City ? 

Meſ. Almoſt at point to enter. | 

Sic. We'll meet them, and help the i LExceunt. 


Enter two Senators, with ladies. F100 over the 
age; with other ords, 


Sen. Behold our Patroneſs, the Life of Rome : 

Call all your Tribes t or, praiſe the Gods, 

And triumphant fires: ſtrew flowers before them: 

Unſhout the noiſe, that banith'd Marcius ; 

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother: 

Cry, — welcome, Ladies, welcome.! . [Exeunts 
* Welcome, Ladies, welcome! 

"I [4 flourifp with drums «xd trumpets. 


SCENE changes to a publick Place in 
Antium. 


E nter Tullas Aufidius, with Attendants. 


Auf. 2 tell the Lords o'th' City, I am here: 


Deliver them this paper: 1 read it, 
Bid them repair to th' , why where I, 


Even in theirs and in the Commons” ears, 

Will vouch the truth of it. He, I accuſe, 

The city-ports 1 * * hath enter d; and 

Intends t' appear before the people, hoping 

To purge himſelf with words. Diſpatch. Moſt 
Welcome 


U 2 Enter 


460 CoRIOLAN uus. 


f 

nter three or four Conſpirators of Aufidius'; ] 
| Faction. 

1 Con, How is it with our General? x 
Auf. Even ſo, | ; 
As with a man by his own alms impoiſon'd, = 


And with his charity lain, 
2 Con. Moſt noble Sir, | 
If you do hold the ſame intent, wherein 
You wiſh'd us parties; we'll deliver you 
Of your great danger. 
Auf. Sir, I cannot tell ; 
We muſt proceed, as we do find the people. 
3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilſt 
Twixt you there's difference; but the Fall of either 
| Makes the Survivor heir of all. 
| Auf. I know it; 
| And my pretext to ſtrike at him admits 
A good conſtruction. I raifed him, and pawn'd 
Mine honour for his truth ; who being ſo heighten'd, 
He water'd his new plants with dews of flattery, 
Seducing ſo my friends; and to this end, 
He bow'd his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unſwayable, and free. 
3 Con. Sir, his ſtoutneſs 
When he did ſtand for Conſul, which he loſt 
By lack of ſtooping —— 
Auf. 'That I would have ſpoke of : 
Being banifh'd for't, he came unto my hearth, 
Preſented to my knife his throat ; I took him, 
Made him joint ſervant with me; gave him way 
In all his own deſires ;- nay, let him chuſe 
Out of my files, his projects to aig 
My beſt and freſheſt men; ſerv'd his defignments 
In mine own perſon ; holpe to reape the Fame, 
Which he did make all his ; and took ſome pride 
To do my ſelf this wrong; till, at the laſt, 
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I ſeem'd his follower, not partner ; and Th. 
He wag'd me with his countenance, as 
I had been mercenary. 
1 Con. So he did, my lord: 
The army marvell'd at it, and, at laſt, 
When he had carried Rome, and that we looked 
For no leſs Spoil, than AMP — 

Auf. There was it ; —— | 
(For which my ſinews ſhall be ſtretch'd upon him ; ) 
At a few drops of women's rheum, which are 
As cheap as lies, he ſold the Blood and Labour 
Of our great Action; therefore ſhall he die, 

if renew me in his Fall. But, hark! 
[Drums and trumpets ſound, with great ſhouts 
of” the people. 

1 Con. Your native Town you enter'd like a Poſt, 
And had no welcomes home ; but he returns, 
Splitting the Air with noiſe. 

2 Con. And patient fools, 

Whoſe children he hath flain, their * throats — 
Giving him glory. 
3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage, 
Ere he expreſs himſelf, or move the people 
With what he would fay, let him feel your ſword, 
Which we will ſecond. When he lies along, 
After your way his Tale pronounc'd ſhall _—_ 
His reaſons with his body. 
Auf. Say no more, 


Here come the lords; 


Enter the Lords of the City. 


All Lords. You're moſt welcome home. 
Auf. I have not de ſerv'd it. 


But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd 
What I have written to you ? 
All. We have. 


1 Lord, And * to hear it. 
WY What 
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What faults he made before the laſt, I think, 

Might have found eaſie fines : but there to end, 

Where he was to begin, and give away 

The benefit of our Levies, anſwering us 

With our own charge, making a treaty where 

'There was a yielding, This admits no excuſe. 
Auf. He approaches, you ſhall hear him. 


Enter Coriolanus, marching with drums and cours; 
the Commons being with him. 


Cor. Hail, lords ; I am return'd, your ſoldier ; 
No more infected with my Country's love, 
Than when I parted hence, but ſtill ſubſiſting 
Under your great Command. You are to know, 
'That proſperouſly I have attempted, and 
With Yds paſſage led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome : Our ſpoils, we have brought 
home, | 
Do more than counterpoiſe, a full third part, 
The charges of the action. We've made peace 
With no leſs honour to the Antiates, 5 
Than ſhame to th' Romans : and we here deliver, 
Subſcribed by the Conſuls and Patricians, 
Together with the ſeal o'th* Senate, what 
We have compounded on. 
Auf. Read it not, noble lords, 
But tell the traitor, in the higheſt degree 
He hath abus'd your powers. 
Cor. Traitor! how now! 
Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcias. 
Cor. Marcius ! 
Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius ; doſt thou think, 
T'll grace thee with that robbery, thy ſtol'n name 
Coriclanus in Corioli? 
You Lords and Heads o'th' State, perfidiouſly 
He has betray'd your buſineſs, and given up, 
For certain drops of ſalt, your city Rome 3 
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J fay, your city, to his wife and mother; 
Breaking his oath and reſolution, like 
A twiſt of rotten ſilk, never admitting 
Counſel o'th* war; but at his nurſe's tears 
He whin'd and roar'd away your victory, 
That Pages bluſh'd at him; and men of heart 
Look'd wondring each at other. 

Cor. Hearſt thou, Mars / 

Auf. Name not the God! thou boy of tears. 

Cor. Ha! | : 

Auf. No more. 

Cor. Meaſureleſs liar, thou haſt made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy? O ſhve! —— 
Pardon me, lords, tis the firſt time that ever 
I'm forc'd to ſcold. Your judgments, my grave lords, 
Muſt give this Cur the Lie; and his own Notion, 
(Who wears my ſtripes impreſt upon him; that 
Muſt bear my beating to his Grave; ſhall join 
To thruſt the lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me ſpeak. 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Volſcians, men and lads, 
Stain all your edges in me. Boy! falſe hound! 
If you have writ your annals true, tis there, 8 
That, like an eagle in a dove- coat, I 
Flutter'd your Yol/cians in Corioli. 

Alone I did it. Boy 

Auf. Why, noble lords, 

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your ſhame, by this unholy braggart, 
*Fore your own eyes and ears ? 

All Con. Let him die for't. | 

All People. Tear him to pieces, do it preſently : 

He kill'd my fon, — my daughter, — kill'd my 
couſin, | 
He kill'd my father. | 
[The Croud ſpeak promiſcuouſiy. 

2 Lord. Peace, — no outrage peace 


The man is noble, and his Fame folds in 


This 


| ee rang 8 

Shall have judicious Hearing. Stand, Aufidi 

And . not the peace. 22 | Peg 
Cor. O that I him, 

With ſix Aufidius's, or more, his tribe, 

To uſe my lawful ſword 

Auf. Inſolent villain ! 
All = F — kill, -— kill him. 
| conſpirators all draw, and hill i 
who falls, and Aufidius's fand. — 
Lords . 1 „ hold. 
Auf. no ers, hear me 1 8 
1 [ew 
2 Lord. Thou haſt done a deed, whereat 

Valour will weep. 
3 Lord. T | not upon him maſters all, be 

quiet; | 

Put up your ſwords. 

Auf. My lords, when you ſhall know (as in this 


rage 
Provok d by him, you cannot) the great danger 
Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Pleaſe it your Honours 
To call me to your Senate, I'll deliver 
My ſelf your loyal ſervant, or endure 
Your heavieſt cenſure. 
1 Lord. Bear from hence his body, 
And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded 
As the-moſt noble Coarſe, that ever Herald 
Did follow to his urn, 
2 Lord.. His own impatience 
Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame : 
Let's make the beſt of it. 
Auf. My Rage is gone, 
And I am ftruck with forrow : take him up: 
Help, three o'th' chiefeſt ſoldiers ; I'll be one 
Beat thou the drum, that it ſpeak mournfully. 
Trail your ſteel pikes, Though in this city he 


Hath 
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Hath widowed and unchilded many a one, 
W hich to this hour bewail the injury, 
Yet he ſhall have a noble memory. 


Exeunt, bearing the body of Marcius, 4 4⁴i 
{ March founded, * 
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The End of tht Sixth Volume. 
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